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CHAPTEE I. 

ABOUT tho middle of the last 
centHiy, at wght o'clock in the 
erening, in a large l)ut poor apartment, 
a man was slumbering on a rongh. 
couch. His rusty and worn suit of 
black was of a piece with his uncarpet- 
ed room, the deal table of homo manu- 
facture, and its slim luianuffed candle. 

The man wks Triplet, scene ^mnt 
er, actor, and wriloc of aangmnary 
plays, in which what ought to be, vis. 
truth, plot, situation, and dialogue, 
were not ; and what ought not to be, 
were: scSicef, small talk, ftig talk, 1bps, 
ruffians, and ghosts. 

His diree mediocrities fell 80 short 
of one talent, that he was sometimes 
mpnmsas. 

He slumbered, but uneasily; the 
dramatic author was uppermost, and 
his " Demon of the Hayloft " hung 
upon the thread of popular favor. 

On his aneasyslumberonteredfrom 
the theatre Mrs. Triplet. 

She WHS a lady who in one respect 
fell behind her husband ; she ladced 
his variety in ill-doing, but she re- 
covered herself by doing her one thing 
a shade worse than he did any of his 
three. She was what is called in grim 
sport an actress; she had just cast her 
mite of discredit on royalty by playing 
the Queen, and had trundled home 
the moment llie breath was out of her 
royal body. She came in ratatory 
with fatigue, and fell, gristle, into a 
chair ; she wrenched from her brow 
a diadem and eyed it with contempt, 
took from her pocket a sausage, and 



con templated it with respect and afibc- 
tion, placed it in a frying-pan on the 
fire, and entered her bedroom, mean- 
mg to don a loose wrapper, and de- 
throne herself into comfort. 

But the poor woman WHS shot walk- 
ing by Morpheus, and subsided alto- 
gether; for dramatic performances, 
amuang and exciting to youth seated 
in the pit, convey a cei'tam weariness 
to these bright beings who sparkle 
on the stage tor bread and cheese. 

Boyalty, disposed of, still left its 
tnul of events. The sausage began 
to "spit." The sound was haidly 
out or its body, when poor Triplet 
writhed like a worm on a hook. 
" Spitler, spittest," went the sausage. 
Triplet groaned, and at last his in- 
articulate murmurs became woi-ds : 
"That's right, pit, now that is so 
reasonable to condemn a poor fellow's 
play before yon have heard it out." 
Then, with a change of tone, " Tom," 
miittered he, "they are losing their 
respect for spectres ; if they do, hun- 
ger will make a ghost of me." Next, 
he fancied the clown or somebody had 
got into his ghost's costume. 

" Dear," said the poor dreamer, 
" the clown makes a very pretty spec- 
tre, with his ghastly white fiioe, and 
Ms blood-boltered cheeks and nose. 
I never saw the fun of a clown before 
no i do', no I it is not the clown, it is 
worse, much worse ; dear, ugh I " 
and Triplet rolled off the couch lilie 
Richard the Third. He sat a moment 
on the floor, with a finger in each eye ; 
and then, finding ho was neither daub- 
ing, ranting, nor deluging earth with 
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" acta," he accused hiniGelf of indo- 
lence, and ant down to writo a small 
taleoi'bloodand bombast; hetookbie 
seat at the deal table with some alacrity, 
for he had recently made a discovery. 

How W write well, riea que cda. 

" First, Ihink in aa homely a way 
as you can ; next, shove your pen un- 
der the thonght, and lift it by poly- 
syllables to the true level of fiction " ; 



[when done, find apublisher — if you 
can). "This," said Triplet, "insures 
common sense to your ideas, which 
does pretty well for a basis," said 
Triplet, apologedeally, "and elegance 
to the dress they wear." Tnplet, 
then casting his, eyes round in search 
of such actual dremnatances as could 
he incorporated on this plan ivilh. fic- 
tion, began to work thus : — 



A farthing dip is on the table. Asolitarycandlocasl its pale gleams 

around. 
Itwaats snoffing. Its elongated wick betrayed an own- 

er steeped in oblivion. 
He jumped up, and snaffed it with He rose longnidly, and trimmed it 
his fingei^ Burned his fingers, and withan insti'nmentthat he hadhyhis 
swore a little. side fbr that purpose, and muttered a 

silent ejaculaBon. 



Before, however, the mole Triplet 
could undermine literature and level 
it with the dust, various interruptions 
and divisions broke in upon his de- 
sign, and sic noa senxcvit Apollo. As 
he wrote the last sentence, a lond rap 
came to his door. A servant in livery 
brought him a note from Mr. Vane, 
dated Covent Garden. Triplet's eyes 
sparkled, he hustled, wormed himself 
into a less rus^ coat, and started off 
to the Theatre Royal, Corent Gar- 

In those days, the artists of the pen 
and the brush (ferreted patrons, instesd 
of aiming to be indispensable to tho 
public, the only patron worth a single 
gesture of the quill. 

Mr. Vane had conversed witli Trip- 
let, that is, let Triplet talk to him lu 
a coffee-house, and Triplet, the most 
sangnine of unfortunate men, had al- 
ready built a series of expectations 
upon that interview, when this note 
arrived. Leaving him on his road 
from Lamheth to Covent Garden, we 
must introduce more important per- 
sonages. 

Mr. Vane was a wealthy gentleman 
from Shropshire, whom husiness had 
called to London four months ago, 
and now pleasure detained. Business 



but it 



still occupied the letters he sen 
and then to his native county; 
had ceased lo occupy the wntei. .^^ 
was a man, of learning and taste, as 
times Trent; and his love of the Arts 
had taken him some time before our 
tale to the theatres, then tiie resort of 
all who pretended to taste; and it 
was thus he had become fascinated 
by Mrs. Woflington, a lady of gicat 
beauty, and a comedian high in ftivor 
with the town. 

The first night ho saw her was an 
epoch in the history of tills gentle, 
man's mind. He had learning and 
refinement, and ho had not great 
practical experience, and such men 
— 1. .. ; — ftoni the 



open. Her face, too, was as fall of 
goodness as intelligence, — it was like 
no other face ; the heart bounded to 

He Tented a box at her theatre. 
He was there oveiy night before tlio 
cnrtain drew np ; and, I am sony to 
say, he at last took half a dislike lo 
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SuiKlaj", — Sunday "wliidi knil 
tlio ravelled sleave of care," Sunday 

canse on Sunday tljere was no ] 
IVoffinglon. At first he tegan 
lior as a being of anothei' spltere, 
iiicamadoH of poetry and art ; but fay 
<:Icarces his secret aspirations became 
bolder. She was a woman; there 
wore men who tnew her; some of 
them inferior to him in position, and. 
he flattered himself, in mmd. He had 
even heard a tale against hea- cbarao- 
ter. To him her face was its confuta- 
tion, and he knew how loose-longued 
is calumny ; but still — I 

At last, one day he sent h^ a let- 
t<;r, unsigned. Tliis letter expressed 
bis admiration of her tale^ in warm 
but respeclfni terms ; the writer told 
her it bad become necessary to his 
iieart to return her in some way his 
thanks for the land of enchantment to 
which she had introduced him. Soon 
after this, ehoiee flowers found their 
way tt> her dressing-room every night, 
auil now and then rerses and pi-eeious 
stones mingled with her roses and 
cglanliue. And 0, how he watched 
the gi'eat actress's eye all the night ; 
how he tried to discover whether she 
looked ofCener towards bis box tban 
the covrespondjng box on the other 
side of the house. 

Did she nodce him, or did she not f 
What a point gained, if she was con- 
scions of his nightly attendance: she 
would feel he was a fViend, not a mere 
jsuditor. He was iealoiis of the pit, 
on whom lUrs. Woffington lavisheil 
her smiles without measnre. 

At last, one day he sent her a wreath 
of flowers, and implored her, if any 
word he had SEud to her had pleased 
or interested hec, Co wear this wreath 
that night. Alter he had done this 
iio ti-embled ; he had coui'ted a decis- 
ion, when, perhaps, his saffety lay in 
patience and time. She made her 
aiti-ge; he turned cold as she glided 
into sight finm the prompter's side ; 
lie raised bis eyes slowly and feariiilly 
from Jierfocttohevhead; her bead was 
tare, ivroathod only by its own rich 



glossy honors. "Pool!" fhouglit 
he, " to think she would hang frivoli- 
ties upon tliatglorions head tor me." 
Yet his disappointment told him be 
had really hoped it; be would not 
have sat ont the play but for a lead- 
en incapacity of motion that seized 

The curtain drew up fw the fifth 
act, and — conld be believe his eyes ? 
— Mrs. Wofftngton stood upon the 
stage with bis wiieatb upon her grace- 
ful liead. She took away his breath. 
She spoke the epilogue, and, as the 
cnrtiun fell, she Ulled her eyes, he 
thought, to his box, and made him 
a distinct, queen-like cuurtesy ; his 
heart fluttered to bis mouth, and he 
walked home on wings and tiptoe. 

Mrs. Woffington, as an actress, jna- 
tifled a portion of this enthasiasm ; 
slie was one of the truest ar^ts of 
her day ; a fine lady in her hands was 
a lady, with tlie genteel affectation of 
a gendewoman, not a harlot's aflecta- 
tion, which is simply and witliout ex- 
aggeration what the stage commonly 
givea us tor a fine lady ; an oid wo- 
in ber hands was a thorough 
ian, thoroughly old, not a cacfc- 
young person of epicene gender, 
played Sir Hany Wildair like a - 
., which is how he ought to ba 
played (or, which is better still, not 
at all), so that Garriek acknowlMlged 
" ir as a ma]e rival, and abandoned 
6 part be no longer monopolized. 
Now it veij, very rarely happens 
a.t a woman of her age is high 
longh ia art and knowledge to do 
these Ibings, In players, vanity crip- 
ples art at every step. The young 
" "'ress who is not a Woffington turns 
display herself by means of her 
rt, which is vanity ; not W raise 
rpartby sinking herself in it, which 
irt. It has been my misfortune to 

, and , and , and , 

ceteras, play the man ; Nature, for- 
give them, if you can, for art never 
they never reached any idea 
manly than a steady resolve to 
exhibit the points of a woman with 
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greater ferocity than tliay ccrald in a 
gown. But consider, ladies, a man ia 
not the meanest of the brute creation, 
BO bow can ho be an unwomanly fe- 
maJe 1 This sort of aciress aims not 
to give her author'e ei'ealion to the 
puUic, but to trot ont the person in- 
stead of the creation, and shows sots 
what a calf it has — andia. 

Vanity, vanity ! all is vanity ! 
Mesdames lea Charlalanea, 

Mat^aret Woffington was of anoth- 
er mould ; she played the ladies of 
high comedy with grace, distinction, 
arid delicacy. But in Sir Hatir 
Wildair she parted with a woman's 
mincing foot and tongue, and played 
the man in a style lai^, spirited, 
and eJoncel Ah Mrs. Day (com- 
mittee) she painted wrinkles on her 
Jotely fece bo honesdy that she was 
taken fbr threescore, and she carried 
out the design with voice and person, 
and did a vulgar old woman to the 
life. She disfigured her own beantiea 
to show the beauty of her ojt ; in a 
word, she was an artist! It does not 
follow she was tlie greatest artist that 
ever breathed; fiir from it. Mr. 
Vane was carried to tins nodon by 
passion and ignorance. 

On the evening of onr tale he was 
at his post patiently sitting ont one 
of those sanguinary discoui'seB onr 
rude forefathers thought were tragic 
plays. Sedet aterBumgae Sedebil In- 
filix Theseus, because Mrs. Woffing- 
ton is to speai the epilogue. 

These epilogues were cniVBitieB 
of the human mind ; they whom, 
just to ourselves and them, we call 
t>ax foiieara, had an idea their blood 
and bombast were not ridiculous 
enongh in themselves, ao when the 
cnrtain had iktlcn on the detnia of the 
dramatis persona, and of common 
sense, they sent on an actress to turn 
all the sentiment so laboriously ac- 
quired into a jest. 

To insist that nothing good or 
beantifril shall he carried safe from a 
play oat into the street waa the big- 
otry of English horse-play. Was a 
Lucretia the heroine of the tragedy, 



she was careful in the epUMne to 
speak lilcB Messalina. Did a king's 
mistress come to hunger and repent- 
ance, she disinfected all the peliles 
niaitressea in the house of the moral, 
by assuring them that sin is a joke, 
repentance a greater, and that she 
individnally was ready for either if 
they would but cry, laugh, and pay. 
Then the audience used to laugh, 
and-if thCT- did not, lo I the manager, 
actor, and author of heroic ti'agedy 
were exceeding sorrowful. 

Whilst sittmg attendance on the 
epilogue, Mr. vane had nothing to 
distract him from the congregation 
hut a sangninary sermon in five beads, 
BO his eyes roved over the pews, anil 
presently he became aware of a famil- 
iar fiice watching him closely. The 
gentleman to whom it belonged find- 
mg bimsdf recognized letl his scat, 
and a minute later ?ir Charles I^o- 
mander entered Mr. Vane's box. 

This Sir Charles Pomander was a 
gentleman of vice : pleasure he called 
It. Mr. Yane had made his acquaint- 
ance two years sigo in Shropshire. 
Sir Charles, who husbanded every- 
thing except his soul, had tnnied him- 
self ont to grass fbr a month. His 
object was, dt roast mutton, bread 
with some little flour in it, ah-, water, 
temperance, chasti^, and peace, to he 
enabled to take a deeper plunge into 
imptiritics of &od and morals. 

A fbw nights ago, unseen by Mr. 
Vane, he had olwTed him in the 
tlieatre ; an ordinary man would 
have gone at once and shaken hands 
with him, but this was not an ordi- 
naiy man, (his was a diplomatist. 
First of all, he sdd to himself : 
"What ie this man doing here^ " 
Then he soon discovered this it 



t be ii 



with E 



n betrayed 



became his 
who she was ; Ibis 
itself. Then it became l 
ever Sir Charles's business to Imow 
whether its. Woffington returned 
the Eenliment ; and here his penetra- 
tion was at fault, for the moment; 
he detevmined, however, to diseover. 
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Mr. VaTie then uiecivcd lils friend, 
all nnsnapieious how thai friend had 
been skinning him with his eyes for 
some time past After the usnal 
compliments had parsed between two 
genUemen who luid been hand and 
glore Bir a month and fbi^otten each 
other's Bxiatence for two years. Sir 
Charles, still keeping inTiewhia de- 
sign, said : — 

" Let lis go upon the atage." The 
fonftU act had just conclude. 

" Go upon the stage 1 " said Mr. 
Tane ; " what, where she — I mean 



There ai 
talion tl . , 
them, if you pl< 

" Go upon the stage I " why, if it 
had been propoaed to him to go to 
heaven ho would not have been more 
aatoniahed. He was too astoniahod 
at first to realize the Ml beauty of 
the arrangement, by means of which 
he might be within a yard of Mrs. 
Wofflngton, might ftel her dress rua- 
tlo paat him, might speak to her, 
might driufc her voice fresh from her 
lips almost b^oro it mingled with 
meaner air. Silence ^ves consent, 
and Mr, Tane, though he thought a 
great deal, said nothing ; so Poman- 
doj rose, and they leil the boxes to- 
gether. He led the way to the stage 
door, which was opened obseqtuously 
to him ; they IJien passed through a 
dismal passage, and suddenly emci^ed 
npoa that scene of entiantmeut, 
the stage, — a dirty platform en- 
cumber^ on all sides with piles of 
acenory iu flaB. They threaded their 
way through rusty vdvet actors and 
fnstian carpenters, and entered the 
green-room. At the door of this 
maeic chamber "Vane trembled and 
half wislicd he conld retire. They 
entered; his apprehension gave way 
to disappointment, she was not thei'e. 
Colleutmg himself, he was presently 
introdncal to a smart, jaiinty, and, to 
do him justice, d!stinga£ old bt^u. 
This was Colley Gibber, Esq., poet 
laureate, and retired actor and drama- 



tist, a gcntlen 



who is 



This Gibber was the only actor 
since Shakespeare's time who had 
both acted and written well. Pope's 
persona] resentment mialeads the 
reader of English poetry as ID Cil>- 
ber's real place among tlie wits of the 
day. 

The man's talentivas dramatic, not 
didactic, or epic, or pasloraL Pope 
was not so deep in the drama aa in oth- 
ei' matters, and Gibber was one of its 
luminaries ; he wrote some of the 
best comedies of his day. He also 
succeeded where Dryden, for lack of 
true drama^c taste, miled. He tam- 
pered successtiilly with Shakespeare. 
Colley Gibber's version of " Eichai'd 
the Third " is impudent and slightly 
larcenic, hut it is marvellously effect- 
ive. It has stood a century, and 
pTObabiy will stand forevei'; and the 
most admired passives in what liter- 
ary humbugs who pretend they know 
Shaltespeare by the closet, r-' '*- 



stage, accept 
ard," are Gibber's. 

Mr. Gibber was noi 
amildedilioa of hie  



" Eich- 

' in private life, 
wn Lord Fop- 
of the snob-fop 



as represented 

stage; nobody ever had, and lived. 
He waa in tolerably good taste ; hut 
ho went ever gold-laced; highly pow- 
dered, ecented, ^id diamond^, dis- 
pensing gracefiil bows, praisea of who- 
ever had the good luck to be dead, and 
satire of all who were here to enjoy 

Mr. Tane, to whom the drama had 
now become the golden branch of let- 
ters, looked with some awe on this 
veteran, for he had seen many WoP. 
fingtona. He fell soon upon the sub- 
ject nearest hia heart. He asked Mr. 
Gibber what he thought of Mrs. Wof- 
fington. The old gentleman thought 
wdl of the young lady's talent, espe- 
cially her comedy ; in tragedy, s^d he, 
she imitates MademoiBelle Dumesnil, 
of the Thiffttce Fran^ais, and win- 
founds the stage rhetorician with the 
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whole I " 

Mr. Gibber opened bis ejes, a 
gliglit fluiib came into liis ivash-lcath- 
er face, and be replied ; " I bave not 
only Been many equal, many superior 
to ber, but I baye seen eome balf- 
dozen vbo wonM have eaten her up 
and spit her out again, and not known 
they had done anything out of the 
way." 

Here Pomander soothed the 
nn's dudgeon by explaining in dulcet 
tones that bis friend was not long 
from Shropshire, and- 
interrupted him, and 
dilute Uie excuse. 

Now Mr. Vane had as mnch to say 
as either of them, but be had not the 
habit, which dramatic folks bave, of 
caning bis whole hank in his ebcek- 
pocket, so they qnenched huu for two 
minutea. Bnt lorera arenot silenced, 
he soon returned to the attack; he 
dwelt on the grace, the ease, t]ie fresh- 
ness, the intellwence, the anivwsal 
beauty of Mrs. Woffington. Poman- 
der sneered, to draw him ont. Cibber 
smiled, with goofl-natured superiority. 
This nettled the young gentleman, he 
lired up, his handsome countenance 
glowed, he turned Demosthenes for 
her he loved. One advantage he bad 
over both Cibber and Pomander, a 
feir stock of classical learning; on 
this he now drew. 

" Other actors and actresses," said 



onons in action, but Mrs. WofBnglon's 
delivery has the compass and variety 
of nature, and her movements are ti^ 
from the stale uniformity that dis- 
tinguishes artifice ftom art. The 
AChers seem to me to have bnt two 
dreams of grace, a sort of crawling on 
sUlta is their motion, and an angular 
stifihess their repose." He then cited 
the mosC'fkmons statnes of antiquity, 
ai)4 quoted situations in plays where, 
by her fine dramatic instinct, Mrs. 
Woffington, he said, threw her person 
into postures similar to these, and of 
equal beauty ; not that she strikes at- 



titudes like tbc rest, bnt she molts from 
one beautiful statue into another; and, 
if sculptors could gather from hei- im- 
mortal graces, painters too might take 
from her face the beauties that belong 
of right to passion and thought, and 
orators might revive tbeir Wthered 
art, and learn from those golden lips 
the music of old Athens, that quelled 
tempestuous mobsjand princes drunk 
with vietory. 

Much as tliis was, he was going to 
say more, ever so much more, but be 
became conscious of a singular sort of 
grin upon every faee ; tbis grin made 
iiim turn rapidly round to look fiir its 
cause. It explained itself at once ; at 
his very elbow was a Jady, whom his 
heart recoetmied, though her back was 
turned to him. She was dressed in a 
rich silk gown, pearl white, with flow- 
ers and sprigs embroidered ; her bean- 
tifnl white neck and arms were bare. 
She was swccjiing up the room with 
the epil<^ue in her hand, learning it 
off by heart ; at the other end of the 
room she turned, and now she ^one 
ftill upon him. 

It certainly was a diKzling creature r 
she had a head of beautiful form, 
perched like a bird upon a throat mas- 
sive yet shapely and smooth as a col- 
umn of alabaster, a symmetrical brow, 
black eyes full of fire and tenderness. 



doli<i 



3ulh, w 



I hundred 
„ -. .-., — 1 that mar- 

vellons facnlty of giving beauty alike 

feature mote remark- 
able than all, her eyebrows, — the 
I feature; they were jet black, 
;ly mark«l, and in repose were 
1 like a rainbow; but it was 
Ihdr extraordinary flexibility which 
made other Ikces upon the stage look 
sleepy beside Mai^aret Woffington's. 
In person she was considerably abovo . 
the middle height, and so finely formed 
'' t one could not determine the 
let character of her figure. At 
i ^me it seemed all etatelincss, 
another time elegance personi- 
fied, and flowing volnptnousncss at 
another. She was Juno, Psycho, Hebe, 
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bj turns, and for aught we know at 

It most be confessed that a sort of 
hftio of personal grandenr suiroundB 
agreat actress. A scene is set; half 
a dozen nobodies are there '"' '" '' 



hecauae thej 
nothing. 



eyac 
Thei 









upon her in 



. St steps upon 

liow she fills it in a 

I and majeatjr wait 

ir ; her person is lost 

....... . . >f her personal prer 

M ; she dilates with thoa^i, and 
stupid giantess looks a dwarf besid 

No wonder iJien that Mr. Tane felt 
orerpowered by tliis torch in a closet. 
To varj the metaphor, it seemed li 
him, OS she swept up and down, as il 
the green-room was a shell, and £hi: 
glanoua creature must burst it and hi 
flree. Meantime, the others saw i 
pretty actress studying her bnsiness , 
and Cibber saw » Mamatic school-girl 
learning what he presnmed to be a 
rery siSy set of words. Sir C. Po- 
mander's eye had been on her the 
moment she entered, and he watched 
keenly the effect of Vane's eloqnent 
eulogy ; bat apparently the actress 
was too deep in her epifogne for any- 
thing else. She came in, saying, 
" Mum, mum, mum," over her tasJ, 
and she went on doing so. The ex- 
perienced Mr.Cibber, who had divined 
Vane in an instant, drew him into a 
corner, and complimented him on his 
well-timed eulogy. 

" Tou acted Mat mighty well, sir," 
said he. " Slop my yitais I if I did 
not think yon were iu earnest, till I 
saw the jade had slipped in atnanc; us. 
It told, sir, — it told.*' 

Up fired Vane. "What do yon 
mean, ■sir?" sddhe. "Do you sup- 
.pose ray admiradou of that lady is 

"No need to speak so lovid, sir," 
replied the old gentleman ; " she hears 
you. These hussies have ears like 

He then dispensed a priyate wink 
and a public bow; with which he 
itioUed away from Mr. Vane, and 



walked feebly and jauntily np the 
j'oom, whistling "Fair Hebe"; fixing 
his eye upon the past, and somewhat 
ostentatiously overlooking the exist- 
tence of the present company. 

There is no great harm jn an old 
gentleman whistling, but there are 
two ways of doing it ; and as ihia old 
btan did it, it seemed not unlike a 
small cock-a-doodle-doo of general 
defiance; and the denizens of tttc 
green-room, swelled now to a consid- 
erable nnmber by the addition of all . 
the ladies and gentlemen who had 
been killed in the fburth act, or whom 
the buttery-fingered anthor could not 
keep in hand until the fall of the cur- 
tain, felt it as such ; and so they were 
not sorry when Mrs. Woffington, 
looking up from her epilogue, cast 
a glance upon the old bean, wait- 
ed for him, and walked parallel with 
him on the other side the room, giv- 
ing an absnrdly exact Imitation of 
his carriage and deportment. To 
make this more striking, she pulled 
out of her pocket, afto" a mock search, 
a huge paste ring, gased on it with a 
Indicroua afftctfttjon of simple won- 
der, stuck it, like Gibber's diamond, on 
her little finger, and, pursing up her 
.1. J.J ^_ ,yiu5tia a quick 



Wbiob, by some devillsb ctotrip sleight," 
played ronnd the old beau's slow 
ment, without being at vari- 
with it. As fbr the character 
of this ladylike performance, it was 
clear, hrilliant, and ioud as black- 
smith. 

The fblk laughed ; Vane was 
shocked. " She profanes herself by 
whistling," thought he. Mr. Cibber 
was confounded. He appealed to 
have no idea whence came this spar- 
klmead^o. He looked round, placed 
his hands to his ears, and lefl off 
whistling. So did his mnsical accom- 

" Gentlemen," said Cibber, with 
pathetic gravity, " the wind howls 
most dismally this evening! I took it 
for a drunken shoBmaker 1 " 
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At this tlieve vins a roar of laughter, 
except ffora Mr. Vane. Peg Wof- 
fington laughed as merril; be the 
olliers, and showed a set of teeth that 
were really daKiIing ; but all in oue 
moment, without the preiiminariea an 
ordinary countenance requires, this 
laughing Venus pulled a face gloomy 
beyond conception. Down came her 
black brows straight as a line, and 
she cast a look of hitter reproach 
on all present; resuming her study, 
as who shoiild say, " Are je not 
ashamed to divert a poor girl &om her 
epilogue 1 " And then rfio weni 
"Mum! mum! mnm!" cflstinj, 
ever and anon resentflil glances ; and 
this made the foots lai^ again. 

The Laui'eate was now respectfully 
addressed by one of his admirers, 
James Qain, tho Falataff of the day, 
and tho rival at this time of Garrick 
in ti'aj^c characters, though the gen- 
eral opinion was, that he could not 
long maintain a standing against the 
younger geniias and his rising school 
of art. 

Off (he stage, James Qmn was a 
character; his eccentricities were three, 
— a humorist, a glutton, and an hon- 
est man; trails that often caused as- 
tonishment and ridicnle, especially 
the last. 

" Mw we not hope tor something 
from Mr. Gibber's pen alter so long a 
silence 1 " 

"'So," was the considerate reply. 
"Who have ye eot io play it? " 

" Plenty," said (Join ; " there 's yonr 
humble servant^ there's — " 

" Humility at the head of the list," 
cried she of the epilogue. " Mum I 

Vane thonght this so shaij). 

" Garrick, Barry, Mackhn, Kitty 
Olive here at my side, Mrs. Gibber, the 
best tr^ic actress I ever saw ; ajid 
Woffington, who is as good a come- 
dian as you ever saw, sir " ; and Qnin 
turned as red as fire. 

" Keep yonr temper. Jemmy," said 
Mrs. Woffington, with asevere accent. 

" Tou misunderstand my qnestion," 



Here was a blow. 

;' The public," said Qnin, in soma 
agitation, " would snore, if we acted 
as they did in your tuile." 

" How do j^on know that, sir ^ " 
was the supercilious rqoindor; "you 
nener tried ! " 

Mr. Quin was silenced. Peg Wof. 
finglon looked off her epiloene. 

" Rnrl ns ivfl ure," said she, coolly, 



" we might be  
Mr. Gibber i 



turned round, slightly 
rmsed Ms eyebrows. 

"Indeedl" said he. "Madami" 
added he, with a conrteons smile; 
" will you be kind enough to explain 
to me how you could be worse 1 

" If, like a crab, we could go back- 

At this the auditors tittered; and 
Mr. Gibber had I'econrse to liis spy- 

Tlus gentleman was satirical or in- 
solent, as the case might demand, in 
three degrees, of which the snuff-box 
was flie comparntive, and the spy-glass 
the superlative. He had learned fhia 
on the Gt^ ; in annihilating Quin 
hehad just used the snuff weapon, and 
now he drew his spyglass upon poor 

"Wbom have we here!" said he: 
llien he looked with his spy-glass to 
eee; "oh I Ihe little Irish orange- 
girl ! " 

" Whose basket outweighed Colley 
Cibber'a salary for the first twen^ 
years of his dramatic career," was the 
delicate reply to the above delicate 
remark. It staggered him for a mo- 
ment; however, lie affijcted a most 
puzzled air, then gradually allowed a 
light to steal imoliis features. 

"Eh I ahl ohl how stupid I am -, 
I understand; you sold something 
besides oranges ! " 

" Oh I " said Mr. Vane, and col- 
ored up to the temples, and cast a 
look OH Gibber, as much as to say, 
" If you were not seventy-three ! " 

His ejaculation was something so 
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different from any tone any other per- 
son there present could liave uttered, 
that tlie actress's eje divelt on him 
for a single moment, and in that mo- 
ment he felt himself looked through 
and through. 

" I sold the young ibps a bargmii, 
you mean," was her calm reply ; " and 
now I am come down to the old ones, 
A truce, Mr. Cibbei", what do yon un- 
derstand by an actor } Tell me ; fbr 
I am foolish enough to respect your 
opinion on, these nmtlers 1 " 

" An actor, yoang lady," said he, 
gravely, " is an artist who has gone 
deep enough in his art to make 
dunces, criljcs, and greenhoma take 
it for nature ; moreovei", he really 
personates ; which yonr mere man of 
Ihe slnje never does. He has learned 
the ti'ue art of self-multiplication. 
He drops Betferton, Booth, Wilkes, 
or, ahem — " 

" Gibber," inserted Sir Charles 
Pomander. Gibber bowed. 

" In his dressing-room, and eomea 
out young or old, a fop, a valet, a iov- 
ei', or a, hero, with voice, mien, and 
every geatnre to match. A gi'ain lees 
than this may be good speaking, fine 
preaching, deep grunting, high rant- 
ing, eloquent reciting ; but I '11 he 
hanged if it is acting!" 

" Then CoUey Gibber never acted," 
whispered Qnin to Mrs. Clive. 

" Then Margaret Woffington is an 
actress," said M. W. ; " the fine ladies 
take my Lady Betty fbr their sistev. 
In Mrs. Day, I pass fbr a woman of 
seventy ; and in Sir Harry Wildair I 
have been taken for a mau. I would 
have told you that before, bnt I 
did n't know it was tomy credit," said 
she, slyly, " till Mr. Gibber laid down 
the law. 

"Proof!" said Gibber. 

" A warm Setter from one lady, dia- 
mond buckles from another, and an 
offer of her band and fortune fi'om a 
third ( rien ijae cr^," 

Mr. Gibber conveyed behind her 
back a look of absolute incredulity ; 
she divined it. 

"I will not show you the letters," 



continued she, "beeanse Sir Harry, 
though arake, was a gentleman; but 
here are the buckles " ; and she fished 
them out of her pocket, capacious of 
such things. The bnckles were grave- 
ly inspected, they made more than one 
eye water, diey were undeniable. 

" Well, let ns see what we can do for 
her," s^d the Laureate. He tapped 
his box and without a moment's hesi- 
tation produced the most execrable 
distich m the language : — 



" Well, child," continued he, after 
the applause which follows extempo- 
rary verses had subsided, " take me in. 
Flay something to make me lose sight 
of saucy Feg Wofflngton, and I 'il give 
the world five acts more before the 
curtain fiills on Golley Gibber." 

" If yon could be deceived," put in 
Mr. Vane, somewhat timidly ; " I 
think there is no disguise through 
whieli grace and beauty such as Mrs. 
Wofiington's would not shine, to my 

" That is to praise my person at 
the expense of my wit, sir, is it not ? " 
was her reply. 

This was the lirsC word she had 
ever addressed to him. The tones 
appeared so sweet to him, that he 
conld not find anything to reply for 
listening to them; and Cibiier re- 

" Meantime, I will show you a real 
actress ; she is coming here to-night 
to meet me. Did ever yon children 
hear of Ann Brac^rdle 1 " 

" Bracegirdle ! " said Mrs. Clive; 
" why, she has been dead this thir^ 
years ; at least I thought so." 

"Dead, to the stage. There is 
more heat in her ashes than in yonr 
fire, Kate Clive ! Ah '. here comes 
her messenger," continued lie, as an 
ancient man appeared with a letter in 
his hand. This letter Mrs. WofSng- 
ton snatched and read, and at the 
same instant in bounced the call-boy. 
" Epilogue called," said this urchin. 
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in the toiio of command which these 
aiaail fry of PamaaanB admit; and, 
obedient W liia high behest. Mis. Wof- 
fingMu moved to tbe door, irith the 
Bracegirdie missive in her hsnd, but 
not before she had delivered its general 
contents t " The great aotresa will he 
here in a fev minutes," said she, tind 
she glided swiftly out of the room. 



CHAPTER IL 

Pbopij; wliosc mind or manners 
possesa any feature, and are not ss de- 
void of bS eo^entricity as half-pounds 
of bntter bought of metropolitan gro- 
cera, ore recommended not to leave a 
roomfol of their acqaaint^tiices until 
the last Imt one. Yes, they should 
always be penultimate. Perhaps Mrs. 
Woffineton knew this ; but epilogues 
are Etnbboni things, and call-boys un- 
deniable. 

" Did yon ever hear a woman 
whistle before ' " 

" Never ; hut I saw one sit astride 
on an ass in Germany ! " 

" The saddle was not on her hus- 
band, I hope, madam t " 

"No, sir; the husband walked by 
his kinsfblk's side, and made tbe best 
of a bad bargain, aa Peggy's hnsband 
will have to." 

" Wait tjll some one ventures on 
the gay Lotharia, — iiti as triplex; 
that means he mast have triple brass, 
lOtty." 

"I deny that, sir; since his wife will 



brass," said Vane, trembling with pas- 
sion ; "but I observed her talent, and 
I noticed that whoever attacks her to 
her face comes badly off." , 

" Well said, sir, answered Quin ; 
" and I wish Kith" here wonld tell us 
why she hates Mrs. Woffinglon, the 
best-nattired woman in the theatre t " 

" I don't liate her, I don't trouble 
my head about her." 

" Yes, you hate her ; for you never 



" Do yon hate a haunch of venison, 
Quin 3 ' said the lady. 

" No, you little imnatural monster," 
replied Qnin. 

" Eor all that, you never miss a cut 
at one, bo hold your tongue 1 " 

"Le bean roisonnement I "said Mr, 
Gibber. " James Quin, don't inter- 
fere with nature's laws ; let oor ladies 
hate one another, it eases their minims ; 
trj' to make them Christians, and you 
Will not convert their tempers, but 
spoil your own. Peggy there hates 
George Anne Bellamy, because she 
has gaudy silk dresses from Paris, by 
pajingfor them, as sfe could, if not too 
stingy. Kitty here hates Peggy bo- 
canse Rich baa breeched her, whereas 
Kitty, who now seta up for a prnde, 
wanted to put delicacy off and small- 
clothes on in Peg's stead, that is 
where the Kate and Peg shoe pinches, 
near the femoral artery, James. 

"Shrimps have tiie soids of 
shrimps," resumed this ceasar easliga- 
(orjue iBinoruni. "Listen lo me, and 
}eam that really great actors are great 
in soul, and do not blubber like a 
great school-girl because Anne Bel- 
lamy has two yellow silk dresses 
from Paris, as I saw Woffington blub- 
ber in this room, and would not be 
comforted ; nor fumo like Kitty Glive, 
because Woffington lias a pair of 
breeches and a little boy's rapier to go 
a playing at acting with. Whra 1 was 
young, two giantesses fought for em- 
pire upon this veiT stage, where now 
dwarfs crack and bounce like parched 
peas. They played Eoxana and Sta- 
tira in the "Rival Queens." Eival 
queens of art themselves, they pnt out 
all their strongtli. In the middle of 
the last act the tovm gave judgment 
in fevor of Slatira. What did liox- 
ana^ Did she spill grease on Statira's 
robe, as Peg wofHngfon wonld 1 or 
stab her, as I believe Kitty here eapa- 
of doing ? No I Statira was never 
tenderly killed as that night : she 
owned this to me. Boxana bade tbo 
theatre fkreweil that night, and wrote 
to Statira thus : I give you word for 
word: "Madam, the best judge ivc 
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Iiaro has deuidcii in yonr fayor. I 
shall never play second on a stage 
where I hiiTe been first so long, but 
I shall often be a spectator, ttna me' 
thinks none will appreciate your tal- 
ent more than I, who have felt its 
iveight. M^ wardrobe, one of the best 
in Europe, la of no use to me ; if yoil 
will honor me by selecting a few of 
my dresses, von will Kratily me, and I 
sh^l fancy I see mys^f upon the stage 
to greater advantiie than befbi'e.' 

And what did Statira answer, 
sir t " said Mr, Vane, eagerlj. 

" She answered thus : ' Madam, the 
town has often been wrong, and may 
have been so last night, in supposing 
that I vied successfiifly with your mer- 
it ; but thns much is certain, — and 
here, madam, I am the best jndge, — 
tliat off the stage you have just con- 
quered me. I shall wear with pride 
any dress you have honored, and shall 
ftel inspired to great exertions fay 
jonr presence among our spectators, 
unless, indeed, the sense of yonr mag- 
nanimity and the I'ecolleotion of your 
talent should damp me by the dread of 
losing any portion of your good opin- 



" Nay, madam, say not so," cried 
Vane, warmly ; " surely, this was the 
lofty courtesy of two great minds not 
to be overbalanced by strife, defeat, or 

" What were tJieu" namea, sir ^ " 
" Stalira was the great Mrs. Old- 
field. Eoxaoa you will see here to- 

Tbis caused a sensation. 

rupted by load applause from the Hie- 
atre; the present seldom ^ves the 
past a long hearing. 

The old war-horse cocked his ears. 

" It is WofBngton speaking the epi- 
logue," said Quin. 

" 0, she has eot the length of their 
foot, somehow, said a small actress. 

" And the breadth of their hands, 
00," said I'omaader, waking from a 






" It is the depth of their hearts sho 
has sounded," said Vano. 

In those days, if a metaplior started 
up, the poor thing was coursed up 
hill and down dale, and torn limb 
from jacket; even in Parliament, a 
trope was sometimes hunted trom one 
session into another. 

" You were asking me about Mrs. 
Oldfield, sir," I'esnmed Gibber, rather 
peevishly. " I will own to you, I 
lack words toconvey ajustideaof her 
double and complete supremacy. But 
the comedians of this day are weak- 
strmned /arceurs compared with her, 
and her ti^ic tone was thunder set to 

" I saw a brigadier-general cry like 
a child atherlndiana; Ihave seen her 
crying with piun herself at the wing 
(for she was always a great sufferer), 
I have seen her then spring upon the 
stage as Lady Townley, and in a mo- 
ment sorrow brightened into joy ; the 
air seemed to fiU with singing-birds, 
that chirped the pleasures of iashion, 
love, and youth, in notes sparkling 
liko diamonds and stars and prisms. 
She was above criticism, out of its 
scope, as is the blue sky; men wenb 
not lo judge her, they drank her, and 
gazed at her, and were warmed at 
her, and refreshed br her. The fops 
were awed into silence, and with 
their hmnbler betters thanked Heav- 
en for her, if they thanked it for any- 

" In all the crowded theatre, care 
and pain and poverty were banished 
from the memory, whilst Oldfield's 
face spoke, and her tongue flashed 
melodies ; the lawyer forgot his qnil- 
lets ; the polemic, the mote in his 
brother's eye; the old maid, her 
gradge against the two sexes ; the old 
man, his gray hairs and his lost honrs. 
And can it be, that all this which 
should have been immortal, is qnite 
— qnile lost, is as though it bad 
never been ? " he sighed. " Can it be 
that its fame is now sustained by me ; 
who twang with my poor lute, cracked 
and old, toeso feeble praises of a bro- 
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He pansed, and liis eye looked back 
oyer many years ; then, with a veiy 
diflerHnt lone, he added : — 

"And thatJackFalstaff there must 
have seen hef, now I think on 't." 

" Only once, sir," said Qiiin, " and 
I was but len years old." 

" He saw her once, and ha was ten 
years old ; yet he calls Wofflngton a 
great comdian, and my son The's 
wife, with her hatchet fece, the greats 
eat tragedian he ever saw I Jemmy, 
what an as3 you must be I " 

" Mrs. CibW always makes me cry, 
and t'other always makes me laugh," 
BKd Quin, stoutly, "that's why." 

Ce beau raisonnemetit met no answer, 
but a look of sovereign contempt. 

A very trifling incident saved the 
ladies 01 ftie British stage from ftir- 
ijier criticism. There were two can- 
dles in this room, one on each side ; 
the call-boy had entered, and, poking 
nbont for soraeihing, knocked down 
and broke one of these. 

"Awkward imp!" cried a velvet 



"I'll 



the Trfosuri/ for anoth- 



vanished with Ihe fractured wax. 

J take advantage of the interruption 
to open Mr. Vane's mind to the read- 
er. First, he had been astonished at 
the freedom of sarcasm these people 
indulged in without quarrelling; next 
at the non-respect of sex. 

" So sex is not rera^niied in this 
community," thought he. Then the 
glibness and merit of some of their 
answers surprised and amused him. 
He, like me, had seldom met an im- 
aginative repartee, except in a play 
■■■--■- "&■-■■■ 

. . IS dresses and 

qaoqae, ia mertliris, VB»damtieimni ; but 
he was sick and dispirited on the 
whole ; such very bright illnsions had 
bi»n dimmed an these few miuutee. 



She was brilliant; hut her man- 
ners, if not masculine, were very dar- 
ing ; and yet, when she spoke to hini, 
a stranger, how sweet and gentle htr 
voice was ! Then it was clear noth- 
ing but his ignorance coald have 
placed her at the soromit of her 

Still he clnng to his enthusiasm 
for her. He drew Pomander aside, 
"What a simplicity there is in 
Mfs. Wofflngton ! " said he ; " the 
rest, male and female, are ail so af- 
fected ; she is so fresh and natural. 
They are all hot-house plants ; she 
is a cowslip with the May dew on 



" No ! " saii. Vane, " I m 
more innocent creature I " 

Pomander laughed in his face ; this 
langh disconcerted him more than 
words; he spoke no more, — he sat 
pensive. He was sorry he had eomo 
to this place, where everybody knew 
iiis goddess ; yet nobody admired, 

ly loved 
spected her. 

He was roused fi-om his revery b, 
a noise; the noise was caused b^ 
Gibber felling on Gatrick, whom 
Pomander had maliciously qnotcd 
i^inst all the tragedians of Collej 
Gibber's day. 

"I tell you," cried tlie veteran, 
"that thisGarnck has banished dig- 
nity from the stage, and given us in 
exchange what yon and he take for 
fire ; but it is smoke and vapor. His 
manner is little, like his person, it is 
ell fuss and bustle. This is his idea 
of a tragic scene: A little fellow 
comes bustling in, goes bustling about, 
and runs bustling out." Here Mr. 
Cibher left the room, to give greater 
efiect to his description, bat presently 



y by 



iptio 
returned in amightv pother, savin 
 * I' "Wt 



1??: 



" ' Give me anotlier h 
where 's the horse ! don't yon se 
waiting ibr him? 'Bind up my 
wouniS!' Look sharp now with 
tbese wounds. 'Have mercy. Heav- 
en 1 ' but be quick about it, for the pit 
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can't wail for Heaven. Eusflo! bus- 
tle I bustle 1 " 

The old dog was so irresistibly 
fanny, that the whole company were 
ol)li^ to laugh ; but in the niiclst of 
thwr merriment Mrs. Woffington's 
voice waa heard at the door. 

" Tliis way, madam," 

A cleu- and somewhat shrill voice 
replied : " I know the way better 
than you, child"; and a stalely old 
lady appeared on die threshold. 

"Brac^irdle," 6^d Mr. Gibber. 

It may wdl be supposed that every 

that Uoxana for whom Mr. Gibber's 
slory had prepared a pecnliar interest. 
She was dressed in a rich green vel- 
vet gown with gold ftingc. Gibber 
rcmenibered it; she had played the 
" Bastci-n Queen," in it. Heaven for- 
give all concerned ! It was iearftil- 
ly pinched in at the waist and ribs, so 
as to give the idea of wood inside, not 

Her hwr and eyebrows were iron- 
gray, and she had lost a front tooth, or 
she wonid still have been eminonHy 
handsome. She was tall and straight 
as a dart, and her noble port betrayed 
none of the wefiness of age, only it 
■was to be seen that her hanfls were a 
little weak, and the gold-headed crutch 
struck the ground rather sharply, as 
if it did a little limbs'-duty. 

Such was the lady who marched 
into the middle of the room, with a 
"How do, ColleyV and, looking 
over the company's heads as if she did 
not see them, n^arded the fbur Walls 
with some interest Like a cat, she 
seemed to think more of places than 
of folk. The page obsequiously of- 
iered her a chair. 

" Not so clean as it nsed to be," said 
Mrs. Braoegirdle. 

Unfortnnateiy, in making this re- 
mark, tlie old lady graciously patted 
the page's head for offiring her the 
chair; and this action gave, vrith 
some of the ill-constitated minds that 
are ever on the titter, a ridiculous di- 
rection h> a remark Intended, I believe, 
for ihe paint and 



"Notliing Is as ifc iisedlo be," re- 
marked Mr. Gibber. 

" Alt the better for everything," 
said Mrs. Glive, 

" We were laughing at this mighty 
little David, ikst actor of this mighty 
little age." 

How if Mr, Gibber thought to find 
in the new-comer an ally of the past 
in its indiscriminate attack upon tlie 
present, he waa much mistaken ; for 
the old actress made onslaught on this 

aid she, " and not the 
iii^o i,uuD uj iiiany hundreds, 'T is n 
disease yon have. Gure yourself, 
Golley. Davy Garriek pleases tha 
public ; and in trifles like acting, that 
take nobody to heaven, to please all 
the world, is to be great. Some pre- 
tend to h^her aims, but none have 
'em. Ton may hide this from young 
fools, roayhap, but not from an old 
'oman like me. H" ^ h*i » lu^ » w.-* 
no, no, — not fhjm 



a old 'i 



She then turned round in her chair, 
and with that sudden, nnaccoiintablo 
snappishness of tone to which the 
brisk old are subject, she snarled : 
" Gie me a pinch of snuff, some of ye, 
dol" 

Tobacco dust was instantly at her 
disposal. She took it with the points 
of her fingers, delicately, and divest- 
ed Che crime of half its uncleanness 
and vulgarity, — more an angel could 



though 



" That your judgment, madam, is 
equal to the reputation of your tal- 

The words were hardly spoken, be- 
fore the old lady rose upright as a 
tower. She then made an oblique 
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ing i)ow, for wliieh liis figure and 
apoplectic teiideucy rendered him un- 
fit ; and whilst he was ti'ansaoting it, 
the gracefnl Ciblier stepped gravely 
irp, and looked down aud up the pro- 
cess with his glass, like a naturalist 
inspecting some slj^noe capriccio of 
an ocang-oulang. The gynmasUcs 
of courtesy endal without bai±-faJls, 
— Gibber lowered his tone. 

" You are right, Bracy. It is non- 
sense denying tne young (fellow's tal- 
ent; but his Othello, now, Bracy! 
bojiist, — his Othellol" 

" O dear ! O dear I " cried she ; 
" I Ifcought it was Desdemona'e little 
Hack , hoy come in without tlio tea- 
kettle." 

Quin langhed uproariously. 

" It laoM me laugh a deal mon 
than Mr. Qain's Falstaff. O dear 

"Pal'staff, indeed! Snnff!" Ii 
the tone of a trumpet. 

Qnin_ secretly revoked his good 
opinion" of this woman's sense. 

" Madam," said the puge, Umidly, 
" if yon would but fevor ns with a 
Bpeeimen of the old style ! " 

"Well, child, why not' Only 
what makes you mumble like that" 
but they ^1 do it now, I see. Bles 
my sou! ! our words nsed to come ou 
like brandy-cherries ; but now a sen 
tence is like raspberry-jam, on thi 
stage aJid off." 

Sibber chuckled. 






yom^elf like Gibber fiere?" 

" Don't press that question," said 
Colley, dryly- 

" A monstrous poor actor, thon|;!i," 
said the merciless old woman, m a. 
moek aside to the others ; " only 
twenty shillings a week for half 
his life " ; and her shoulders went 
up to her ears, — then she fell into 
a ha!f-cevery. " Yes, we were dis- 
tonet," said she , " but I must own, 
childien, we were slow. Once, in 
the midst of a beautiful tirade, my 
loior «ent lo sleep, and fell against 
m A mighty pretty epigram, 
twenty hiio was writ on't by one 



of my gallants. Have ye a 
of them as we used 1 " 

"In that respect," said the page, 
" we ate not behind our great-grand- 
mothers." 

" I call that pert," said Mrs. Brace- 
prdle, with the air of one drawing 



" By its dress, I should say a boy," 
said (Jibber, with his (dass ; " by its 
assarancc, alady!" 

" There 's one clever woman 
amongst 
Lothni'io 

" What ! admire Woffington 1 " 
screamed Mrs. Olive; "why, she Is 
the greatest gabbler on the stage." 

"I don't care," was the reply, 
" there 's nature about the jade. 
Don't contradict me," added she, with 
sudden fury; "a parcel of children." 

" No, madam," said Ciive, humbly. 
" Mr. Gibber, will you try and pre- 
— II __ tr— *icacegiri3]e to favor na 



Mrs. Bra 
with a recitation 1' 

Cibber handed his cane with pomp 

to a small actor. Bracegirdle did the 

same ; and, striking the attitudes that 

had passed for heroic in their day, 

they declaimed ont of the " Rival 

Queens " two or three tirades, which 

the reader of this 

Their elocution was neat and 

„■; but not one bit like the way 

people speak in streets, palaces, fields, 

roads, and rooms. They had not 

made the grand discovery, which Mr. 

A. Wigan on the stage, and every 

man of sense off it, has made in our 

day and nation ; namely, that the 

stage is a representation, not of stage, 

but of life ; and that an actor ought 

speak and act in imitation of bu- 

an beings, not of speaking machines 

that have run and creaked in a stage 

groove, with their eyes shut upon the 

world at hu^ upon nature, upon 

truth, upon man, upon woman, and 

upon clnld. 

■' This is slow," cried Gibber ; " let 

show these young people how 
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n dancing done. Certainly, 

IS not gay, but iC mnst be owned 
_. .13 beautiiul ; it was the Oanee of 
kings, the poetry of the courtly sa- 






The retired 
frisker notions left in her. " TMs 
slow," cried ehe, and bade the fiddler 
play, " The wind that shakes the baiv 
 ley," art ancient jig tnne; this she 
(lanced to ia a style that utterly as- 
tounded the spectators. 

She showed them what tun was ; 
her feet and her stick were all echoes 
1o the mad strain ; out went her heel 
behind, and, returning, drore her four 
yards forwwd. She made unacf 
table slants, and cut them all 



, it would have made 
merry. Suddenly she stopped, and 
put her hands to her sides, and soon 
after she gaye a vehement cry of 

The laughter censed. 
She gave another eiy of such agony, 
that they were all round her in a 



the poor woman, in. tones as feminine 
as they were heart-rending and pite- 
ous. " O my back I my loins I I suf- 
fer, gentlemen," SMd ihe poor thing, 
faintty. 

What was to lie done ? Mr. Vans 
offered his penknife to cut her laces. 

" You snail cut my head off soon- 
er," cried she, with sudden energy. 
" Don't pity me," said she, sadly, " I 
don't deserve it " ; then, lifting her 
eyes, she exclaimed, with a sad air of 
self-reproach ; " O vanity ! do you nev- 

" Kay, madam ! " whimpered the 
page, who was a good-hearted girl; 
"'tivaa your great complaisance for 
113, not vanity. Oh ! oh I oh ! " and 
siie began to blabber, to maltc m^t- 
tci's better. 



"'So, my cliildren," sstid the old 
lady, "'twas vanity. I wanted to 
show you what an old 'oman could 
do ; and I have humiliated myself, 
trying to outshine younger folk, I 
am justly humiliated, as you see"; and 
she began to cry a little. 

" This is very painful," s^d Gibber. 

Mrs. Bracegirdle now nused her 
eyes {they had set hei'in a chair), and 
loofcinff sweefl y, tenderly.audeHrnest- 
iy on her old companion, she said b> 
him, slowly, gently, hut impressive- 
ly : " CoUey, at threescore years and 
ten, this was ill done of us! Yon. 
audi are here now — for what? to 
cheer the young up the hill we mount- 
ed years ago, And, old friend, if we 

detract &om them w^ ^-' *' — 

A great sin in the old I " 

" " 'his day." 



"We h 



3 had 






smiled, then, laying her hand tenderly 
in the old man's, she added, with calm 
solemnly: "And now we must go 
quietly towards our rest, and strut 
and fret no more the few last mittoles 
of life's fleeting hour." 

How tame my caeotype of these 
words compared with what they were. 
I am ashamed of them and myself, 
and llie human craft of ivriting, which, 
though commoner far, is so miserably 
behind the godlike art of speech : Si 
ipsam aadwissea ! 

These ink scratches, which in flie 
imperfection of language we have 
called words, till tlie unthinking act- 
ually dream they are words, but which 
are the shadoivs of the corpses of 
words ; these word-shadows then were 
living powers on her lips, and sub- 
dued, as eloquence always does, evwy 
heart within reach of the imperial 
tongue. 

The young loved her, and the old 
man, soften^ and vanquished, and 
mindful of his fkiling life, was siient, 
and pressed his handkerchief to his 
eyes a moment ; then he said : — 

"No, Bracy, no. Be cornposed, 
I pray you. She is right. Young 
people, for^ve me that I lore the dead 
too well, and the days when I was 
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what you are now. Drat the womiui," 
coQCinned ho, half ashametl of his 
emotion ; " she maliea ns laugh, and 
makes ns cry, just as she used." 

" Wlint does ho say, young wo- 
man ? " said the old lady, dryly, to 
Mi-s. Clive. 

" He says you make us laugh, and 
make ns cry, madam ; and so you do 

" And that 's Peg "Woffinglon's no- 
tion of an actress t Better it, Cihber 
and Bracegiiille, if you can," said the 
other, rising up like lightning. 

She then threw Colley Cibber a 
note, and walked coolly and rapidly 
out of the room, without looking once 
behind her. 

The rcBt stood transfixed, looking 
at one another, and at the empty 
chair. Then Cihher opened and rend 
the note aloud. It wag from Mrs, 
Bmc^rdle: "Playing at trio-trac; 
so can t play the fool in your green- 
room lo-night. — B." 

On this, a musical ringing laugh 
was heard from outside the door, where 
the psendo Bracegirdle was waEhing 
the gray from, ner hair, and the 
wrinkles fh)m her fiice, — ah ! I wish I 
could do it as easily 1 — and the little 
hit of sticking-plaster from her iVont 

" Why, it is the Irish jade I " roared 
Cibbei:. 

" Diril a less ! " rang back a rich 
brogne; " and it 's not the furst time 
we put the comether upon ye, Eng- 
land, my jewal ! " 

One mors mutual glance, and then 
the mortal cleverness or all this began 
to dawn on thfav minds ; and uiey 
broke forth into clapping of hands, 
and gave this accomplished mime 
three rounds of applanse ; Mr. Vane 
and Sir Cliarles Pomander leading 
with, " Biava, Woffington I " 

Its effect on Mr. Tane may be 
imagined. Who hut she could nave 
done this ? This was as if a painter 
should so paint a man as to deceive 
his species. This was acting, hut not 
like the acting of the stage He was 
in transports, and self-satisfaction at 



In this cheerfnl eshibition, one 
joined not, — Mr. Cibbor. His the- 
ories had received a shodi (and we all 
love our theories). He himself had 
received a rap, and we don't hate our- 



If A says to B, " You can't hit mc, 
as I prove by this syllogism" (licro 
followeth the syllteism), " and B, 
poor Uate rfijjonse, knocks A down 
such a whack that he rebounds into a 
sitting posture ; and to him the man, 
the tree, the lanp-post, and the fire- 
escape become not clearly dislingnish- 
able ; this barbarous logic prevails 
against the logic in Barbara, and the 
syllogism is in the predicament of 
Hnmptj; Dumpty. 

In this predicament was iJie Poet 
Laureate. "The miscreant Proteus 
(could not) escape these chains 1 " So 
the miscreant Proteus — no bad name 
for an old actor — look his little 
cocked hat and marched, a smaller, if 
not a wiser man. Some disjointed 
words fell from him: "Mimicry is 
not acting," &c. ; and with one bitter, 
mowing glance at the applanders, dr- 
aimferens amter oeulos, he vanished in 
the largest pinch of smiff on record. 
The rest^dispcrsed more slowly. 



Mr, 
watched the dooi - „ 

ton ; bnt she did not come. He then 
made acquaintance with good-natured 
Mr. Quin, who took him upon ilic 
stage and showed him by what vulgar 
appliances that mnjcstic rise of the 
curtain he so admired was effected. 
Returning to the m-een-room for his 
friend, he found him in animaled 
conversation with Mrs, Woffington. 
This made Vane uneasy. 

Sir Charles, up to the present mo- 
ment of the evening, had been nn- 
wontodly sQent, and now he was talk- 
ing nineteen to the dozen, and Mrs. 
Woffingtcn was listening with an 
appoaranco of interest that sent a 
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pang to poor Vane's heart ; i 
Mr Quin to jntiodnce hint. 

Mr. Quin iatrodviced him. 

Tlie lady received hia adraiices 
with polite composnre. Mr. Vane 
sta.n:uiicred his odmiratiou of her 
Bmcegirdle; but all he conid find 
words to Bay was mere general praise, 
and someiriiat coldly iiKwyea. Sir 
Charles, on the contrary, spoke more 
like a critic. " Had you given ns the 
stage cackle, or any of those tradition- 
ary symptoms of old age, we shonld 
have instantly detected yoo," said he 
"but this was art copying nature, ani 
it may ba years hefore such a triumph 
of illusion is again Elected under so 
many adverse ciraumstances." 

" Xou are very good, Sir Charles," 
was the reply. " You flutter ma It 
was one of those things which look 

freater than they are ; nobody here 
new Brace^rdfe but Mr. Gibber ; 
Mr. Gibber cannot see well without 
his glasses, and I got rid of one of the 
candle ; I sent one of the imps of the 
theatre to knock it down. I know 
Mrs. Brae^irdle by heart. I drink 
tea with h^' every Sunday. I had 
her dress on, and I gave the old boy 
her words and her way of thinking ; 
it was mere mimicry ; it was nothing 
compared with what I once did ; but, 

" Pi-ay tell ns ! " 

" I am afraid I shall shock your 
friend. I see he is not a wicked man 
like you, and perhaps does not know 






id-for-nothmg 



"He is not so ignorant as he 
looks," replied Sir Charles. 

"That IS not quite the answer I 
expected, Sic Charles," replied this 
liveWlftdy; "hut it serves me r^ht 
for lishing on dry land. Well, then, 
you must know a young gentleman 
courted me. I forget whether I liked 
him or not ; hnt yon will fancy I 
hated him, for I promised to marry 
him. You mttst understand, gentle- 
man, that I was sent into the world, 
not to act, which I abominate, but to 
chronicle small beer and leach an 






' army of little brats h lett 
this word ' wife,' a d t3 a 

, ' chimney-corner,' took posses o of 
my mind, and a v o of d n n 
stockings Ibr a large pa j all my 
own, fitled mv heart and ally I felt 
quite gi'Btefiil to the httle brute that 
was to give me all this, and he would 
have had sach a v/ib aa men never do 
have, still less deserve. But one fine 
day that the theatre left me time to 
examine his manner towards me, I 
instantly discovered he was deceiving 
me. So I had him watched, and the 
little brute was going to marry anoth- 
er woman, and break it to me by de- 
grees nfterwards, &c You know. Sir 
Charles 1 Ah ! I setf you do. 

" I found her out ; got an introduc- 
tion to her felJier; went down to 
his house three days before the mar- 
Hbd*. with a litue cofll-black mus- 
lentals, and what not. 



made up, m short, with the ai 

sex, genriemen, — and the impudence 

of yours. 

" The first day I flirted and danced 
with the bride. The second I made 
love to her, and at night I let her 
know that her intended was a villain. 
I showed her letters of his ; protesta- 
tions, oaths of eternal fidelity to one 
Peg Woffington, 'who will die,' 
drawled I, 'if he betrays her,' 

" And here, gentlemen, mark the 
inatice of Heaven. I received a back- 
handed slap : ' Pe^ Woffington ! an 
actress I O, the villain I ' cried she ; 
'let him many the little vagabond. 
How dare he insult me with his hand 
that had been oHered in such a quar- 
ter?' 

" So, in a fit of virtnouB indigon- 
tton, the little hypocrite dismissed the 
little brute ; in other words, she had 
lallen in love with me. 

"I have not had many hajipy 
hours, bnt I remember it was delicious 
to look out of my window, and at tJie 
same moment smell the honeysuckles 
and see my perjvle dismissed under a. 
heap of scorn and a pile of lavage 
he had brought down for his wedding 
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" I Hcajnpered up to London, laugh- 
ing' all the wny ; and when . I got 
home, if I renjember right, I ' ^ '■- - 
two hours; How do yon mx 
fiiflt?" 

"I hope, madam," said Vane, 
gravely, "it was remorse for bavioB 
trifled vrith that poor yonng ladyS 
heart; she had never injured joa. 

"But, eir, the husband I robbed 
her of waa a brute and a Tillatn in hi 
litiJe way, and wicked nnd good-foi 
nothing', &c. He wonld hare deceived 
that poor little hypocrite, as "" " '^ ' 
this one," pointing to herself. 



t I n 



; you 



inspired her with an iittnchment, . 
er to be forgotten. Poor lady, how 
many sleepless nights has she passed 
fiincB' then, how many times lias she 
strained her eyes lo see her anj^l 
lover relnrning to her 1 She will not 
forget in two years the love it cost 
you but two ^ya to inspire. The 
powerfiil shonld be merciful. Ah ! I 
tear you have no heart." 

These woiiJs had no sooner burst 
fi'om Mr. Vane, than he wi 
scions of die strange liberal- he had 
taken, and, indeed, the bad taste he 
had been gnil^ of; and this feeling 
was not lessened when he saw Mrs. 
Wolfinglon color np to the temples. 
Her eyes, too, glittered like basilisks : 
but she said jiothing, which was re- 
markable in her, whose tongue was 
the sword of a mattre d'armes. 

Sir Charles eyed Ma friend in a sly, 
satirical manner ; he then said, laugh- 
ingly : " In two months afc marri^ a 
tkird! don't waste yonr sympathy," 
and turned the talk into another chan- 
nel; and soon after, Mrs. Woffing- 
ton'a maid appearing at tlie door, she 
courtcsied to both gentlemen and left 
the theatre. Sir Charles Pomander 
accompanied Mv. Vane a little way. 

" What beoomea of her innocence! " 
was his first word. 

" One loses sight of it in her im- 
mense talent," said the lorer. 

" She certainly is olever in all that 
bears upon her business." was the 
reply ; " but I noticed you were a 



little shocked with hei* indelicacy in 
telling UB that story, and still more in 
havini; it to tell." 

" Indelicacy * No ! " «aid Vane ; 
" the little brute deserved it. Good 
Hearensl to think tliat' a little brnto' 
might have^morried that angel, and 
actually broke faith to lose her ; it is 
incredible, tiie crime is diluted hy the 
absurdity." 

" Have you heard him tell the 
stor^7 Koi Then take my word 
for It, you have not heard the fkcls of 
the ease." 

" Ah I you ftre prejudiced against 

" On the contrary, I like her. But 
1 know that with all women the 
present lover is an angel and the post 
a demon, and so on in turn. And I 
know that if Satan were to enter the 
women of the stage, with the wild idea 
of impairing theic verad^, he would 
corae out of Iheir roinds a grencer liar 
than he 'went in, and the innocent 
darlings wonld never know Iheii* spir> 
itoal father had been at them." 

Doubtful whether this sentiment 
and period could be improved. Sir 
Charles parted with his friend, leaving 
his sting in him like a ftlend; the 
other's reflections as he sauntered 
home wore not strictly those of a wise, 
well-balanced mind ; they nin in this 
style: — 

" When she said, ' Is hot that to 
praise my person at the eypense of 
my wit ! ' I ought to have saici, 
' h'av, madam ; could your wit dis- 
guise your person, it would betray 
Itself, so you would still shine con- 
fessed'; and instead of that I snid 
nothing ! " 

He tiicn ran over in his mind all 
the opportunities he had had for ptit- 
^ in something smart, and bitter- 
ly regretted those lost opportunities ; 
and made the smart things, and bent 
ir with them. Then his checks 
tingled when he remembered that he 
had almost scolded her; and he con- 
cocted a vei'y different speecli, and 
raightway repeated it in imagina- 
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Tti!3 is lovers' pastime; I own it 
fnmiy; bat it is open to one objec- 
tiuii, ihii single practice of sitting 
upon cgga no longer chiefconablo, 
cavried to a hahit, is capable of turn- 
ing a, Eoiid iiitollcct into a liquid one, 
unil mining a, mind'a career. 

We leave Mr. Vnne, tliorefbre, wish 
11 hope that he will not do it every 
ni|i:lit; and me fijUow his friend to 
tiie close of onv chapter. 

Hey for a definition 1 

What is diplomncy "> Is it fblly in 
s. coHt that looks like sagacity ? Had 
Sii- Charles Fomaudor, instead of 
wukhing- Mr. Vane and Mrs. Wof- 
lington, asked the former whether 
he ivdmu'cd the latter, and whether 
tlio latter responded, straightforward 
Vane would have t«id him the whole 
truth in a minate. Uiploniacy there- 
fore was, as it often is, a. waste of time. 

But diplomacy did more in this 
case, it aapienier descead^iat infissam ; 
it fell on ilB nose with gymnastic 
dexterity, as it generally does, upon 
my word. 

To watch Mrs. Wofflngton's face 
vis-li-vi3 JMr. Vane, Pomander intro- 
duced Tano to the green-room of the 
Theatre Royal, Covent Gfardeit. By 
tliis Pomander learned nothing, bo- 
cause Mj's. Wofflngton had, with a 
iranderful appenranwi of openness, 
tljo closQBt face in Europe when she 

On the other hand, by introducing 
this country gentleman to this green- 
room, he gave a mighty impulse and 
opportiinily to Vane's love; an op- 
portunity whicb he forgot the timiil, 
inoxperieneed Damon might otlier- 
wise never Have found. 

Here diplomacy was not policy, for, 
a3 my s^ai-ious reader has p^haps 
divined. Sir Charles Pomander teas 
vfler hef himself. 



CHAPTER m. 



nso it is a iine geueric one, suitable 
dilferent kinds of love-making. 
Mr. Vane's sentiments were an in- 
explicable compound; bat respect, 
eniiiusiaam, and deep admiration were 
the uppermost. 

The good Sir Charles was no enig- 
-; he had a vacancyin """" --- ° 









those who tike that sort of tiling, 
lie head of his tuble, Ms left band 
when he drove in the Park, &c. To 
this lie proposed to promote MLss Wof- 
hngKin. She was handsome and wit^, 
and he liked her. Bnt that was not 
whatcansed him to pursue her; slow, 
saeadons, inevitable, ns a beagle. 
She was celebrated, and would con- 
Jai on him. The scandal 
of possessing her was a burning lemp' 



fill try to answer this question, 
le women will morn ' readily for- 
givfi diagusiing physical defovmity for 
Fame's sake than we. They would 
embrace with more rapture a famous 
orang-outang, than we an illustrious 
ohimpanzee; bat when it comes to 
local deformity the tables are turned. 
Had the Queenpardoned Mr. Green- 
a"e and Mib. Manning, woald the 
great rush have boon on the licro, or 
the heroine 1 Why, on Mrs. Mac- 
beth I To her would the blackgnnrda 
have brought honorable proposals, 
and the gentry liberal ones. 

Gi'eenacro would have found more 
female admirers than I ever shall; 
but the grand stream of sexual admi- 
ration wonld have set Mariawards. 
This fact is as dark as night; but it 
is as snre as the sun. 

Tlie next day " the friends " (most 
laughable of human snbstanljves 1) 
met in the theatre, and again visited 
the green-room ; and this dme Vane 
determined to do himself more jus- 
tice. He was again disappointed; 

onsly polite. She was almost eon- 
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etantlf on tlic stnge, and in a hiiriy 
■when off it ; and, when Oiere vim a, 
word (0 be got with her, the ready, 
glib Sir Charles was sure to get it. 
Vane coald not help tlilnking it hard 
tliat a man who professed no respect 
foi- her shonid ttius keep the light 
fi'oni him ; and he eoiild hardly con- 
ceal his satisfection when Pomander, 
at night, bade him farewell for a fort- 
niglit. Pressing bneincss took Sir 
Charles into the country. 

The good Sir Charles, however, 
couid not go without leaving his 



friend. He called o 



his 
r. Vane, and 



gravely i 
WofHngto 



" my greater experience, 
' warned, him against Mrs. 
frofHiigton. 

"Not that I would say this if you 
could take her for what she is, and 
amuse yourself with her as she will 
with you, if slio thinks it worth her 
while. But I see you hare a heart, 
and she will make a football of il^ 
and torment yon beyond all yon have 
ever conceived of human anguish." 

Mr. Tane colored high, and was 
about to interrupt the speaker; but 
he continued : — 

" Thei'e, T am in a hurry. 1 
ask Quin, or anybody who knows 
history, you will find she lias had 

3s of lovers, and ~ " " — 

"" ' aftertlii 

" Very lilily," was the reply ; 
"but twenty men don't ill-use one 
good woman : those are not the pro- 
portions. Adieu ! " 

This last hit fMghtoned Mr; Tane, 
he began to look into himself; he 
could not bat ffeel that ho was a mere 
child in Ihis woman's hands; and, 
more than that, his conscience told 
him that, if his lieart should be made 
a foolbnll of, it would only be o just 
and probable pnnishment. For there 
were particular reasons why he, of all 
men, had no business to look twice at 
any woman whose name was WoT- 



That night he avoided the green- 
room, thoi^h he could not forego tlie 
play ; but the next night he deter- 
mined to stay at home altogether. 
Accordingly, at five o'clock, the aa- 
tonnded box-keeper wore a visile of 
dismay, — there was no shilling fov 
him ! and Mr. Vane's nightly shilling 
had assumed ihe sancli^ of salai'y in 
■" "3 mind. 

Mr. Vane strolled disconsolate ; he 
strolled by the Thames, he strolM 
up and down the Strand ; and, final- 
ly, having often admired the wisdom 
of moths m tlieir gradual approach to 
what is not good for Ibem,ho strolled 
into the green-room, Coi-ent Gaiden, 
and sat down. Wiien there he did 
not feel happy. Besides, she had al- 
waj^ been cold to him, and had given 
no sign of desiring his acquaintance, 
still less of recognition. 

Mr. Vanehad often seen a weather- 
cock at work, and he had heard a 
■woman compared to it; but he had 
never reolizral the simplicity, beauty, 
and jnstico of (he simile. He was 
therefore surprised, as well as Iftrilled, 
when Mrs. Woffington, so cool, cere- 
monious, and distant hitherto, walked 
up to him in the green-room with a face 
quite wi-eathed m smiles, and, with- 
out preliminary, thanked him (br aU 
the beautiful iiowcrs he had sent her. 

" What, Mrs. Woffington, —what, 
you rect^ize me f " 

" Of course, and have been foolish 
enough to feel quite supported by the 
thought I had at least one friend in 
the bouse. But," said she, looking 
down, " now you must not be angry ; 
heve are some stones that have fallen 
someliow among the flowers, I am 

ring to give you Uiem back, because 
vdne flowers, so I cannot have 
them mixed with anything else ; but 
don't ask me for a flower back," add- 
ed she, seeing the color'monnt on 
his fiice, " fbr I would not give one 
of them to yon, or anybody.' 

Imagine the eflect of fhis on a ro- 
mantic disiKJsition like Mr. Vane's. 

He told her hoiv glad he was that 
she could distingmsli his features 
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amidst the crowd of her admirers ; he 
confajsed he had been mortified when 
he fonnd himself, ns he thonght, en- 
tirely a stranger lo her. 

Slie inl^niptcd liiin. 

"Do you Inow your friend Sir 
Chailes Pomauder? No 1 I am al- 
most sure you do ; well, he is a man 
1 do not IJKe. He is deceitful, hesides 
ho is a wicked man. There, to be 
plain with you, he was watching me 
all thiU night, Uie lirst time you came 
here, and, becanse I saw he was 
watching me, I would not know who 
jou were, nor anything about yon." 

" But you looked as if you had 

" Of course I dii^ when T had 
made up my mind to," said the ac- 
tress, naively. 

" Sir Charles has left London Ibr a 
fortnight, so, if he is the only obsta- 
cle, I hope you will know me every 
night." 

" Why, you sent me no flowers 
yesterday or to-day." 

" Bat I will to-morrow." 

" Then I am snre I shall know 
your face again : good by. Won't 
you see me in the last act, and tell 
me how 111 I do it ^ " 

" O yes I " and he hurried to his 
box, and so the actress secured one 
pair of hands for her last act 

He returned to the green-room, but 
Bhc did not revisit tlmt verdant bow- 
er. The next night, after the usual 
compliments, she said to him, looking 
down with a sweet, engaging — "- 



"Ise 






_ know about that lady.' 
" What hid^ t " said Vane, scarce- 
ly believing his senses. 

" That you were so unkind to me 
about." 
" I, unkind to you ? what a brntc 



Im 



"My I 



t tell 



au actress she has no heart, 
always nnderstood. Well, Sir Charles 
Pomander said she married a third in 
two months 1 " 
" And did she "! " 



" No, it was in sis weeks ; that man 
never tells tlie truth ; and since then 
she has married a fourth." 

"lam glad of it!" 

" So am I, since you awakened my 



Delicious flattery 1 and of all flat- 
tery the sweetest, when a sweet crea- 
ture does flattery, not merely utters 

After this. Vane made no more 
struggles ; he sari'endered himself to 
the charming seduction, and as his 
advances were respectful, but ardent 
and incessant, he ibnnd himself at the 
end of a fortnight Mrs. Wofflngton'e 



h other 



They 

church togethi 

spent the afternoon in the subnrbs 

wherever grass was and dust was not 

In the next fortnight, poor Vano 
thought he had pretty well fathomed 
this extraordinary woman's character. 
Plumb the Atlantic with an eighty- 
fathom line, sir I 

" She ia religious," smd he, " she 
loves a church much better than a 
playhouse, and she never laughs nor 
goes to sleep in church as I do. And 
she is breaking me of swearing, — by 
degrees. She saja that no fashion 
can justify what is profane, and that 
it must be vulgar as well as wicked. 
And she is IJrankness and simplicity 
itself." 

Another thing that charmed him 
was her disinterestedness. She or- 
dered him 10 buy her a present every 
day, but it was never to cost above a 
shilling. If an article could be found 
that cost exactly tenponce {a favorite 
sum of hers), ahe was parlicalarly 
pleased, and these shilling presents 
were recaved with a flush of pleasure 
and hrighteidng eyes : but when one 
day he appeared vrith a diamond 
necklace, it was taken very coldly, he 
was not even thanked for it, and he 
ivas made to feel, once for all, tliat 
the tenpenny ones were tlie bast in- 
vostmontE towards her favor. 

Then he found out that ahe was 
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VErv pniilcnt end ralhcr stingj- ; of 
Spartan. Bimplidty in her diet, nnd a 
Bcorner of dresB offtlieBlagE. To re- 
deem tbis ehc wna charitable, and licr 
charity and her ecoaom; Bomellineg 
had a sore Rglit, daring whicli she 
was peevish, poor little soiil. 
One day ehc made him a reqnest. 
" I can t bear you should think mo 
worso than I am, nnd I dou't want 
you to think mc l>etter than I am." 
Vane trembled. 

"Bat don't Bpeak ta others about 

me ; promise, and I will promise to 

tell you my whole story, whenever 

you are entitled to such a confidence." 

" When shnll I be entitled to it ? " 

" When I am sure yon love me." 

" Do you doubt that now 1 " 

" Yes ! I think you lore me, bn 



" Yes ! Two months before we 
ever spoke I lived upon your face and 

" That is to say yon looked from 
your box at me upon the stage, and 
did not I look from Ihe stage * 

"On the 17th of May you first 
came into that box. I noticed yon r 
liMle, the next day I noticed yon i 
little more ; I saw you fimoied yoi 
liked me, after a while I could not 
have played withont you." 

Here was delicious flatteiy again, 
and poor Vane believed every word 

As fiDr her request and her promise, 
she showed her wisdom in both these. 
As Sir Charles observed, it ie a won- 
derful point gained if you allow a 
woman to Celllier story her own way. 

How the few facts that are allowed 
to remain get moulded and twisted 
ont of ugly forms into pretty shape 
by tlioBo supple, dexterous finger- ' 



great passage thei'ein, ns do the epic 
and dramatic writers ; but since there 
was often gi'eat point in any aentouces 
spoken on important occasions by this 
lady, I will just qnote her defence of 
herself. The reader may be sore she 
did not play her weakest card ; let 
H5 give her me benefit. 

One day she and Kitty Cliro were 
at it ding-dong; the green-room whs 
full of actors, male and female, but 
there were no strangers, and the ladies 
were saying things which the men of 
this generation only think ; at last 
Mrs. WofBngloii finding herself rough- 
ly, and, as she thought, unjustly han- 
dled, turned npon the assembly and 
said : " What man did ever I ruin in 
all my life t Speak who can 1 " 

And there was a dead silence. 

" What woman is there here at as 
much as three pounds per week even, 
that has n't ruined two at the very 

Report says there was a dead si- 
lence i^in, until Mrs. Olive perked 
up, and said she had only ruinfed one, 
and that was his own fault 1 

Mrs. Woffington declined to attach 
weight to this example. "Kitty 
Olive is the hook without the iKut,'' 



Thus much was speedily shown to 
Mr. Yane, that, whatever were Mrs. 
WofBngton's intentions towards him, 
interest had at ptceent nothing to do 
with them ] indeed it was made cleai" 
that, even ivere she ia surrender her 
liberty to him, it woidd only he as a 
princess, foi^ng golden chants for 
herself with Iter own royal hand. 

Another fortn^ht passed to Ifte mu- 
tual, satisfection of the lovers. To 
Vane it was a dream of rapture to Le 
near this great creature, whom thou- 
sands admired at such a distance ; to 
watch over her, to take her to the 
theatre in a warm shawl, \a stand at 
the wing and receive her as she came 
radiant from her dressing-room, to 
watch her from her rear as she stood 
like some power shout to descend on 
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3ia glagc, to see her falcon-like stoop 
■upon tlie said stage, anil hear the 
bnrst of applause that followed, aa 
the report does the flash ; to compiire 
thU ifilti the spiritless cravrl trich 

from their first note to flieir last ;' to 
fake her hand when she came off, feel 
how her nerres were strung like a 
gveyliound's nfter a race, and her 
whole frame in a high even glow, with 
the great Pythoness exdWment of 

And to have the same great crea- 
ture leaning her head on his shouliler, 
iiiid listening with e, charming coia- 
piaeency, whilst he purred to her of 
love and calm delights, alternate with 
still greater trinraphs ; for lie was to 
tnrn dranu^ writer, for her sake was 
to write piays, a woman the hero, and 
love was to inspire him, and passion 
supply the want of pencraft. (Yoo 
make me langh, Mr. Vane I ) 

All this was heavenly. 

And then with all ' her dash, and 
fire, and bravado, she was a thorough 

" Margaret 1 " 

" Ernest I " 

"I want to ask yon a qneslion. 
Did yOH really cry because that Miss 
Bcllnmy had drosses finm Paris ! " 

" It does not seem very likely." 

" No, but tell me ; did you 1 " 

"Whosaidldid?" 

"Mr. Gibber." 

"Old fool!" 

"Yea, but did you?." 

"Did I what V 

"Cry I" 

" Ernest, the minx's dresses were 
beautiful." 

" No donbt. But did you cr? t " 

"And mine were dirty; I don't 
care ahout gilt rags, but dirty dress- 

'" Teli me, tlien." 

" Toll you whftt^ " 

" Did you cry or not ? " 

" Ab I be wants to find out whether 
I am a fool, and despise me." 

" No, I think I shouki lore you 
bettci- : for hitherto I have seen no 



" You are free ftom that weaknoss, 
or you would gratify my curiosity." 

" Be pleased to state, in plain, in- 
tcUigible English, what you req^uire of 

" I want to know, in one word, did 
you cry or not ! " 

" Promise to tease me no more 
then, and I 'U tell you," 

" I promise." 

" You won't despise me 1 " 

"Despise you 1 of coarse not." 

" Well, then, — I don't remember I " 

On another occasion, they were 
seated in the dusk, by the side of the 
canal in the Park, when a tittle ai ' 
mal began to potter about on an s 
jaeent 6anlt. 

Mrs. Woffinglon contemplated 
with curiosity and delight. 

" you pretty creature I " ee 
she. "Kowyouarearabbit ; atleast, 
I think so." 

"No," said Vane, innocently; "that 

"Ah! ah! ah!" screamed Mrs. 
Woffington, and pinched his arm. 
This frightened the rat, who disap- 
peared. She burst oat lauehing ; 
" There 's a fool '. The thina; did not 
ftighten me, and the name did. De- 
pwd upon it, it's true what they say, 

— that, off the stage, I am the great- 
eat fool there is. I '11 never be so ab- 
surd a^ii in. Ah! ah! ah! here it is 
again (scream and pinch, as before). 
" Do tdkc mo from this horrid place, 
where monsters come from the great 

And she flounced away, looking 
daggers askant at the place the rat 
had vacated in e(iual tenor. 

All this was silly, but it pleases ns 
mon, and contrast is so cliarming ! 
This same fool was brimful of talent, 

— and cunning, too, for that matter. 
She played late tlmt night, and 

Mr. Vane saw the same creatare, 
who dared not stay where she was li- 
able to a distant rat, spring upon the 
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stage as a gay rake, nnd flash out her 
rapier, and act valor's king 10 the 
life, and seem ready to eat up every- 
body, King ITear inolnded ; and then, 
after her brilliant sally upon the pnb- 
llo, Sir Han? Wilder came and 
Etood beside Mr. Tune. 

Her bright skin, contrasted witii 
her powdered periwig, became daz- 
zling. She used little rouge, but that 
little made her eves two haOa of black 
lightning. From'her high instep to her 
polished forehead, all was aymmetry. 
Her I^ wonld have been a sculptoPe 
glory ; and the curve from her waist 
to her knee was Hogarth's line itself. 

She stood hlie Mereary new light- 
ed on a heaven-kissing hill. She 
placed her foot upon the ground, as 
she might put a hand upon her lover's 
Bhonlder. We indent it with our 
eleven undisgiiised stone. 

Such was Sir Harry Wildair, who 
stood by Mr. Vane, glittering with 
diamond bnetlea, gorgeous with rich 
satin breeches, vdvet coat, rnfflea, 

CiB veatia el aari ; and as she hent 
long eye-fringes down on him 
(he wfts seated), nil her Her; cbaims 
gradually softened and quivered down 
to womanhood. 

" The first timo I was here," said 
Vane, " my admiration of you broke 
out to Mr. Gibber ; and what do you 
think he said 1 " 

"That you praised mo, for me to 
hearyOH. Did you?" 

" Acquit me of aiieh meanness." 

" Forgive me. It is just what I 
shonld have done, had I been conct- 

" I think you have not met many 
ingenuous spirits, dear friend ! " 

" Not one, my child." 

This was a phrase she often ap- 
plied to him now. 

"The old follow pretended to hoar 
what I said, too ; and X am snre you 
did not, — did you 1 " 



" I am flii-aid I must plead guilty. 
An actress's cars are so quick to hear 
praise, to tell jou the truth, I did 



'It tokl, 



catch a word or 
sir, — it told.'" 

" You alarm me ! At this rate, I 
shall never know what you see, licar, 
or think, by your face." 

" When you want to know any- 
thing, ask me, and I will tell yon ; 
but nobody else shall learn anything, 
nor even yon, any othei' way.' 

" Did you hear the feeble tribute of 
praise I was paying yon, when you 
came in ^ " inqun^ Vane. 

"No. You did not say tJiat my 
voice had the compass and variety of 
nature, and my movemenla were free 
and b^ntiful, whilst the others when 
in motion were stilts, and coffee-pots 
when in repose, did you 1 " 

"Something of the sort, I believe," 
cried Vane, laughing. 

" I melted from one fine statne into 
another, I restored the Antinous to 
his trne sex. — Goose ! — Paintias 
might learn their art from me (in my 
dressing-room, no doubt), and orators 
revive at my lips the music of Alli- 
ens, that quelled mad mobs and prin- 
ces drunk with victory. — Silly ftl- 

me," murmured she, inclining like a 
goddess of love towairds him ; and he 
fastened on two velvet ]ips, that did 
not shun the sweet attack, lint gently 
parted with a heavenly sigh; while 
her heaving bosom and yielding 
frame and swimming eyes confessed 
her conqueror. 

That morning Mr. Vane had heon 
dispirited, and apparently self^liacon- 
tented; but at night he went homo 
in a state of mental intoxicaUOn. 
His poetic enthnsiasm, liis love, his 
vanity, were all gi'atified at once. 
And all these, singly, have conquered 
Prudence and Virtue a million times. 

She had confessed to him that she 
was disposed to risk her happiness on 
him ; she had begged him to submit 
to a short probation ; and she had 
promised, if her confidence and es- 
teem remained unimpaired at the close 
of that period, — which was not to bo 
an unhappy one, — to take advantage 
of the summer holidays, and cross the 
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ivatci-ivitli Iiim, and foi^t everything 
in the woi-Iil with liira, but love. 

How was it that tlie very next 
msvning cloods chased one another 
nurosahis &ee1 Wasit that men on 
Liippy but while the chase is doubt- 
ful ^ Was it the letter. from Poman- 
ilcr iinnouncing his return, and sneer- 
ingly inquiring whether he was Etill 
the (hipe of Peg Wofflngton 1 or was 
it iJiat same mysterious disquiet which 
attacked him periodicjilly, and then 
gave way for a while to pleasure and 
her golden dreams ? 

Tho nest day was to be a day of 
delight. He was to entertain hei" at 
liis own house ; and, to do her honor, 
ho had asked Mr. Cibber, Mr. Quin, 
and other actors, critids, &c. 

Our friend, Sir Charles Pomander, 
had been guilty of two ingenuities : 
lirst, he had written throe or four let- 
ters, full of respectful admiration, ta 
Mrs. Woffington, of whom he spoke 
slightingly to Vane ; second, he had 
made a djsengenuous purchase. 

This purchase was Pompey, Mrs. 
Woffington's little black slave. It is 
a hornd fact, but Pompey did not 
luvo his mistress : he was a little en- 
amored of her, as small boys are ant 
to he, but, on the whole, 
of hatred slightly predominated 
little black bosom. 

It was not without excuse. 

This lady was subject lo two un- 
pleasant companions, — son-ow and 
liittorness. About twice a weak she 
would cry for two hours ; and after 
this class of 6t she generally went 
abroad, and made a round of certain 
pour or sick pml^^ slie had, and re- 
turned smiling and cheerful. 

But other twice a iveek she might 
be seen to sit upon her chair, con- 
iiactcd into hair her size, and look- 
ing daggers at the universe in gen- 
eral, tlie world in pardcular ; ond on 



she stayed at home, ond 
whipped Pompey. 

Pompey had not tho sense to refiect 
that he ought to have been whipped 
every day, or tho esprit de txirps to be 



consoled by observing thiit this sort 
of tiling did his mistress good. What 
he felt was, that his mistress, who did 
ovorything well, whipped him with 
energy and skill ; it did not take ten 
seconds, bnt still, in that brief period, 
Pompey found himself dusted and 
polislied off. 

The sacred principle of justice was 
as strong in Mrs. Woffington as in 
the rest of her sex ; she bad not one 
grain of it. When she was not in hor 
tantrums, the mischievous imp was as 
sacred from check or remonstrance as 
a monkey, or a lap-dog ; and several 
female servants Irft the house on his 

But Nemesis overtook him in the 
way we liave hinted, and it put his 
litue black pipe oat. 

The lady had takeu him out of 
great humanity ; he was fed like a 
game-cock, and dressed like a. Bar- 
baric prince ; and once when he was 
ill his mistress watched him, and 
nursed him, and tended him with tho 
same white liand that plied the ob- 
noxious whip ; and when he died, 
she alone williheld hor consent from 
his burial, and this gave him a chance 
black boys never get, and he came to 
again ; but still ttieee tarnation lick- 
'ngs " stuck in Mm gizzard." So 
when Sir Charles's agent proposed to 
lim certain silver coins, ciieap at alit- 
treachery, the ebony ape grinned 
■ned half-ivory, and became 






'oFiiu'n 



a spv in tl 

The reader will have gflthered that 
Hie good Sir Charles bad been quietly 
in London some hoars beibre he an- 
nonnced himself as poufopesij^fiirmn. 

Diamond cat diamond ; a diplo- 

atic stole this march npon an ac. 

3SS, and took her black pawn. One 
fi>r Pomander I (Gun.) 



CHAPTEB IV. 

Triplet, the Cei'berns of art, who 
had the first bark in this legend, and 
'""" -inco been out of hearing, ran 
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from Lambeti to Covent Garden, on 
receipt of Mr. Vane'a noW. But ran 
lie never eo quick, he had built a fuO- 
sizei) castle in tbe air before he readied 
Bow Sti'eet, 

The letter hinted at an order upon 
his muse for amatory verse ; delight- 
ful task, clieeiing prospect. 

Bid a man whose usual lot It is 
break stones for the pariah at t 
pence tie cubic yard, — bid ancli 
one play at marbles with some sU 
taws lor half an hour per da/, and 
pocket one pound one, — bid a poor 
horse who has drawn those sio — 
about, and browsed short grass b; 
wayside, — bid him eanler a (ew tir 
round a grassy ring, and then go 
his com, — in short, bid Eosiuante 
change with Pe^isns, and yon do no 
more than Mr. Vane's letter held ont 
to Triplet. 

The amatory verse of tJiat day was 
not up-hill work. Theie was a beat- 
en track on a dead level, and yon fol- 
lowed it. Tou told the tender crea- 
tnre, with a world of caceumlocution, 
that, "wiihont jolting now," she was 
a leper, ditto a tJgreiM, item marble. 
You next feigned a Indd interval, and 
to be on the point of detesting your 
monster, but in twenty more verses 
love became, as usual, stronger ttiaa 
reason, and you wound up your rot- 
ten yam thus: — 

Yon bugged a golden chain. Tou 
drew deeper into your wound a 
barbed shaft, like — (any wild animal 
will do, no one of them is such an 
ass, so yoo had an equal title to all) : 
and on looldns back you saw with 
horiible eomplaceni-y that yon had 
inflbl«d one hundred locnsts, Ave feet 
lone, npon o}^ressed hnmanin'. 

Wont to travel over acres of canvas 
fbra few shillings, and roods of paper 
on bare apecnlation. Triplet knew he 
conid make a thonsand a year at the 
above work without thinking. 

He came therefore to the bojt-keeper 
with his eyes glittering. 

"Mr. Vane r' 

" Justgona ont with a genlleman." 



How Mr. Vane, we know, was in 
the green-room, and went liome by 
the stage-door. The last thing he 
thought of was poor TriiJet; the rich 
do not dream how they disappoint the 
poor. Triplet's castle iell as many a 
predecessor had. When the lights 
were put out, he left the theatie wilh 
a bitter sigh. 

" If this gentleman knew how many 
sweet children I have, and what a 
good, patient, suffering wife, sure he 
would not have chosen me to make a 
fool of I " said the poor fellow to him- 
self. 



conquer yon; and why not? All 
histow shows that nothing is nncon- 
qnerahle except perseverance. Han> 
nibal conqueim the Alps, and I'll 
conquer you," cried Triplet, firmly. 
"Yes, this visit is not lost; here I 
ngister a vow : I will force my way 
into that mountain of masonry, or 
perish in the attempt." 

Triplet's most unpremeditated 
thoughts and actions often savored 
ridiculously of the sublime. Then 
and there, gazing with folded arms 
on tills fortress of Thespis, the 
polytechnic man oiganized his first 
assault. The nest evening he made 
it. 

Five months previously he had sent 
rhe manager tliree grea^ lai^ trage- 
dies. He knew the aversion a theat- 
rical manager has to read a manuscript 
play, not recommended by inifnentiai 
folk; an aversion which always has 
been carried to siiperstilion. So he 
hit on the following seheme ; — 

Be wrote Mr. Rich a letter; in 
this he told Mr. Eicli that he (Trip- 
let) was aware what a quantity of 
ti'Bsh is offered every week to a man.i- 
gor, how disheartening it must be to 
~ ~ ad it at all, and how natural, after 

while, to read none. Therefore, 
bo (Triplet) had provided that Mi\ 
Bich might economize bis time, and 
yet not remain in ignorance of the 
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dramatic treasure that lay reacij to 
his haniL 

" The soul of a piay," continued 
Triplet, "is the plot or I'ablo. A 
goutloman of jour experience can de- 
cide at once whether a. plot or story is 
one to tabe the public ! " 

So then he drew out, in fnll, the 
three plots. Ho wrote dieao plots in 
verse 1 Heaven foigive ns all, he 
really did. There ivere »lao two 
margins loft ; on one, which was nar- 
row, he jotted doivn the locale per 
page of the most brilUant passages ; 
on the otha- mai^in, which was os 
wide as the column of tha plot, he 
made careful (IraH^nss of the person- 
flgca in the principaf dramatic situa- 



I ; scrolls issued trom their months, 
on which wore written the words of 
fire that were flowing firom each in 
these eruptions of the dramatic action. 
All was referred to pages in the man- 

" By this means, air," resumed the 
latter, " you will gat my fish in a 
jiffy; permltme to recall that expres- 
sion, with apologies lor my IVeeaom. 
I woold saj, you will, in. a few min- 
utes of your valuable existence, skim 
the cream of Triplet." 

This author's respect for (he mana- 
ger's Smo carried him into farther 
and unnsual details. 

" Breakfast," aaJd he, " is a. quiet 
meal. Let me respectfully suggest, 
that by placing one of my plots on 
the table, with, Bay, the sugar-basin 
npon it {this, again, is a mere sugges- 
tion), and the play it appertains to on 
your other side; jon can readily judge 
my work without disturbing llie avo- 
cations of the day, and master a play 
in tlie twinkling of a teacup ; for^ve 
my facetionsness. This day month, 
at ten of tlie clock, I shall expect," 
said Triplat, with sndden severity, 
" sir, yonr dedsion I " 



he Ibrmally disowned all special title 
tit the consideration he expected from 
Mr. Rich's well-known courtesy ; still 
lie bcg^d permission to remind that 
gentleman, that he had six years ago 



painted for him a large scene, illumi- 
nated by twogreatpoetiaal incidents : 
a red sun, of dimensions never seen 
ont of doors in this or any country; 
and M ocean of sand, yellower thiui 
up to'that time had been attained in 
art or natnre ; and that once, when 
the audience, late in the evening, had 



the orchestra thinned by desertion, 
and nugatory by intoxication, had 
started trom the pit, resuscitated with 
the whole contents of his snuiF-hos 
the bass flddle, snatched the leader's 
violin, and carried Mr. Nokes tii- 
umphantly through ; that thunders 
of applause had followed, and Mr. 
Ifokes had kindiy returned thanks 
forbolh; buttiiathe (Triplet) hadhas- 
tily retired to evade the manager's 
acknowledgments, preferring to wait 
an opportnnity like the present, when 
both interests could be conciliat- 
ed, &c. 

This letter he posted at its destina- 
tion, tosave time, and returned trium- 
phant home. He had now forgiven 
and almost fbrgotten Vane ; and had 
reflected that, after all, the drama was 
his proper walk. 

"My dear," said he to Mrs. Trip- 
let, "mis family is on the eve of a 
great triumph I "  Then, inveiting 
that order of the grandiloquent and 
the homely which he invented in oar 
first chapter, he proceeded to say : "I 
have reared in a single day a new ave- 
nue by which histrionic greatness, hith- 
erto obstructed, may become accessi- 
ble. Wite, 1 think I have done the 
trick at last Lysimachusl" added he, 
"let a libation be poured out on so smil- 
ing an occasion, and a bnmlr«fl%ring 
rise to propitiate the celestial powers. 
Run to the ' Snn,' you dog. Three 
pennyworth of ale, and a hap'orth o" 
tobacco." 

Ere the month was out, I am sorry 
to say, the Triplets were reduced to a 
state of beggary. Mrs. Triplet's health 
had long been falling; and, although 
her duties at her little tlieatre were 
light and occasional, the manager was 
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obliged to discharge her, sincG she 
could not be^Bpenried upon. 

TLc family had not enough to eat ! 
Think of thiit 1 They were not wann 
at nighc, and they felt gnawing; and 
faintness often by day. Think of 
tbat! 

Fortune was unjust hero. The mnn 
was langliabie, and n i;;oosc ; and had 
no genius either tor wnting, painting, 
or acting; but in that ho reaembled 
most wnlora, paintera, and oclora of 
his own day and ours. He was not 
beneath the average of what men call 
art, and it is art's antipodes, — (read- 
mi] 1 actilice. 

Other fluent ninnies shared gain, 
and oven fame, and were called 'pen- 
men,' in Triplefa day. Other rant- 
era were quietly getting rich by noise. 
Other liai's and hunibngs were paint- 
ing out o' doors in-doors, and eating 
mutton instead of thistles for drenched 
Slinging - nettles, yclept trees ; for 
block-tin clouds ; for butlers' pantry 
seaa, ajid garret-conceived lakes; for 
molten sugar-candy rivers ; for airless 
atmoaphere and sunleas air ; fur carpet 
nature, and cold, dead ^gments of an 
earth all soul and living glory to every 
cultivated eye but a routine painter's. 
Yet the man of many snch mediocri- 
ties could not keep the pot boiling. 
We suspect that, t« those who would 
rise in life, even strong versatility ii a 
very doubtful good, and weak versa- 
tility ruination. 

At last, the bitter, weaiy month 
was gone, and Triplet's eye bi-igtil- 
ened t;loriously. He donned his best 
suit; and, whilst lyin^ liis cravat, lec- 
tured liis Eimily. First, he compli- 
mented them upon their deportment 
in adversity ; hmted that moralists, 
not expeiieuco, had informed him 
prosperity was far more trying to the 
ctmracter. Pitt them all solemnly on 
their guard doivn to Lucy, tel/d five, 
that tliey we~- '' ' -~' " "■'' 

lent gladn 

" Sweet are the uses of adversity I " 
continued this cheerful monitor. "If 
we had not been hard up this while. 



!t be pleased to abstain fl'om " 



we should not come with E fiill relish 
to meat three times a week, which, 
unless I am an ass (and I don't ste 
myself in that light)," said Triplet, 
dryly, "will, I apprehend, ha, after 
this day, the primary condition of our 

" James, take the picture with you," 
said Mrs. Triplet, in one of those 
calm, little, desponding voices that fall 
upon the sonl so agreenbly when one 
is a cock-a-hoop, ana desires, with per- 

" 'What on earth am I to take Mrs. 
Wofflngton's portiait for 1 " 

" We have nothing in iJie bouse," 
atdct the wife, blushing. 

Triplet's eye glittered like a rattle- 



scomfiil words, " is it req^uisite, hero- 
ic, or indicious on the eve, or mora 
correctly the mom, of affluence to de- 
posit an unfinished work of nit with a, 
mercenary relation 1 Hang it, Jane ! 
would you really have mc pawn Mrs. 
WofHngton to-day ? " 

" James," said Jane, steadily, " the 
manager may disappoint you, we have 
often been disappointed; so take t^e 
picture with you. They will giveyou 
ten shillings on it" 

Triplet was of those who see things 
roseate, Mrs. Triplet lurid. 

" Madam," said tlie poet, " for tlie 
first time in our conjugal career, your 
commands deviate so entirely from 
reason, that I respectfully withdraw 
that implicit obedience which has 
hitherto constitnted my principal rep- 
ntation. I'm liang^ if I do it, 

" Dear James, to oblige me ! " 
" That aiters the case ; yon confess 
it is Hnveasonable t " 
" O yes I it is only to oblige me." 
" Enough ! " said Triplet, whoso 
tongue was often a flail that te\l on 
friend, foe, and self indiscriminately. 
"Allow it to be unreasonable, and I 
doitasamaitetof course, — to please 
yoa, Jane." 
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Accoi'dLngly the good soal wrappecl 
it in greeu baize; but to relieve hia 
mind he was obliged togethehind his 
wife, and shrug his shoulders to Ly- 
simachns and the eldest gill, as who 
should say Eoita bien wie fentste voire 

9 off, in h%h spirits, 
reached Corent Gnrdeu at half- 
: ten, and there the poor lellow 



At 



CHAPTER V. 

StK CHABtna POMAKDEB WHS cle- 

lained in the country ninch longer 
Ihon he expected. 

He was rewarded by a litde adTOn- 
titrc. As ho cantered up to Loudon 
with tiYO sewants and a post-boy, all 
riding on horses ordered in rolnya be- 
forehand, he eamo np ' ' 






dilnvinn coach, sCnck last by 
side. Looking into the window, 
the humane design of quizzing the 
elders who should be there, ho saw a 
young lady of surpnssing beauty. 
This altered the case ; Sir Charles in- 
stantly drew bridle and offered his 

The lady thanked Iiim, and bdng 
an innocent country lady, she opentd 
those siuiisB, hPr eyes, and two tears 
gently trickled down, while she told 
him how eager ahe was to roach Lon- 
don, and how mortified at this de- 

Tho good Sir Charles was touched. 
He leaped his liorse over a hedge, gal- 
loped to a farm-house in sight, and re- 
tumod with ropes and rusltes. These 
and Sir Charles's horses soon drew 
the coach out of some stiffish clay. 

Tho lady tlianked htm, and thanked 
him, and thanked him, with h^ght- 
emng color and beaming ejes, and he 
lode away like a hero 

Before he had gone live miles he 
became thonghtfni and self dissatis- 
iied, flnallj ms remoiae canit to a 



head ; he cidled to him the keenest of 
his servants, Hnnsdon, and ordered 
him to ride back past the carriage, 
then follow and pat np at the same 
inn, to learn who the lady was, and 
whither going; and, this knowledge 
gained, to ride into town fittl speed 
and tell his master all about it Sir 
Charles then resumed his complacen- 
cy, and cantered into Irfindon that 
same evening. 

Arrived there, he set himself in ear- 
nest \a cat out his friend with Mrs. 
Wofiington. He had already cnuaed 
his correspondence with tliat lady to 
grow warm and more lender by de- 
grees. Keeping a copy of his last, he 
always knew where he was. Cupid's 
barometer rose by rule ; and so he ai-- 
rived by just gradations at an artful 
diiuax, and mado her in terms of 
chivalrous aiifection, an offer of a 
house, &e., three hundred a year, &c., 
not ^rgetting his hcait, &c. Ho 
knew tlmt the ladies of ihe stage have 
an ear tor flattery and an eye to the 
main chance. 

Tho good Sir Charles felt sure that, 
however she might flift with Vane or 
others, she would not forego a posi- 
tion Ibr any disinterestea jwnc/Kutf. 
StiU, OS he was a dose player, he de- 
termined to throw a litfle cold water 
on that flame. His plan, like every- 
thing trtdy scicntiflc, was simple. 

" I '11 run her down to liim, and ridi- 
cule him to her," resolved tins faithful 
&iend and lover dear. 

He began with Vane. He Ibnnd 
Mra just leaving Ms own house. Af- 
ter the usual compliments, some such 
dialogue as this took place betweea 
Telemachus and pseudo Mentor : — 

" I trust you are not really iu the 
power of this acti-ess ? " 

" Yon are the slave of a word," re- 

Elied Vune. " Would yon conftiund 
lack and whits because both are col- 
ors 1 She is like that sisterhood in 
nothing but a name. Even on tho 
stage they have nothing in common. 
They are puppets, — nil altitude ond 
trick : she is all ease, grace, and 
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"Natarel" cried Pomander. "Zais- 
eet-moi iranijuSk. They hare artitlce, 
'g libel. She has art, — na- 



" Her Toiee is trutli told by mu- 
sic," crie<l the poetical lover ; " theirs 
are jingling instruments of fiiUe- 
hood?" 

" They are all instmments," said 
the satirist; "slie is rather the bast 
tuned und played," 

" Her face speaks in every linea- 
ment; theirs a,ro rouged and wriulded 
maslts." 

" Her mask is the best made, 
mounted, and moved ; that is all." 

" Slie is a fonntiun of true fiel- 
ing." 

" No ; a pipe that conveys it with- 
out yiiliing or holding a drop," 

" She is an angel ot talent, sir." 

"She's adeva of deception." 

" She is a divini^ to worship." 

" She 's a woman to fight shy of. 
There is not a woman in dndon bet- 
ter Itnown," conlanued Sir Charles. 
" She is a fair actress on tlie boards. 
and a great actress olf them ; tint I 
can tell jou how !« add a new charm 

" Heaven can only do that," said 
Vane, hastily. 

" Yes, yon can. Malie her Mnsh. 
Ask hei- for the list of your predeces- 

Vane winced visibly. He quick- 
ened his step, OS if to get rid of this 
gadfly. 

" I spoke to Mr. Qnin," said he, 
at last; " and he, who has no preju- 
dice, paid her characlcr the highest 
compliment." 

" You have paid it the highest it 
admits," was the reply. " You have 
let it deceive you." Sir Charles con- 
tinued in a more solemn tone ; " Pray 
be warned. Why is it every man of 
intellect loves an actress once in his 
life, and no man of sense ever did it 






alked 

1 ac 



be out of sight. 

He got Iwhind some hoaees, and 
then his face, seemed literally to 1>reak 
loose Horn confinement ; so anxions, 
sad, fearful, and bitter were the ex- 
pressions that coursed each other over 
that handsome countenance. 

Wliat is the meaning of these hot 
and cold fits? It is not Sir Cbai'les 
who has the power to shake Mr. 
Vane bo without some help from 
within. Tiere is aometiing wrong about 
IhisBuia! 



CHAPTER VI. 

Machiavel entered the green- 
room, intending t* wait for Mrs. 
WoSington, and carry out the second 
part of his plan. 

He knenr that weak minds cannot 
make head agmnst ridicule, and with 
this pickaxe lie proposed to clear the 
ivay, before he came to grave, s 



he has been a silent personage hither- 
to, it is merely because it was not his 
cne to talk, but listen ; otherwise, ha 
was rather a master of the art of 
speech. He could be insinuating, el- 
oquent, sensible, or sadrical; at will. 
This personage sat in the grecn-room. 
In one liand was his diamond snnlT- 
box, in the other a richly laced hand- 
kerchief; his clouded cane reposed 
by his side. 

There was an air of success about 
this personi^e. The gentle reader, 
however conceited a dog, coaid not 
see how he was to defeat Sir Charles, 
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who was tall, stout, hiindsorne, ricli, 
Tvitly, self-sufficient, cool, mnjeBtic, 
coui'sgeons, and in whom were nn'" 
ed the advantiiges of a. tiard head, 
toneh stomach, and no heart at all. 

This gfeat creature sat expecting 
Mrs. WfOTngton, like Olympian Jove 
avfaiting Juno. But he was mortul 
after all ; for suddenly the serenity 
of that adamantine countenance was 
diatmbed ; his ejo dilated ; Ilia grace 
and dignity were shalten. He hud- 
dled his handkerchief into one pocket, 
his snuff-box into another, and for- 
got his caoa. He ran lo the door i 
unaffected terror, 

Where are all his fine idrs before . 
real danger! Love, intrigne, diplo- 
macy, were all driven from his mind ; 
for lie beheld that approaching, which 
is the greatest peril and disaster 
known to soiual man. He saw b, bore 
coming into the room ! 

In a wild thivat for novelty. Po- 
mander had once penetrated to Good- 
man's Fields Theatre; there he had 
unguardedly put a question to a 

6 enter behind the scene ; a sc 
lack poet instantly pushed the 
peni«T away (down a tr^ i 
thought), and answered it in si 



vagnely communicative, that he drove 
Sir Charles back into the tar west. 

Sir Charles knew him again in a 
moment, and at sight of him bolted. 
They met at the door. " Ah I Mr, 
Triplet 1" said the fugntivo, "en- 
chanted — lo wish you good morn- 
ing I " and he plunged into the hid- 
ing-^aces of the theatre, 

"That jsaverypolitegentieman I" 
thought Tiipiet. He was fiiliowed 
by-the call-boy, to whom he was ex- 
plaining that his avocalJsna, though 
numerous,' would not prevent his 
paying Mj-. Hich the compliment of 
waiting all day in his gceen-room, 
Boonra than go without an answer to 
three important propositions, in which 



"Ml*. Triplet," Siiid Triplet. 

" Triplet 1 There is something 
for you in the hall," said the urchin, 
and went off to letch it. 

" I knew it," said Triplet to him- 
,self; "they are accepted. There's 
a note in the hall to Hsi the reading." 
He then derided his own absurdity in 
having ever for a moment desponded. 
"Master of three arts, by each of 
which men grow fat, how was it 
possible he should starve all his 



enjoyed a natural vanity for a 
uoments. and then came more 
iga. What sparkling 
OTes there would be in Lambeth to- 
day 1 The butcher,' at sight of Mr. 
Rich's handwriting, would give him 
credit. Jane should have a new 

But when his tragedies were played, 
and he paid 1 El Borado '. His chil- 
dren should be the neatest in the 
street Lysimachus nnd Hoxalana 
should learn the English language, 
cost what it might ; sausages should 
be diurnal; and he himself would 
not bo puffed up, fat, lazy. Ho! he 
wouid work all the harder, be affable 
as ever, and, above all, never swamp 
the father, husband, and honest man 

the poet and the blackgaard of 



the 






ccmed. 






'■ What is yoL 




? " said the 


hcj of business i, 


the in. 


an of words. 



Next his reflections took a bu^ness 

"These trMiedies — the scenery? 
O, 1 shall have to paint it myself. 
The heroes? Well, they have r" 



work, all this ; but then I shall be 
  for it. I cannot go on this way : 
it and win he paid separately tor 
my brMiches." 

Jitst as he came to this resolution, 
the boy returned with a brown-paper 
parcel, addressed to Mr. James Tnp- 
iet Triplet weighed it in his hand ; 
" as heavy. "How is this?" cried 
" 0, I see," said he, " these 
the tri^dies. He sends them to 
for some trifling alterations ; man- 
es always do. Triplet then da- 
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fermined 10 adopt these alta', 
if jiidicions ; for, argued he, senaihly 
enougli : "Mnnagers are practiciu 
men : and we, in me heat of composi- 
tion, sometimes (sic f) say mora than 
is necessary, and becorpo tedioas." 

Witli tMt lie opened the parcel, 
and looked for Mr. Hich's communi- 
cation ; it was not in sight. He had 
to look between the leaves of the man- 
uscripts tor it ; it was not there. He 
shook them; it did not fall out. He 
shook them as a d<^ shakes a rabbit ; 
nothing] 

The tragedies were returned with- 
out a woriL It took him some time 
to realize the full weight of the blow ; 
but at last he saw that the manager 
of the ThcaO-e Itoyal, Ckivont Gar- 



Triplet into consideration o 



Y by 






Ho turned dizzy Ibr a moment. 
Something between a sigh and a cry 
escaped him, and he sank upon a cov- 
ered bench that ran along the wall. 
His poor tragedies fell here and there 
upon the ground, and his head n'ent 
down upon his hands, which rested 
on Mrs. Woffington'e picture. His 
anguish was so Siai'p, it choked his 
breath ; when he recovered it, Ms eye 
bent down upon the picture. " Ah, 
Jane," he groaned, " you know this 
TillanouB world better than 11" He 

flaeed the picture gently on the seat 
that picture must now be turned 
into bread), and slowlv stooped for 
his tragedies; they hatf faUen hither 
and thithei'i he Jmd to crawl about 
for them ; ho was an emblem of all 
the humiliations letters endure. 

As he vrent after them on all-fours, 
more l^an one tear pattered on the 
dusty floor. Poor fellow! he was 
Triplet, and could not li^ve died 
without tingeing the death-rattle wilh 
some absurdity; but. after all, ho was 
a fiither diivon to despair ; a castle- 
builder, with hie work rndely scat- 
tered ; an artist, brutally crushed and 
insulted by a greater dunce than him- 
self. 
Faint, sick, ami dark, he sat a mo- 



the hopes he nad raised. 

Whilst Triplet sat collapsed on the 
bench, fiiie sent into the room all in 
one moment, as if to insult his 
row, a crearare that seemed the 

deas of gayety, imperviona to a i 

She sivept in with a bold, fi'ee step, 
for she was rehearsing a man's part, 
and thundered without rant, but with 
a spirit and (ire, and pace, beyond 
the conception of our poor tame ac- 
tresses of 1853, these lines: — 



Though al 


thy 


orce were an 


5K 


hsioya 
army 


Bnl, itt'/ 


ihe biris, great NaWre's happy 



" I beg — your par — don, sir ! " 
holding the book on a level with her 
eye, she had nearly run over "two 
poets instead of one." 

" Nay, madam," said Triplet, ad- 
miring, though sad, wretched, but po- 
lite, "pray continne. Happy the 
hearer, and still happier the author 
of verses so spoken. Ah I " 

" Tes," replied the lady, " if you 
could persuade authors what we do 
for them, when we coax good mu- 
sic to grow on barren words. Are 
yon an author, sir 1 " added she, sly- 

" In a small way, madam. I have 
here three trifles, — tragedies," 

Mrs. Woffington looked askant at 
them, like a shy mare, 

"Ab, madam!" said Triplet, in 

of his insane fits, " if I might but 

submit them to such a judgment as 

He laid Ms hand on them. It was 

when a strange dog sees us go to 
tiike up a stone. 

The actress i-ecoiled. 

"I am no judge of such things," 
cried she, bastilj'. 

Triplet bit his lip. He could have 
killed her. It was provoking, people 
would rather bo hung than read a 
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manuscript. Yet what liopelesa trash 
they will read in crowds, whicii was 
manuscript a day ago. Les imh^Ues I 

" No more is the manager of this 
theatre a judge of auch things," cried 
flie outTi^il qnill'drirer, bitterly. 

" What I haa he accepted them ? " 
said needle- Kmgue. 

" No, madam, he has bad them six 
montlis, and see, madam, he has re- 
turned them me without a word." 

Triplet's lip trembled. 

"Patience, my good air," was the 
merry reply. " Tragic authora aliould 
poasees that, lor they teach it t« their 
audiences. Managers, sir, are like 
Ejastom monai'chs, inaccessible but to 
Blaves and sultanas. Do you know I 
called upon Mr. Rich flfteeu times 
before I conld aee him ? " 

" You, madam ? Impossible 1 " 

" 0, it was years ago, and he has 
paid a hundred pounds lor each of 
those titde visits. Well, now, let me 
see, fifteen times; you must write 
twelve more tragedies, and then he 
will read one,- and when he has read 
it, he vrill &vor you with his judg- 
ment upon it; and when you have 
got that, you will have what all the 
world knows is not worth a fartbing. 
He ! be ! he I 

lappy 



e (be birds, ga^ 'Satan'. 



der. 



>u]d 5 



work a hearing, and tliat ho dared 
not ask her. Sbe was up in the 
world, he was down. She was great, 
he was nobody. Hefeltasoit of chill 
at this woman, — ail brains and no 
heart. He took bis picture and his 
plays under bis arms and crept sor. 
rowfuUy away. 

The actress's eye fell on him as he 
went off like a fifth act. His Don 
Quixote face struck her.. She had 
seen it before. 

"Sir," said she. 

"Madam," said Triplet, at the 



" We liave met before There, don't 
speak, I '11 tell you who you are. 
Yours is a face that has been good to 
me, and 1 never ftirget them." 

" Me, madam 1 " aaid Triplet, ta- 
ken aback. " I trust I know what 
is due to you better than to be good 
to you, madam," said he, in Ms con- 
fused way. 

"To be sure!" cried she, "it is 
Mr. Triplet, good Mr. Triplet 1" 
And this vivncions dame, putting her 
book down, seized both Tiiplet's lianda 
and shook them. 

He shook hers warmly in retam 
ont of excess of timidity, and dropped 
tragedies, and kicked at them convol- 
sivelj when they were down, for fear 
they should be in h^ way, and hia 
mouth opened, and his eyes glared, 
lid the lady, "do 
Irish orange.girl 



"Mr. Tripl. 



Good- 
man's Fieid37and pat her on the head 
and give her good advice, like a good 
old sonl as you were ? She took the 
sixpence." 

"Madam," said Trip, recovering 
a grain of pomp, " smgular as it may 
appear, I remember the yonng per- 
son ; she was very engaging. I trust 
no harm hath beiallen her^ for me- 
tJiought I discovei-ed, in spita of her 
brt^e, a beautiful nature in her." 

" Go along wid your blarney," an- 
swered a rich brogue ; " an' is it liie 
comanther ye 'd be puttii^ on poor 
little PeKKV^" 

"OhTohg 



let. 



ih gracious ! " gasped Trip- 



Yes," was the reply ; but it 
that "yes" sbe threw a whole s( 
tenee of meaning. " Fine cha-n 
oranges I " chanted she^ Vt pnt I 
matter beyond dispute. 

"Am I really so honored as to ha 
patted you on that queen-like head 
and he glared at it. 

"On the same head which now 
wear," replied she, pompously. ' 
)t it for the convaynience hintirel; 



only there's 

Triplet, you see what timi 



for n 



vlelln 



er he has 
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to you going h 



ticen ns kind 

apeak to me, Mr. Triplet ' 

As a decayed hanuur BCands loan 
and disconsolate, head poked forward 
like a goose's, but if hounds sweep by 
hie pi^doijc in full cry, fbllowea by 
horses who are what he was not lie 
does by reason of the good blood 
that is and will be in hisheart, dum 
spiriius hose regit artas, cock his eai'9, 
orect his tail, and tcot fiery to liis 
estremest hedge, and look over it, 
nostril disten£d, mane flowing, and 
ndgh the hunt oniTard like a tram- 
pet ; so Triplet, who had roauhood at 
bottom, instead of whining; out his 
troubles in the ear of encouraging 
beauty, as a sneaking spirit \voiild. 

Eked up, ontl vesolved to put the 
t Sato upon it all befbre so charm- 
ing a creature of the other sex. 

" Tes, madam," cried he, with the 
air of one who could hare smacked 
his lips, "PrOTidonce has blessed me 
with an excellent wiffe and four 
diarming children. My wife was 
Chatterton : you remember 






And Triplet laughed 
uproariously. 

When ho had done, Mrs. Woffing- 
ton, who liad joined the laugh, in- 
quired quietly whether his pieces had 

" Eminent — in the closet ; the 
stage is to come 1 " and he smiled 
absurdly again. 

The lady smiled hack. 

"In short," said Triplet, recapitu- 
lating, " being blessed with health, 







n thee 






and a eheerfnl spirit, I should be 
wrong, madam, to repine; and this 
day, m parliciilar, is a happy one," 



great Mrs. Wofiington has deigned to 
remember me, and call me friend." 

Snch was Triplet's suiumaiy. 

Mrs. Wofflngion drew out her 
memorandum-book, and took down 
her summary of the crafty Triplet's 
facts. So easy is it for us Triplets to 
draw the wool over the eyes of women 
and WoSingtons. 

" Triplet, discharged fi'om scene- 
panting ; wife, no engagement ; four 
children supported by his pen, — 



that i 



say, ( 



U'vmg i 



lose 



She closed her book; and smiled, 
and said ; — 

" I wish those tilings were comedies 
instead of trash-edies, as the !EVench 
call them ; we would cnt one in half, 
and slice away the finest passages, 
and then I would act in it ; and yon 
would see liow the stage-dooi- would 
fly open at sight of the author." 

" O Heaven 1 " said poor Trip, ex- 
cited hy l3iis picture. " I '11 go home, 
and write a comedy this moment." 

" Stay I " SMd she ; " you had bet- 
ter leave the tragedies with me." 

"My dear madam I Tou will 
read tiieni 1 " 

"Ahemi I will make poor Rich 
read them." 

"But, madam, he has rejected 

" That is the first step. Heading 
them comes after, when it comes at 
all. What have you got in that 
green baize ? " 

" In this green haize 7 " 

" Well, in this green baiae, then." 

" madam ! nothing — nothing 1 
To tell the truth, it is an adventurous 
attempt fl'om memory. I saw you 
play Silvia, madam ; I was SO 
charmed, that I came every night. 
I took your Jace home with me, — 
forgive my presumption, madam, — 
and I produced this faint adumbra- 
tion, which I expose with diflidence." 

So then .he took the green baize off. 

The color rushed into her face; 
she was evidently gi'atified. Poor, 
silly Mrs. Triplet was doomed to be 
right about this portrait. 
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"I will giye you a sitting," 
she. " Yoo will find painting dnil 
iiicBS a better trade than writing dull 
tragedies. Work for other people's 
vanity, not yonr own ; that ia the art 
of nrt. And now I want Mi-. Trip- 
let's address." 

" On the ily-Ieaf of each work, mad- 
am," replied that florid anthor, 
" and also at the fiiot of every page 
■which contains a partionlurly briliJBnt 
passage, I have been careful to insert 
the address of James Triplet, painter, 
actor, and di'amatist, and Mrs. Wof- 
flnglon's humble, devoted seiTont." 
He howed ridiculously low, and 
moved lowarda the door; but some- 
thing gushed across his heart, and he 
returned with long strides to her. 
"Modami" oriedlie, witli a jannty 
manner, " you have inspired a so 
of Thespis with dreams or eloquenc 
you have tuned in a higher bey 
poet's lyre, you have tinged a paint 
er's existence with bri^itor coloi-s, 
and — and — " His mouth worked 
still, bnt no more artifidal words would 
come. He sobbed out, "and God in 
heaven bless you, Mrs. Wofflngton ! " 
and ran out of the room. 

Mrs. Woffington looked after hira 
with interest, lor this coniicmed her 
suspicions ; but suddenly her expres- 
sion changed, she wore a look wo 
have not yet seen upon her, — it was 
a half-cunning, halfspitcful look; it 
was simpressed in a moment, she gave 
herself to her book, and presently Sir 
Charles Pomander sanntered into the 

" A,h I what, Mrs. Woffington here i " 
said the diplomate. 

" SirCharles Pomander, I declare! " 
said the actress. 

" I have ju p d w h an ad- 
mirer of j'oncs. 

"I wish 1 could pal w hem 
all," was the rep y 

" A pastoral y u h wh means lo 
vrin La Woffi o by ann u tnral 
coHrtship, — A pherds o in 

sylvan shades 



(juoth the Woffington, impravis- 

ing. 

I'he diplomate langhed, the actress 

laughed, and said, laughingly : " Teil 

me wha£ hs sa^ vxaiijbr word ? " 
" It will only make you laugh." 
"Well, and am I never to laugh, 

who provide so many laughs for you 

" Cesl jvste. You shall share the 
general mertiment. Imagine a ro- 
soul, who adores you for i/oar 



iviplicili/ 



1 I a 



very 



My simplicity ! 

, a^d Sir Charles, n 
dryly. "He saya you are oat of 
place on the stage, and wants to lake 
the star fioia its ticmament, and put 
it in a cottage," 

"I am not a star," replied the 
Woffington, "I am only a meteor. 
And what does the man think I ani 
to do without this (here she imitated 
applause) from my dear public's 
thousand hands ? " 

" You are to have this " (he mim- 
icked a kiss) "from a single mouth, 
instead." 

" He is mad ! Tell me what more 
he says. O, don't stop to invent ; I 
should detect yon ; and yon would 
only spoil this man." 

He laughed conceitedly. " I should 
spoil him! Well, then, he proposes 
to be your friend rather than your 
lover, and keep you from being tdked 
-'' ho ! he ! instead of adding to your 

It." 

'And if he is your friend, why 
don't you teii him my real character, 
and send him into the country ? " 

She said this rapidly and with an 
appearance of earnest. The diplo- 
matist fell into the trap. 

"I do," said he; "but he snaps his 
fingers at me and common sense and 
the world. I really think thei-e is 
only one way to get rid of him, and 
with him of every annoyance." 

" Ah ! that would be nice." 
Delidous ! I had the honor, 
madam, of laying certain proposals 
at your feet." 
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Sir 



" Oh ! yes, — your letter, 
Charles. I liave onlji juat had 
to riui my itye down it. Let us 
amine it together." 

She took out the letter with a i 
derful appearance of interest, and Che 
diplomabj allotved himself to fall into 
fHi absurd position to which she in- 
vited him. They pnt their two heads 
together over the letter. 

"'A coach, a countiT-house, pin- 
money,' — and I 'm so Bred of houses 
find coaches and pins. Oh 1 j'es, 
here 's something ; what is this jva 
offer me, up in this corner t " 

Sir Charles inspected the place 
carefully, and announced that it wbs 
"his heart." 

" And he can't even write it ! " 
said she. " That word is ' earth.' 
Ah ! well, you know beat. There is 
jour letter. Sir Charles." 

She courtesied, returned him tho 
letter, and resumed her study of Lo- 
thario. 

" Favor me with your answer, 
madam," said her suitor. 

"Ton have il," was the reply. 

" Madam, I don't understand your 
answer," said Sir Charles, stiffly. 

" I can't find you answers and un- 
derstandings tot^" was the lady-like 
reply. " You must beat my answer 
into your understanding whiist I beat 
thia man's verse inio mine. 

■And like Uie birds, iw.'" 

Pomander recovered himself a Iit> 
tie ; he lauglied with quiet insolence. 
" Tell me," said ho, '' do you really 
refuse 1 " 

" My good Eoul," said Mrs. Wof- 
flngton, " why this surprise ! Are 
yon so ignorant of tlie stage and the 
world as not to know ttiat I refuse 
such ol^ as yours every week of my 
life?" 

" I know hetter," was the cool re- 
ply. She left it unnoticed, 

" I have so many of these," con- 
tinued she, " that I have begun to 
forget they are insults," 

At this word the button broke off 
Sir Chiirle^'s foil. 



"Insults, madam! .They are the 
liighest compliments you have left it 
in onr power to pay you." 

The other took the button off har 
foil. 

" Indeed ! " cried she, willi well- 
feigned surprise. " Oh 1 I under- 
stand. To be your mistress could 
be but a temporary disgrace ; to be 
your wife would be a lasting dis- 
ci'edit," she continued. "And now, 
sir, having played your rival's game, 
and showed ma your whole hand " (a 
light broke in upon our diplomate), 
"do something to recover tho repu- 
tation of a man of the world. A 
gentleman is somewhere about in 
whom you have interested me by 
your lame satire ; pray tell him 
I am in the green-room, with no 
better companion than this bad 

Sir Charles clenched his teeth. 

" I accept the delicate commis- 
sion," replied he, " that you may 
see how easily the man of the world 
drops what the rusdc is eager to pick 
up.'" 

" That is better," said flie actress, 
with a provoking appearance of good- 
hnmop. " Tou have a woman's 



jue. if n< 






soul," added she, with cool haulew, 
"remember you have something to 
do of more importance than nnyOiing 
you can say." 

"I accept your courteous dismis- 
sal, madam." said Pomander, grind- 
ing his teeth. " 1 will send a car- 
penter for your swain : and I leave 

He bowed to tho ground. 

"Thanks for the double favor, 
good Sir Charles." 

She courtesied to the floor. 

Feminine vengeance I He had 
come between her and her love. All 
very clever, Mrs. Actifss ; but was it 

"1 am revenged," thought Mrs. 
■WofRngton, with a little feminine 

" I will bo revenged," vowed Po- 
mander, clenching his teeth. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

Compare a ^November daj with a 
May day. They arc not more unlike 
thnn B benuUful woman in company 
with a, man she is indifferent to or 
averse, and the same woman with the 
man of her heart by her side. 

At sight of Mr. Vane, all her cold- 
ness and nonduilmice gave way to a 
gentle complacsney; and when she 
spoke to him, her voice, so clear and 
cnttingin the lateassaiitd'onnes, sank 
of its own accord into the most tender, 
delidous tone imaginable- 
Mr. Vane and she made love. He 
g eased her, and she desired to please 
m. My reader knows lier wit, her 
Jinesse, her fluency; bnt he cannot 
conceive how godlike was her way 
of making love. I can pnt a few of 
the corpses of her words npon paper, 
but where are the heavenly tones, — 
now calm and convindng, now soft 
and melancholy, now tinlling with 
tenderness, now glowing with the 
fiery oloqnence of passion? She told 
him that she knew the map of his 
£ice ; that for some days past he had 
been subject to an inllucnce ad^'orse 
to her. She begged him, ealmlj, for 
his own sake, to distrust false triends, 
and jndge her by his own heart, eyes, 
and ja%ment. He promised her he 
would. 

" And I do trnst you, in spite of 
them all," said he ; " for your fare is 
the shrine of sincerity and candor. I 
alone know you." 

Then she prayed iim to observe 
tiie heartlessness of hts sex, and to 
say wliether she had done ill to hide 
the riches of her heart fiom the cold 
and shallow, and to keep them all for 
one honest man, "who ivill he my 
friend, I hope," said she, "as well as 
my lover." 

" Ah I " Bald Vane, " that is my 
ambition." 

" We actresses," said she, " make 
good the old proverb, ' Many lovers, 
hut few friends.' And 0, t is wo 
■who need a friend. Will you be 



Whilst he lived, ho would. 
In turn, he be^ecf her to be gener- 
ous, and tell him the way for Mm, 
Ernest Vane, infbrior in wit and ad- 
dress to many of her admirers, to win 
her heart from them nil. 

This singular woman's answer is, 
I think, worth attention. 

" Never act in my presence ; never 
try to be eloquent, or clever ; never 
force a sentiment, or tarn a, phrase. 
Remeuibar, I am die goddess of ti'ieks. 
Do not descend to competition with 
me and the Pomanders of the world. 
At all littlenesses, you will ever be 
awkward in my eyes. And I am a 
woman. I mnsi have a superior to 
love, — lie open to my eye. Light 
itself li not more beautifiii thnn the 
upright man, whose bosom is open to 
the day. O yes ! fear not you will 
be niy superior, dear ; for in me hon- 
esty has to struggle against the habits 
of my art and life. Bo simple and 
sincere, and I shall love you, and 
bless the hour yon shone npon my 
cold, artificial life. Ah, Ernest ! 
sdd she, tixin^ on his eyes her own, 
the fire of which melted into tender- 
ness as slie spoke, " ho my (i'ieud. 
Come betwe«i mo and the temptations 
of an unprotected life, — the reckless- 
He threw himsdf at her feet. He 
called her an angel. He told her 
he was unworthy of her, but that he 
wonld try and deserve her. Then he 
hesitated, and trembling he said : — 



<!11 n 






e for a 



make myself: 
"I shall like you better, — ol 

mnch better ! " 
" Then I will own to you — " 
" O, do not tell me you have 

Poved before me I I conld not bei 

hear it I " cried this inconsistent 






le other weak croahire needed no 
see plainly I never loved but 
I.et me hear that only ! " cried 
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n of the past 
My d)[ld. 



she ; "I am jetil< 
Say jou never 1 
mivid whethei- it 
yon do not even jet know . . 
nest, shall I make yon lore, — as 
none of jour sex evev loved, — witli 
Iieai't, mid brain, and bi'eath, and life, 
and sonl ? " 

With these rapturoua words, she 
poured the soul of love into his eyes ; 
he forgot everything in the world but 
her ; ho diEsolved in present happiness 
and vowed himself hers foi'over : and 
Ehe, for her pari, bftdo him bat retain 
her esteem and uo woman ever went 
further in love than she would. She 
Vfas a, trne epicure: she had learned 
that passion, vulgar in ilself, is god- 
like when based upon esteem. 

This tender scene was interrupted 
by the call-boy, who brought Mrs. 
Woffington a note from the manager, 
informing her there would bo no re- 
hearsal. This left bar at liberty, and 
she proceeded to take a somewhat 
abrupt leave of Mr. Vane. He was 
endeavoring to pei-suado her to let 
him be her companion until dinner- 
time (she was to be his guest), when 
Pomander entered the room. 

Mrs. Wofflngton, howoror, was not 
lo be persuaded; she eiscnsed hei'self 
on the score of a duty which she said 
she had to perform, and whispeiing 
as she passed Pomander, "Keep your 
own counsel," she went out ralhei" 
pvecipitatelv. 

Vane lodiod slightly disappointed. 

Sir. Charles, who had returned to 
see whether (as he fully expected) 
she had told Vane everyfliing, — and 
who, at Ihat moment, perhaps, would 
not have been sorry had Mrs. Woffing- 
ton's lover called him to serious ac- 
count, — finding it was not her in- 
tention to make mischief, and not 
choosing to publish tia 



ipthelo 









He smiled and 



) do justice to besides 



To his surprise, Mr. Vane tamed 
instantly ronnd upon him, and, look- 
ing him haughtily in tha face, said : 
" Sir Charles Pomander, tho settled 
mfdi^iij with which you pursue that 
lady IB unmanly and offensive to me, 
who love hfr. Let onr acquaintance 
cOBSeheie, if you please, o o le be 
sacred from jonr venomons ton ne. 

Sir Charles bowed stiffly anl e 
ied, that it was only due o I mself 
_ withdraw a protection so 1 tie ap 
predated. 

■^ho two friends were m he e y 

. of separating foreve nhen ho 
shonld run in but Pompo. ho rene- 
gade. He darted up to Sir Charles, 
and said : " Massa Pomannah she in 
a coach, going to 10, Hercules Build- 
ings. 1 ^ in a hurry, Massa Poman- 

" Wliere J " cried Pomander. " Say 
that a^n. 

" 10, Hercules Buildings, Lambeth. 
Me in a huri'y, Massa Pomannah." 

"Faithful diild, there's a guinea 
for thee. Fly I " 

The slave flew, and, taking a short 
cut, caught and ikstened oti to the 
slow vehicle in the Strand. 

" It is ahonse of rendezvous," said 
Su- Charles, half to himself, half to 
Mr. Vane. He repented in trium^ ; 
" It is a house of rendesvons." He 
then, recovering his sanri-fioid, and 
treating it all as a matter of coarse, 
explfuned that at 10, Hercules Build- 
ings, was a fashionable shop, with en- 
trances from two streets ; that the best 
Indian scarfe and shawls were sold 
there, and that ladies tept (heir car- 
riages waiting an immense time in 
the principal street, whilst they were 
supposed to be in the shop, or the 
show-room. Ho then went on to 
say that be had only this morning 
heard that the intimacy between Mrs. 
Woflington and a Colonel Murth- 
waite, id though publicly broken off for 
prudential reasotis, was still clandes- 
tinely carried on. She had, doubtless, 

! I V 
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not dog her like a Hoodhound," cried 

" I will I " said Pomander. 
" You I By what right ? " 
"The right of cnriosity, I will 
tnow whether it is yon who are im- 
posed on ; or whether you are right, 
and all Ihe world ia deceived in this 

He ran out ; but, for aU his apeed, 
when he got into the street there was 
the jealous lover at his elbow. They 
daruxl with all speed into the Strand; 
got a coodL Sir Charlea, on the ])os, 
gave Jehu a guinea, and took the 
reins, — and by a Niagara of whip- 
cord they attained Lambeth ; and at 
length, to Ma delight, Fomaiidor saw 
aaother coach before him with a gold- 
laced black slave behind it. The 
coach stopped ; and the alave eame to 
the door. The ahop in question was 
a few hundred yards distant. The 
adroit Sir Charles not only slipped 
but turned his coach, and let the 
horses crawl back towards London ; 
he also iossei the side pant ' 
' - ■•- -'—■'--, of Mr. " 



draw the 






the vehicle, and saw a lady paying the 
coachman. There was no mistaking 
her ii^ure. This lady, then, followed 
at a distance by her slave, walked on 
towards Hercidos Buildings ; and it 
was his miserable fate to see her look 
uneasily round, and at Inst glide in at 
a side door, close to the sil^-mercet's 

The carriage stopped. Sir Charles 
came himself lo tlie door. 
 "Now, Vane," sitid he; "before 1 
conaent to go any further in this busi- 
neas, you must promiso me to be cool 
and reasonable. I abhor absurdity ; 
and there must be no swords drawn 
for this little hypocrite." 

" I snbmit to no dicta^on," s^d 
Tane, white as a sheet. 

". You have benefited so fer by m j 
knowledge," said the other, pohtelj- ; 



le with you." 

 " iaid poor Vane. 



" My ang — my sorrow that such an 
angel should be a monster of deceit." 
He conid say no more. 

They walked to the shop. 

"How she Reeped, this way and 
that," said Pomander, " sly little 
Woffy ! 

" No I on second thoughla," siud 
he, " it is tie other street we must 
reconnoitre; and, if we don't see her 
there, we will enter the shop, and b^ 
dint ol this pui^e we shall soon untie 
the knot of the WofBngton riddle." 

Vane leaned heavify on his tor- 

" I am feint," said he. 

"Lean on me, my dear friend," 
said Sir Charles. " Your wenkness 
will leave you in the next street." 

In the next street they discovered 
— nothing. In the shop, they found 



no notice, but Vane turned red ; this 
put Sir Chai'lcs upon the scent, 

" Stay 1 " said he. " Is not that 
an Irish tune? " 

Vane groaned. He covered his 
[ace with his hands, and liissed 

" It is her fkvoiite tune." 
"Alial" said Pomander. "Pol- 

They crq>t up the stairs. Pomander 
in advance ; they heard the signs of 
an Irish orgie, — a, rattling jig played 
and danced witli the inspiriting in- 
terjedjons of that frolicsome nation. 
These sounds censed after awhile, and 
Pomander laid his hand on his friend's 
shoulder. 

"I prepare you," said ho, "for 
what yon are euro to see. This wo- 
man was an Irish bricklayer's daugh- 
tei', and 'what is bred in the bone 
never comes out of the flesh ' ; yoa 
will find her sitting on some Irish- 
man's knee, whose limbs are ever so 
much stouter than yom^, Tou are 
the man of her head, and this is the 
man of her heai't. These thinga 
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would be monstron.'S, if they were not 
coramon ; includible, if we did not 
seo them every day. But this poor 
fellow, whom proMbly she deceives 
as well as yoa, is not to be Gaerificed 
like a dog to your unjust wrath ; he 
is as superior W her as you are to 

'"i will cc 



Pomander smiled, and sud he 



blaming myself as much as her, — 
yea ! more than her I — 1 will go 
down this night to Shropshire, and 
never speak word ID her again in this 
wofld or tlie next." 
" Good," said Sir Charles. 



L^oun^lo homme tfomp^ s\ 






I ready 1 ' 



" Then follow me." 

Tnrning the handle gently, ho 
opened the door like lighoiing, and 
was in ihe I'oom. Vane^ head peered 
over his shoulder. She was actually 



artful V 



■nee in her life, the cautious, 
Oman was tateu by surprise. 
^ re a Utile scream, and turned 
as red as foe. But Sir Charles sur- 

Erised somebody else even more than 
e did poor Mrs. Wolfington. 
It wonid be impertinent to tanta- 
lize my reader, but I flatter myself 
this liistory is not written with power 
enough Kt do that, and I may ventnre 
to leave him to guess whom Sir 
Charles Pomander surprised more 
than he did the actress, while I go 
back for the lagging sheep. 



CHAPTER Vin. 



wings. Arrived there, ho anticipated 
cnviositj by intbrming all hands he 
should answer no questions. Only 
in the intervals ol' a work, which was 
to toko the family out of alt its trou- 
bles, lie should gradually unfold a 
tale, verging on the marvellous, — a 
tale whoso only tault was, that fiction, 
by which alone the family could hope 
to be great, paled beside it. He then 
seized some sheels of paper, fished out 
some old dramatic sketches, and a 
Mstoi drctmolis persoruE, prepared years 
ago, and plunged Into a comedy. Aa 
, he wrolfi, true to his promise, he 
painted, Triplel-wise, that story which 
we have coldly related, and made it 
appear, to all but Mrs. Ti'iplot, that 
he was nuder tlie tntela, or express 
protection of Mrs.' Woffington, who 
would push his fortunes un^ the 
only difflculty would be to keep ano- 
gance out of the family heart. 

Mis. Triplet groaned aloud. "Ton 
have broueht the picture home, I 

"Of course I have. She is going 
to give me a sitting." 

" At what hour, of what day 1 " 
said Mrs. Triplet, with a world of 
meaning, 

" She did not say," replied Triplet, 
avoiding his wife's eye. 

" I know she did not," was the 
"I would rather you had 






ight I 



I Ihe t 



story, satd she. 
Wife 1 " said Triplet, " don't put 
me into a ti'ame of mind in which 
snccesstiil comedies ai'e not written." 
He scribbled away ; but his wife's de- 
spondency told upon the man of dis- 
appointments. Then he stuck J^t; 
then he became fldgety. 

" Do ke™ those cluldren quiet ! " 
siud the father. 

" Hush, mj dears," said the moth- 
er; "let your father write. Comedy 
seems to give you more trouble than 
tragedy, James," added ^e, sooth- 

" ics," was his answer. " Sorrow 
comes somehow more natural to me ; 
but for all that I hiivt got a bright 
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theuglit, Mrs. Trlpleb. jListcn, a1I of 
you. Yon see, Jane, they are all at 
a avimptiious !>anguet, all the rframo- 
tispsrsaiia, except tlie i«et." 

Triplet went on writing, and read- 
ing hia \TOrk ou6 ; " Muaic, sparkling 
■wine, massiyo plate, rose-wai«- in tlie 
hnnd-glasaes, fionp, fiah, — shall I 
iiave three sorts of fish? Iwill; they 
are cheap in this mni'ket Ah ! For- 
tune, you i?retch, h^^ at least I am 
your raastOT, and I '11 maJto jott know 
it, — renison," wrote Triplet, with ti 
malioions grin, " game, pickles, and 
provocatives in tlie centre of the ta- 
ble ; then up jumps one of the guests, 
and says ho — " 

" dear, lam so hungry." 

This was not from the comedy, but 
from one of the boys. 

" And so am I, cried a gh'l. 

"That is an aljsurd remark, Ly- 
simachus," said Triplet, with a saspi- 
cious lialmness. 

" How can a hoy he hungry three 
hours after breakfast 3 " 

" Bat, father, there was bo break- 
fast fbr breakfast" 

"KowIoskyon,Mrs. Triplct,"fip- 
pealed the author, " how I am to write 
comic scenes if yoa let Lysimachiis 
and Boxalana here put the !<cavy 
business in eveiy five nrinnicB 7 " 

"Forgive thwn; the poor things 
arc iiungry." 

" Then let them he hungry in an- 
other room," said Bie instated scribe. 
" Tlioy sha, n't cling round my pen, 
and paralyze it, just when it is going 
to make all our fortunes; but yon 
women," snapped Triplet the Jiist, 
"littve no cousidei'atioE for people's 
feelings. Send tliem all to bed ; 
every man Jack of them 1 " 

ITinding the conversadon taking 
tliis turn, the brats r^ed an unam- 

Triplet darted a fierce glance at 
tlicm. " Hongcy, hungry,' -cried he ; 
"is that a proper expression to use 
before a father who is sitljng down 
here, nil gayety" (scratching wildly 
with his pen)" and hilarity " (scratch) 
" to write a com — com — " he choked 



a moment; then in ft very different 
voice, all sadness and tenderness, he 
said: "Where's the youngest, — 
where 's Lucy ? As if I did in. know 
you are hmigry." 

IiuCT came to him directly. He 
took her on Ins knee, pressed her 
^ntly to Ms side, and wrote silently. 
The others were stJU. 

"Father," said Lucy, aged five, the 
germ of a woman, "I am not tho 
very hungry." 

"And^I am not hnngry a' -" " 
hns, tdting 

fling upon his o 
had a gi'eat pieci 
bread nnd hutlw yeslei'day ! " 



i hungry ont of his book." 

"It is It beaufjful book," said Lacy. 
" Is it a cookery book ? " 

Triplet I'oi^ed ; " Do you hear 
thatV' inquired he, all trace of ill- 
humor gone. "Wife," he resumed, 
after a gallant scribble, "I l«ok tliat 
sermon 1 wrote." 

"And heautjful it was, James. 
I 'm sure it qtute cheered me up witli 
thinking that we shall all be dead be- 



fore e 






Well, the reverend gentleman 
would not have it. He said it was too 
hard upon sin. 'You run at the 
Devil like a mad hull,' said he. 'Sell 
Lambeth, sir ; here calmness and 
decency are before everything,' says 
lie. ' My congregation expect U> go 
to heaven down hilL Perhaps ma 
chaplain of Newgate might giro you 
a crown fbr it,' said he," and Triplet 
dashed viciou^y at the paper. "Ahl " 
siglied he, "if my friend Mrs. Woffing- 



but drop these stupid c< 
would soon be all smiles. 



i}ies and take U 



O James]" repliedMrs, Triplet, 
almost peevishly , " how can yon expect 
anything bnt fine words from that 
wonian ? Ton won't believe what all 
the world says. Yon will trust t« 
good heart." 
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. " I liaven't a good hcai-t," sfiid tlie 
poor, honest fellow. " I spoke like a 
brnle to you just now." 

" Never mind, Jamea," said the wo- 
man ; " I wondw how yoa put up 
wit]i me at a!I, — a sick, useless crea- 
ture. I often wisli lo die, for yonr 
Bake. I know joa would do bettor. 
I am Guch a weight round your 



Then 
put Lucy gently down, and 



■, but 1 






t to 



}us boaom, and held it tliei:e; and af- 
ter a while retnmcd with silent ener- 
gy lo his comedy. 

"Play ne a tune on the fiddle, fe- 

"Ay, do, husband. That helps 
yon often in yonr writing." 

lijsiniBcbiis brought mm the fiddle, 
and Triplet essayed a merry tune; 
but it come out so doleful, that he 
shook his head, and laid tlie instru- 
ment duwn. Music must be in the 
heart, or it will come ont of the fin- 
gers — notes, not music. 

" No," said he ; "let us be serions 
and finisb this comedy slap off. Per- 
haps it hil«h«s beeanse I forgot to 
inroke the comie muse. She must 
beahlaek-henrtedjade, ifshedoean't 
come with merry notions to a poor 
devil, starring m the midst of his 
hungry little ones." 

"we are past help from heathen 
goddesses," said the woman. "Wo 
must pray to Heaven to look down 
upon us and our children." 

The man looked up with a very 

" Yon forget," said he, sullenly, 
" our street is very narrow, and the 
opposite lionses are very high." 

" James ! " 

" How can Heaven be expected to 
sec what honest folk endure in so 
dark a hole as this ? " cried the man, 
fiei'cely. 

"James," said the woman, with 
fear and sorrow, "what words are 
these 1 " 

The man rose, and flung his pen 
upon the floor. 



"No!^'"' 



trial, - 



givi 



honesty a fmi- 



' said the woman, withont a 
moment's hesitation ; " not till we die, 
as we have lived. Heaven is higher 
Ihan the sky; chadren," siud shr, 
lest perchance her husband's wonla 
should have harmed tlieii-yoDng souls, 
" the sky is above the earth, and 
heaven is higher than the sky ; and 
Heaven is just." 

" I suppose it is so," said the man, 
a little cowed by her. "Everybody 
says so- I think so, at bottom, my- 
Edi'; bnt I can't see it, Iwanttosce 
it, but I can't!" cried he, flei'ccly. 
"Have my ehildiien offended Heaven? 
They will starie, — they will die 1 If 
I was Heaven, I'd be. jnat, and send 
an angel to take these children's 

{art. They cried to me for bread, — 
had no bread; so I gave tliem 
hard words. The moment I bad dono 
that, I knew it was all over. God 
knows it took a long while to break 
my heart; but it is broken at Inst; 
quite, quite broken ! broken I bro- 
ken]" 

And the poor thing laid his head 
upon the table, and sobbed, beyond 
ail poiver of restnunt. The children 
cried round him, scarce knowing 
why ; and J/Lrs. Triplet could only 
say, " My poor husband i " and 
prayed and wept upon the couch 
where she lay. 

It was at this juncture that a lady, 
who bad knocked gently and un- 
lieord, opened the door, and witli a 
light step entei'cd the apartment; 
but no sooner had she canght sight of 
Triplet's Dnguish, than saying has- 
tily, " Stay, I foigot something," she 
made as hasty an exit 

Tliia gave Triplet a moment to re- 
iver himself ; alid Mrs. "WofBngton, 
whose lynx eye had comprehended 
aU at a glance, and who had de- 
termined at once wiiat lino to take, 
\e flying in again, saying ; — 
Was n't somebody inquiring for 
angel? Hera I am. See, Mr. 
Triplet " ; and she showed him a note, 
which said; "Madam, you are an 
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niigel. ITrom a povfecl sti'aiiger," ox- 
lihiined she ; " so it munt b9 tran." 

" Mrs. Woffiiigton," said Mr. Tiip- 
let CO his wife. 

Mrs. Wofiington planted herself in 
the middlo of the floor, and with n 
comical glance, setting hei- arnig 
nkimbo, attcrcd a shrill whislle. 

" Now you will see another angel, 

— there are two sorts of them." 
FompcT came in with a. basket ; 

sbQ took It from him. 

" Lacifer, arannt I " cried she, in a 
terrible tone, that drove him to the 
wall; " and wait outside the door," 
added she, conversationally. 

" I hoard you were ill, ma'am, and 
I have brought you some physic, — 
black draughls from Bul^undy"; 
and sho smiSd. And, lecovwed. from 
their first surprise, young and old 
began to tliaw henoath that witching 
irresistible smile. " Mrs. Triplet, I 
linve come to give your husband a 
sitting ; will yon allow mo to eat my 
little luncheon with you ? I am eo 
hungry." Then she clapped her 
bands, and in ranPompej. She sent 
him for a pio she protbssed to have 
fallen in love with at the corner of the 

"Mother," said Aleibiados, "will 
the lady give mo a bit of hoi' pie ? " 

" Hush 1 you rude boy I " ciied the 
mother. 

" She is not much of a lady if she 
does not," cried Mrs. WoffinKton, 
" Now, children, first let us look at 

— Bhera — a comedy. Nineteen diitr 
■maiis personre ! What do you say, 
chililren, shall we cut out seven, or 
nine i that is the question. You 
can't bring your armies into our 
drawing-rooms, Mr. Dagger-and- 
bowl. Are you the Marlborough of 
comedy 1 Can you marshal battal- 
ions on a tnikey carpet, and make 
gentlefolks witty in platoons t What 
is this in the first act ? A duel, and 
both wonnded I Tou butidier I " 

"The^ 



"Do i 



think I'll t 



I you' 



Nol 



pen ; tliis is ll . . . 

tlirongh the body." Then woe 
{" business." Araminta ook u 
of the garret window. Combatants 
drop their swords, put their h nd o 
tlieir hearts, andstaggeroff O.P. and 
P. S.) "Now, chiiaren, who helps 
me Jo lay the cloth ! " 

"II" 

"Andll" (ThechUdren run to 
the cupboard.) 

Mrs. Triplet (half rising). "Mad. 
am, I — can't thinit of allowing 
you." 

Mrs. WofBngton rcplieil : " Sit 
down, madam, or I must use bnito 
force. If you ace ill, be ill — till I 
make jou well. Twelve plates, quick ! 
Twenty-four knives, quicker I Forty- 
eight forks quickest I She met the 
children witti the cloth and laid it; 
then she met them again and laid 
knives and forks, all at full gallop, 
which mightily excited the bairns. 
Pompey came in with the pie, Mrs. 
Womngton took it and set It before 
THplet. 

Mrs. Wo^agbm. " Tour coat, Mr. 
Triplet, if you please." 

Mr. Tr^et. " My coat, madam ! " 

Mrs. Woffinglm. " Yea, off with it, 
— there 's a hole in it, — and carve." 
Then she whipped to the other end 
of the table and stitched like wild- 
fire. " Be pleased to cast your es'ea 
on that, Mrs. Triplet. Pass it to the 
lady, young gentleman. Eire away, 
Mr. 'Triplet never mind as women. 
Woffington 8 housewifia, ma'am, fear- 
ful to the eye, only it holds everything 
in the world, and there is a smau 
apace fbr everytJung else, — to be re- 
tnmed by the bc^«r. Thank you, 
sir." {Stitches away like lightning 
at the coat) "Eat away, children I 
now is your time ; when once I be- 
^n, the pie will soon end ; I do every- 
thing so quick." 

Boxalana. " The lady sews quicker 
thnn^-on, mother." 

" "Bless the child, don't 
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ncedio will go inio yaiir eve, and 
at the back of your liead. 
This nonsense made the children 



"The needle will be lost, — the 
child no more, — entetundBrtakei', — 
hooBe tniiied topfly-turvy, — lather 
shows "Woffington t»> the door, - 
ehe goes with a face as long and 






- crying fine cha-ney o 



" Mother, the lady is rerj fun- 
ny," 

"yottwillbe aa funny when joa 
are as well paid (br it." 

Tliis just hit poor Trip's notion of 
hnmor, and he began to choke, yiith 
his niouth full of pie. 

"James, liike care," BsaA Mrs. 
Triplet, sad and aolcmn. 

James looked up. 
" My wife is a good woman, 
madam," said he; "but deficient in 
an important partioniar," 

" James I " 

" Yos, my dear. I regret to say 
jou Iiave no sense of humor; nnm- 
moro tlmn a cat, Jane." 

" What I because the poor thing 
can't laugh at your comedy 1 " 

"So, ma'am; but she laughs at 
nothing." 

" Try her with one of your trage- 
dies, my lad." 

" I am sure, James," said the poor, 

food, lackadaisical woman, ''if I 
on't laugh, it is not for want of the 
will. I used to bo a very hearty 
" whined she ;" but I have n't 



dthis 



oyoa 



"0,indeedl" said the Woffington. 
" Then the next two years you shall 
do nothing else." 

" Ah, madam ! " said Triplet. 
" That passes the art, even of the 
groat comedian." 

" Does it t " said the actress, coolly. 

Liuj/. — "She is not a eome(ly 
lady. Yon don't ever cry, pretty 



Woffiiyton (ironically). — "0, of 

Lucg (confidential! j). — "Comedy 
is crying. Father cried all the time 
be was wiitinj^ his one." 

Triplet turned red as fire. 

"Hold^ur tongue," said he: "I 
was bursting with mei'rfment. Wife, 
our children talk too much ; they put 
iJieir noses into everything, and criti- 
leir own father 
Jnnataral offsi 
thevi 

" And when they take up a notion, 
Socrates could n't convince Ihflm to 
the contrary. For instance, madam, 
all this morning they thought fit to 
assume that they were starving. 

" So, we were," said Lysimaehus, 
"until the angel came; and flie deiil 
went Ibr the pie." 

" There — there — there ! Now, 
you mark my words ; wo shall never 
get that idea ont of their heads — " 

" Until," said Mrs. Wofflnglon, 
lumping a hngo cut of pic into Roxa- 
laua s plate, we pnt a very difterent 
idea into thdr stomachs." This and 
the look she cast on Mrs. Triplet 
fairly caught that good, thoogb som- 
bre personage. She giggled; pnt her 
haua to her face, and said ; " I 'm 
sura I ask your pardon, ma'am " 

It was no use; the comedian had 
determined they should all langh, 
and they were inade to laugh. Then 
she I'ose, and showed them how to 
drink healths ci fa Franpiise; imdkeen 
"" " her little admirers to touch her 
: with theirs. And the pure 
she had brought did Mrs. Ti'ip- 
let much good, too; though not so 
much as the music and sunshine of 
her fiice and voice. Then, when 
full of good food, 
and the soul of the grape tingled in 
their veins, and their souls glowed 
under her great magnetic pon'cr, she 
suddenly seized the nddl^ and showed 
them another of her enchantments. 
She put it on her knee, and played a 
tune that would have made gout, 
cholic, and phthisic dance upon their 
last legs. She played to the eye as 
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well as to the car, with sack a smart 
geetore of Clie bow, aud sitch. a, radi- 
ance of faiae aa abe looked at them, 
that whether the music came out ot 
her wooden shell, or hev horse-hair 
wand, or her bright self, seemed doubt> 
ful. They pranced on thar chairs ; 
tliej could not keep etill. Sb~ 
jumped up ; so did they. She gave 
wild Irish horroo. She put the fiddle 
in Triplet's hand, 

" The wind that shakes the barley, 
ye divil 1 " cried she. 

Triplet went Iiors de lui ; he played 
like Pa^nini, or an intoxicated de- 
mon, Woffington covered the buckle 
in galluit stylo ; she danced, the chil- 
dren danced. Triplet fiddled and 
danced, and flung his limbs in wild 
dislocation; the wineglasses danced: 
and last, Mrs. Triplet was observed 
to be bobbing ahout on her sofa, in a 
monstrons absurd way, droning out 
the tune, and playing her hands with 
mildeiijoyraeni, all to herself, Wof- 
flnglon pointed out this pantomim- 
ic soliloquy to the two boys, wiHi a 
glance tnll of fiery meaning. This 
was enough ; with a liondish yell, they 
fell npon her, and lore her, shriek- 
ing, off the sofb. And lo I when she 
was once laonehed, she danced up to 
her husband, and set to him with a 
meek deliberation that was 
ny as any part of the scene, 
the mover of all tliis slimwd 
side, and let the stone of me , 
roll, — and roll it did; tliere 
no swimming, sprawling, 
evant frisking; their feet struck the 
ground for eyery note of the fiddle, 
pat as iis echo, their faces shone, 
theii- hearts leaped, and their poor 
fiTMen natures came out, and warmed 
themselves at the glowing melody ; a 
great sunbeam hod come into their 
abode, and these human motes danced 
in it. The elder ones recovered their 
gravity first, they Sat down bi'Cath- 
less, and put their hands to their 
Iicarts ; they looked at one another, 
and then at the goddess who had rC' 
yived them. Their first feeling was 
wonder j were they the same, who, 



ten mmntcs ago, wore wcepmg to- 
gether t Yes ! ten minutes ^o they 
were ray less, -joyless, hopeless. How 
the sun was in their hearts, and sor- 
row and skhing were fled, as fogs 
disperse before 3ie god of day. It 
was magical; could a mortal play 
upon the soul of man, woman, and 
child like this 1 Happy Woffington I 
and suppose this was more Chan half 
acting, but sueh acting as Triplet 
never dreamed of; and to tjdl the 
honest, simple truth, t myself should 
not have suspected it ; bnt children 
are sharper than one would think, 
and Alcibiades Triplet toid, in after 
years, that, when they wore all dan- 
cing except the lady, ho caught sight 
of her fece, — and it was quite, quite 
grave, and even sad ; but, as oft^n as 
she saw him look at her, she smiled 
at him so gayly, — he conld n't be- 
lieve it was the same face. 

If it was art, glory bo to such art 
so worthily applied ! and honor to 
such creatures as this, that come like 
sunshine into poor men's houses, and 
drooping hearts to daylight and 



Thew 



wonder of these worthy people 
soon changed to gratitude. Mrs. 
Woffington stopped their mouths at 

" No, no I " cried she ; "ifyonreal- 
]y love me, no scenes: I hate them, 
brats to kiss me, and let 
. . „ _ must sit for my pictare 
after dinner; it is a long way to 
Bloomsbory Sqnare." 

The children needed no bidding; 
they clustered round her, and ponred 
out their innocent hearts as children 
only do. 

"I shall pray for you after father 
and mother,^' said on" 

" I shall pray fbt 
bread," said Lucy, " hi 
tho hungry till you came i 

" My poor children ! " cried Wof- 
fington, and hard to grown-up actors, 
as she called us, but sensitive to chil- 
dren, she fairly melted as she em- 
'""■accl them. 

It was at tliis precise juncture that 
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My reader now guesses whom Sir 
Charles Pomander snrprisetl more 
tlian he did Mi-a. Wofflngtoti. He 
could not for the Me of him compre- 
hend what she was doing, and ivhat 
was her ulterior oigect The nil adnii- 
rari of the fine gentleman deserted 
him, and ho gazed oi>en-nionthed, like 
the veriest chaw-bacon. 

The netrcss, nnable to extricate 
herself in a moment fiom ^ho children, 
stood there like Charitj-, in Hew Col- 
lego Chapel, wbilst the mother kissed, 
her hand, and the fether qnietlj 
dnmpad tears, libe some leaden water 
god in the middle of a fountain. 

Vane turned hot and cold bj turns, 
with joy and shame. Pomander's 
genius came lo the aid of their ombar- 
rassmont. 

" iPoUow my lead," whispered he. 
"Whati Mrs. Wofflngton hcrel" 
cried he ; then he advanced buainesa- 
like to Triplet. " We ore aware, sir, 
of yonr various taients, and are come 
to make a ilemand on them. I, sir, 

1 impaired their indeli- 









" Angli I sir I sir i " smd the grati- 

My Cup d s ho TS are walk ng 
St eta and n v Tenns s noses are 
snubbed Ion ranat sot all tiat 
Btnught on your o vn terms Mr 
T iplet 

In a ngle mo n ng all shall 
bloom nga u s 1 Wbom would ou 
w sh them to resemble n fiatnro I 
have lately been praised for my skill 
in portraiture." (Glancing at Mrs. 
WoiEngton.) 

" Oh I " said Pomander, carelessly, 
"you need not go far ftir Veuuses 
and Cupids, I suppose t " 

" I see, sir : my n-ife and childi'en. 
Thank yon, sir ; thank yoii." 

Pomander stared ; Mrs. Wofflng- 
ton laughed. 

Now it was Vane's toi'n. 



e a copy of verse 
I shall have fivi 



from yonr pen. 

pounds at your disposal for tt 

" The world has fbuud mo oui 
thought Triplet, blinded by his vi 
ty. *' The subject, air ? " 

" No matlei-," said Vaue, — " 



" O, of c 



e,itdt 



, said Triplet, witli some 
haiaear, and assuming poetic omnipo- 
tence. "Only, when one knows the 
subject, one can Bometimcs make the 
vei'Ses ajjply better." 

" Write then, since you are so con- 
fident, upon Mrs. Woffinglon." 

" Ail I that is a subject ! They 
shall be ready in an hour 1 " cried 
Trip, in whose inii^naMon Parnassus 
was a raised counter. He hod in a 
teacup some lines on Venna and Mars, 
wliich he could not bit f^el would fit 
Thalia and Croesns, or Qenius and 
Envy, equally well. "In one hour, 
sir,' said Triplet, '' the article shall 
he executed, and delivered at yonr 
honse." 

Mrs. Woifington called Vane to 
her, with an engaging smile. A 
month ago he would have hoped she 
would not have penetrated him and 
Sir Charles ; but he knew her better 
now. He came trembling, 

" Look roc in the feco, Mr. Vane," 
Slid she, gently, but firmly. 

" I cannot 1 " snid he. " How 
can I ever look you in the face 

"Ah! you disarm me 1 But I 
must strike you, or this will never 
end. Did I not promise that, 
nhen yon had earned my esteem, I 
vonid tell yon, — what no mortal 
knows, — Ernest, my whole story ? 
I delay the confession : it will cost 
me so many blushes, so many tears 1 
And yet Ihope, if yon knew all, you 
would pity and forgive me. Mean- 
time, did I ever tell you a false- 

"dno!" 

" Why doubt mc then, when I tell 
yoit that I hold all your sex clieap 
but you ? Why suspect me of Ileav- 
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en knows what, at the clietatiou 
heartless, brainless fop, — on 
word of a, Inown, liar, like the 
worlds" 

Black lightning l^hed ^'om her 
glorious eyes, as sbe administered this 
royal rebnke. Vane felt what a poor 
creature he was, nnd Ms &ee shov-^ 
snch bnrning shame and contriti , 
that he obtained his pardon without 
speaking. 

"There," said she, kindly, " douot 
let us torment one another. Iforeiv 
j^on. Let me make yon happy, Ei 
nrat. la that a great lavor to ask? 
I can moke you happier than your 
hriaihtest di'etun of happiness, if joa 
will let yourself be happy." 

Thoy r^ojned the osiers ; bat 
Tane turned his back on Pomander, 
and would not look at him. 

"Sir Charles," stud Mrs. Woffina;- 
ton, gayly ; for she scorned to admit 
the hne gentleman to the rank of a 
permanent enemy, " you will be of 
onr party, I tnia^ atdinner ? " 

" Why, no, madam ; I fear I can- 
not dve myself that pleasnre ta-day." 
Sir Charles did not choose lo swell 
the triumph. " Mr. Vane, good 
day] " said he, rather dryly. " Mr. 
Triplet — madarn — your most obe- 
dient ! " and, seif-poascased at lop, but 
at bottom ta'estfatlcn, he bowed him- 
self away. 

Sir Charles, however, on descending 
the stair and giuning the street, caught 
sight of a horsemaB, ricUng uncertain- 
ly aljout, and making his horse cur- 
Tet, to attract attention. 

He soon recognized one of his own 
hoi'ses, andnpoo it the servant he 
had left behind to dt^ that poor in- 
nocent country lady. The aeryant 
sprang off his horse and touched hia 
Imt. He informed his master that 
ho had kept with the carriage until 
ten o'clock &is morning, when he 
had ridden away from it at Bamct, 
having duly pumped the servants as 
opportunity oflered. 
" Who is she 1 " cried Sir Cimrles. 

" Wife of a Cheshire squire. Sir 
Charles," was the reply, 



" Curious ! " cried Sir Charles. " I 
wish she had no husband. No ! I 
wish she came from Shropshire," and 
he chnctled-at the notion. 

" If yoa please, Sir Charles," said 
ihe man, "is not Willoughby in 
Cheshu'e ? " 

" No," cried his master ; " it is in 
Shropshire. What! eh! IFive guin- 
eas for yon if tlrnt lady cornea from 
Willoughbji- in Shropshire." 

" That IS where she comes from 
then. Sir Charles, and she is going 
to Bloomsbury Square." 

"How long have they been luar- 

" Not more than twelve months. 
Sir Charles," 

Pomander gave the man ten guin- 
eas instead of Ave on the spot. 

Reader, it was too true I Mr. Vane 
— the good, the decent, the church- 
goer — Mr. Vane, whom Mrs. Wof- 
flngton had selected to improve her 
morals — Mr Vane ivas a married 



CHAPTER IX. 

As aeon as Pomander had drawn 
his breath and realized this discove^, 
he darted up stEurs, and, with ail the 
demure calmness he could assume, 
told Mr. Vane, whom he met descend- 



partyinBloomsbniy Square. Hethen 
flung himaeU'upon his servant's horse. 
Like lago, he saw the indistinct 
outline of a gloriona and a most ma- 
licious plot ; it lay crude in his head 
and heart at present ; thus much he 
saw clearly, that, if he cotdd time Mrs. 
Vane's arrival so that aho shonld 
pounce npon the Woffington at her 
hnaband's table, he might he present 
and enjoy the public diacomfitnre 
a man and woman who had wound- 
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ed his vanity. Bidding his 
niafce tiie best of Ms way to Blooms- 
Iraiy Square, Sir Charles galloped 
tbat direction himself, intending first 
to inquire whether Mrs. Vane was 
(trrired, and, if not, » ride towards 
IslineCon and meet her. His plan 
was froEh'ated by an accident ; gal- 
loping round a corner, his horse did 
not diange his leg cleverly, and, the 
pavement being also loose, slipped 
and (ell on bis side, throwing his nder 
upon tlie froHoir. The horse got np 
and tremhled yiolently, but was un- 
hart. .The rider lay motionless, ex- 
cept that his legs quivered on tbe 
pavement. They took him up and 
conveyed him into a dnit^st's shop, 
the master of which practised chirur- 
gery. He had tp be sent fbr; and, 
before lie coutd be found, Sir Charles 
recovered his reason, so much so, 
that when ihe chirniBeon approached 
with his fleam ta Weed him, according 
to the practice of the day, the patient 
drew his sword, and assured the otlier 
he would let ont every drop of hlood 
in his body if he touched him. 

He of the shorter but more lethal 
weapon hastily retreated. Sir Charles 
Hung a guinea on the counter, aniJ 
moiiniing his horse rode him off rath, 
er faster than before this accident. 

There was a dead silence 1 

"I believe that gentleman to be the 
Devil ! " said a fhonghtfiil by-standi 
The Crowd (it was a century ago) as- 
sented num. am. 

Sir Charles, arrived in Bloomsbury 
Square, ibund that the whole party 
was assembled. He therefbra ordered 
his servant to parade before the door, 
and, if he saw Mrs. Vane's carriage 
enter the Sqnai'e,- to let him know, if 

Csible, before she shonld reach the 
ise. On . entering he learned that 
Mr. Vane and his guests wei'e in the 
garden (a very fine one), and joined 
them there. 

Mrs. Vane demands another chap- 
ter, in which I will tell the reader 
who she was, and what escuse her 
husband had for his liaison with Mar- 
garet Woffington. 



CHAPTER X. 

Mabrl Chester was the beauty 
and toast of South Shropshire. She 
bad refused the hand of half the 
country squires in a circle of some doz- 
en miles, till at last Mr. Vane became 
her suitor. Beddes a handsome face 
and person, Mr. Vane had accom- 
plishments his rivals did not possess. 
He read poetry to her on mossy 
banks an hour before stinsGt, and 
awakened sensibilities which her oth- 
er suitors shocked, and they them. 

The lovely Mabel had a taste for 
beauljftil things, withoiit any excess 
of that severe quality called judg- 

I will explain. If you or I, reader, 
had rend to her in the artcmoon, 
amidst the smell of roses and eglan- 
tine, the chirp of the maris, the hum 
of bees, the twinkling of bulterflies, 
and tiie tinkle of distant sheep, some- 
thing that combined all these sights, 
and sonnds, and smells, — Bay Mil- 
ton's masical pictore of Eden, p. l., 
lib. 3, and after that " Triplet on 
Kcw," she would have instantly pro- 
nounced in favor of " Eflen " ; but if 
we had read her " Milton," and Mr. 
Vnue had road her " Triplet," she 
wonid have as unhesitatingly pre- 
ferred " Kew " to " Paradise?' 

She was a true daughter of Eve ; 
the la^, who, when an angel was 
telling her and her husband the tinths 
of heaven in heaven's oivn mnsie, 
slipped away into the kitchen, because 

"' referi'ed ' '" "" '" 

and, en 

When her mother, who guarded 
Mabel like a dragon, told her Mr. 
Vane was not rich, enough, and she 
really must not give him so many op- 
portunities, Mabel cried and embraced 
the dragon, and said, " O mother I " 
The dragon, finding her ferocity dis- 
solring, tried to shake her. ofi^ btit the 
goose would cry and embrace the 
dragon till it melted. 

By and by Mr. Vane's uncle died 
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suddenly aud left him the great Sto- 
ken Chnrch estato, and n tmnb full 
of Jacobuses and Queen Anne's guin- 
eas, — his own hoard and his father's, 
— then the dragon spake comfOL'tably 
and said : — 

"My chilfl, ho is now the richest 
man in Sliropshire. He will not 
think of you now ; so steel your 
heart." 

Then Mabel, contrary to all expec- 
tations, did not cry ; but, with flash- 
ing cheek, pledged her life upon Ei^ 
nest's love and honor. And Ernest, 
as soon as the fnneral, &c., left him 
free, gnlloped lo Mabel, to Wk of our 
good fortune. The dragon had done 
him injustiee ; thaC wss not his weak 
point. So tliey were married! and 
they were very, very happy. Bat, one 
month after, the dragon died, and that 
was thwr first grief ; bnt they bore it 
together. 

And Vane was not like the other 
Shropshire Bijuh'es. His idea of pleas- 
 uce was soraething his wife con!d 
ebare. He still rode, walked, and sat 
wiHl her, and read to her, and com- 
posed songs for her, and about her, 
which she played and sang prettily 
enough, in her quiet, lady-like way, 
and in avoieeof honey dropping from 
the comb. Then she kept a keen eye 
upon Mm; and, when she discovereil 



It of a. 






on-pudding the dragon liad originated, 
she always made this pudding herself, 
and she never told her husband she 

The first seven months of their 
marriage was more like blue sky than 
hroivn earth ; and if any one bad lold 
Mabel that hor hosbanif was amorial, 
and not an angel, sent to hei', 
that her days and nights might be 
unmixed, uninteiTupted heaven, she 
conld hardly have realiieiJ the infor- 

Wben a vexaWona litigant began to 
contest the will by wliich Mr. Vane 
wiis Lorf of Stokan Chiu-ch, and Mr. 



the proper means" of defeating this at- 
tack, Mrs. Vane would gla5ly have 
componnded by givhig tno man two 
or three thousand acres, or the whole 
estate, if he would u't take less, not to 
rob her of bcr husband for a month ; 
but she was docile, as she was anu> 
rons; so she cried (ont of sight) a, 
weak ; and let lier darling go, with 
evei'y misgiving a loving heart could 
have ; but one 1 and that one her own 
heart told her was impossible. 

The month rolled away, — no symp- 
tom of a return. Soi &n, Mr. Vane 
was not, in fact, to blame ; but, to- 
wai'ds the end of the next month, 
business became a convenient excuse- 
When iJiree months had passed, Mrs- 
Vane became unhappy. She thought 
he too must feel the separation. She 
offered to come ta him. He answered 
uncandidly. He urged the length, the 
fatigue of the journey. She was si- 
lenced; but aomo time later she be- 
gan to take a new view of his objec- 
tions. "He is Eo self-denying," swd 
she. " Deal' Emeet; he longs for me ! 
but he thinks it selfish to let me trav- 
el so fer alone to see him." 

Full of this idea, she yielded to her 
love. She made her prepara^ons, and 
wrote to him, that, if he did not forbid 
her pei'cmptorily, he must expect to 
see her at his breakfast-table In a very 
few days. 

Mr. Vane concluded this was a jest, 
and did not answer this Icttei- at all. 

McB. Vane started. She travelled 
with all speed ; bnt, coming to a halt 

at , she wrote to her husband 

that she counted on being with him at 
four of tlie dock on Thursday. 
' This letter preceded her arrival by 
a few hours. It was put into his 
hand at the same time with a not« 
ft«ra Mrs. Wofflnglou, telling hiui 
she should be at a rehearsal at Covent 
Garden. Thinking his. wife's letter 
would keep, he throw it on one side 
into a sort of a tray ; and, after a hur- 
ried breakfast, went out of his house 
to the theatre. He returned, as we 
areawarejWithMiB. Woffington; and 
also, at her request, with ftfr. Gibber, 
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for whom they callcJ on iTieii' way. 
He liad foi'eoiteii his wife's letter, 
ani wa9 entirely occupied with hie 
guests- 
Sir Charles PomaniJer Joined ihcm, 
and fbund Mr. ColiindjDi*, the head 
domestic of the London establish- 
ment, cutting with apair of scissors 
every flower Mrs. Woffington fan- 
cied, that lady liiiTing a passion fbr 
flowers. 

Colander, (Inriog his temporary 
sence from the interior, had nppomted 
James Burdock to keep the honse, aaA 
receive the two remaining ga^ta, 
Bhoiild they nrrive. 

This James Bnnlock was a &itbful 
old country servant, who had come up 
with Mr. Vane, but left his heart at 
Willoughby. James Burdock had 
fbr some time been ruminating, find 
his conclusion was, that his mistress, 
iMiss Mahel (as by force of habit he 
called her), was not treated as she de- 
served. 

Burdock had been imported into 
Mr. Vane's fkmily by Mabel ; he had 
carried her in his arms when she was 
a child ; he had held her apon & don- 
key when she was a little girl ; and 
when she became a woman, it v"° ^'■ 
who taught her to stand dose 
hors and rive him her foot and 
s ng while be lifted her sleadily but 
E ron y nto her saddle, and, when 
h t wta he who had inst/ncted 
it a machine. 



tha gal oping tire 
hat galloping it c 
hammers it to pier' 
girl," tJiought Jan 



1 the hard road 
, " I taught the 
^ , ^ within himself. 

This honest silver-haired old fellow 
seemed so ridiculous to Colander, the 
smooth, superciliona Londoner, that 
he deigned sometimes to convci'se 
with James, in order to qain him. 
This very morning they had bad a 



"Poor Miss Mabel I dear heart. A 
twelvemonth married, and nigh six 
months of it a widow, or nest door." 

" We writs to her, James, and en- 
terttun her replies, which are at con- 
siderable lengUi." 



"Ay, but we don't read 'cm!" 
said James, with an uneasy glance at 

" Invariably, at our leisure; mean- 
lime wo mate ourselves happy 
amongst the wits and the sirens." 

"And she do make others happy 
among the poor and the ailing." 

" Which shows," said Colander, 
Bupei'ciliousI)', "the difleraiee of 

Burdock, whose eye had never been 
off his mistress's handwritjng, at last 
took it np and said ; " Master Colan- 
der, do if ye please, air, take this into 
master's dressing-room, do now? " 

Colander looked down on the mis- 
sive with dilating ejre. " Not a bill, 
James Burdock, said ht reproach- 
fully. 

"A bill I bless ye, no. A letter 

No, the dog would not take it in to 
his master ; and poor James, with a 
si^, replaced it in the Iray. 

This James Burdock, then, was 
left in charge of the hall by Colan- 
der, and it so happened, that the 
change waa hardly efffectecl, before a 
hurried knocking came to the street 

" Ay, ay ! " grumbled Burdock, " I 
thought it would not be long. Lon- 
don tor knocking and ringine all day, 
and ringing and knocking all night. 
He openea the door reluctantly and 
suspiciously, and in darted a lady, 
whose features were concealed by a 
hood. She glided aci-osa Hie hall, as if 
she was making for some point, and 
old James shumed afier her, erring : 
" Stop, stop ! young woman. What 
is your name, young woman t " 

" Why, James Burdock," cried the 
lady, removing her hood, " have you 
forgotten your mistress 1 " 

''^Mistress I Why, Miss Mabel, I 
ask your pardon, madam, — here, 
John, Maiseiy I " 

" Hush I cried Mrs. Vane. 

But where are your trunks, 

missf And where 'a the coach, and 

Darby and Joan ? To think of their 

di'awing you all the way here ! I 'II 
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" Yes, ma'am," suid James, look- 
ing down, 

"I left the old stnpiil coach at 
Islii^ton, James. The something; — 
pin was loose, or I don't know what. 
Could I w^t two hours there ? So I 
came on by myself; you wicked old 
maQ, you let me talk, and don't tell 
me bow he is." 

" Master is main w 
^ank yon," said old 
fueeil and nneasy. 

" But is he happy ? 
Is. Are wB not to moet to-day after 
six months f Ah ! hut nsTOr mind, 
they urc gone by." 

" Lord bless her 1 " thought the 
fiuthfnl old fellow. " If sitting down 
and crying could help her, I would n't 
be long." 

By 3iis time they were in the ban- 
queting-Toom, and aE 
there Mabel gave a 
colored.- "O, he 
friends to mi^e acquaintance. I had 
rather we had beau alone all this day 
and to-morrow. But he must not 
know that. No ; hii friends are n^ 
friends, and sh^I be too," thought 
the coantrywite. She then glanced 
with some misgiving at her travelHng 
attire, and wished she had brought 
one trank with her. 

"James," said she, "where is my 
room 1 And, mind, I forbid you to 



le pi'eparatiotis 

art; she then 

invited 



"Tonr 


■oom 


Miss Mabel? 




"Well. 


any 


room where there is 


'"M. 


iss and water." 
n went to a doo 


which 


opened in fact on a short 
leading to a room occupied 
Vane himself. 


rE 


. "^o- " 




cried Jam^. 


" Tiiat 



I, old n 



But stay ; 



" No ma'am ; he is in flio garden, 
with a power of fine folks." 

" Thoy shall not see me till I have 
made myself a little more decent," 
said the yonng beauty, who knew at 
bottom how httle comparatively the 
color of her dress could affect her ap- 



d Mr. Vane s 



pearancc, and si 
door and glided ir 

Bnrdock's first determination was, 
in spile of her injunction, to leil Co- 
lander ; but on reflection he argued ; 
" And then what will they do ? They 
will put their heads together, and de- 
ceive ua some other way. Ho '. " 
thought James, with a touch of spite, 
" we shall see how thoy will all look." 
He ai^ued iJso, that, at sight of his 
beautifiil wife, his master must come 
to his senses, and the Colander tac- 
tion be defeated ; and perhaps, by the 
mercy of Providence, Colander him- 
stUt taraed ofF. 

Whilst ilms ruminating, a thnnder- 
ing knock at the door almost knocked 
him oflf his legs. " There ye go 
again," sail he, and went angrily to 
the door. This time it was Hunsdon, 
who was in a desperate hurry to see 

" Whei'e ia Sir Charles Pomander, 
my honest fellow 1 " said he. 

" In the garden, mj Jack-a-dandy I " 
said Bardock, furiously. 

("Jlonest fellow," among servants, 
implies some moral inferiority.) 

In the garden went Hunsion. His 
master — all whose senses woi'C play- 
ing sentinel — saw him, and left th " 









in the house, sir." 

" Good ! Go, — vanish ! " 

Sir Charles looked into the ban- 

quetroom ; the haunch was being 

placed on the table. He returned 

with tho information. He burned to 

bring husband and wife together ; he 

~ <nnted each second lost that post- 

med this [tu him) thrilling joy, 0, 

)w happy he was ! — happier than 

e serpent, when he saw Eve's white 

teeth really strike into the apple I 
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"Shall T 









" If you pli 
gravelj. 

Colander ran down a by-path 
an immense bonqneE, which hi 
ranD:e<l for Mrs. Wofiiogtoii in a, 
at Mr. Vane's left hand. He then 
threw open the windows, which were 
on the trench plan, and shut within 
a. foot of the lawn. 

The muidciaus in the arbor stniek 
np, and the company, led by Mr. 
Vane and Mrs. wofflnglon, entered 
tlie room. And a clinrming room it 
■was I — light, lofty, and lai^e, — 
adorned in the Srench way widi white 
and gold. Tlie table was an exact 
oval, and at it everybody coiJd hear 
what any one said ; an excellent " " 
rangement where ideaed guests o 
are admitted, — which is another 
cellent arrangement, though I see 
>le don't think so. 

as luxurious and ele- 

les ; each was a Jonne- 
undeniabJc delicacy, 
beaaiiful, the plates 
silver: the flowers rose like walls 
from the taWe ; the plate massive and 
glorious ; roao-water in the hand- 
glasses ; music crept in from the gar- 
den, delicionsly . subdued into what 
seemed a natural sound. A broad 
stream of southern sun gushed in 
fieiv gold through the open window, 
and, like a rcd^iot rainbow, danced 
through the stained glass above it. 
Existence was a thing to bask in, — 
in such a place, and so liappy an 

The ^neste were Quin, Mrs. Clive, 
Mr. Cibber, Sir Charles Pomander, 
Mrs. 'WolHngton, and Messrs. Soaper 
and SnaJ.^, critics of the day. This 
pair, with wonderfol sagacity, had ar- 
rived from the street as the haunch 
came from the kitchen. Good-humor 
reigned; some cuts passed, but, as the 
parties professed wit, ihey gave and 

Quin carved the haunch, and was 



peopio 

The repast 
gant. Then 
unmeaning d 
SoHcfe, — a- 
The glass v 



and his 



happy ; Soapcr and Snarl eating thg 
same, and drinking Toqtiay, were 
mellowed and niitigated into human 
flesh. Mr. Vane and Mrs. Wofling- 
ton were happy ; he, because his con- 
science was asleep ; and she, because 
she felt nothing now could shake W 
hold of Mm. Sir Chnrles tvas in a 
sort of mental chuckle. His head 
bnmed, his bones ached ; hut iio was 
in a sort of nervous delight. 

" Whope is she ? " thought he. 
" What wiil she do T Will she send 
her maid with a note ! How bine he 
will look ! Or will she eome herself 1 
She is a country wife ; there must be 
a scene. O, why doesn't she coma 
into this room 1 She must know wa 
are here ] is she watching some- 
His brain became pnzded, 
I senses were sharpened (o a 
he was all eye, ear, and expeo- 
and this was why he was the 
only one to hear a veiy slight sound 
behind the door we have menlioned, 
and next to perceive a lady's glove 
Iving close to that door, Mabel had 
dropped it in her retreat. Futllng 
this and that together, be was led to 
hope and believe she was there, mak- 
ing her toilet, perhaps, and her ar- 
rival at present unknown. 

"Do you expect no one else!" 
siud he, with feigned carelessness, to 
Mr. Vane. 

"Ho," said Mr. Vane, with real 
carelessness. 

"It must be sol "What fortune ! " 
thought Pomander, 

Soaper. " Mr. Cibber loolcs no older 
than he did five years ago." 

Snarl. " There was no room on his 
face for a fresh wrinkle." 

Soyyer, "Hel he! Nay, Mr. Snarl: 
Mr. Qbber is like old port; the more 
ancient he grows, the more delicious 
hisporfnme?' 

Stmrl. "And the crustier he gets." 

Clivc. "Mr. Vane, yon should al- 
ways separate those two. Snarl, by 
hiinself, is just supportable ; but, when 
Soapw paves the way with his hypo- 
critical prtuse, the pair are too much; 
they are a two-edged sword." 
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Woji/iijlon. "Wanting notliing but 
polish niiu point." 

Vane, " Genclemen, we abandon 
jour nwghbor, Mr. Quin, to yuii." 
. Qitin. " Thej know bettor. Iftliey 
don't teep a civil tongne in tlieir 
heads, no Kit goes from here to them." 

(Siber. " An, Mr. Vane ; this room 
is deliglitjal ; but it mnkes me Eiid. 
I know this ioviao in Lorf Loi^ua- 
Tille'fl time; an unrivalled gallant, 
Peggy. Ton may jnst remember 
him, Sir Charles ? '* 

Pomander (with his eye on a cer- 
tain door). " Yes,, yes ; a gouty old 
fellow." 

Gibber flred up. " I wish you may 
erer be like him. O the beauty, the 
wit, the twiifs-soMocra that used to be 
herel Eongiioville was a groat crea- 
ture, Mr. Vauo. I havo known him 
ifiilei-tain a fine lady in this room, 
M'hile her rival was fretting and 
fuining on the other side ct that 

" Ah, indeed ! " said Sir Charles. 
"More shame for him," said Mr. 

Here was luck I Pomander seized 
this opportanity of tnrainff the con- 
. — ., ]^g object. With ft mali- 



cious twinkle in his oye, he inqaireHi 
of Mr. Gibber what made Mm ikuEy 
tlio house had lost its virtue in Mr. 
Vane's hands. 

" Because," said Cibber, peevisMy, 
"you all want the true saomr faire 
nowadays, beoanso there ia no juste 
milieu, yonng gentlemon. The young 

..,._. .1 .1.. ». 3 j^ij either — 

, like youn 
, like our worthy 
Tho old gentleman's face and man- 
ners were like those of a patriarch, 
regretting the general decay of virtue, 
not l^e imaginary diminution of a 
single vice. He concluded with a 
si^h, that, " The true preax des domes 
ytiat out with ^e full perimg; stap 
my vitals ! " 

"Abit of fat, Mr.Cibber?" said 
Quia, whose jofais were not polished. 

"Jemmy, thou art a brute," was 
tho reply. 



61 



" You refuse, 

"No, sir I" said Cibber, with dig- 
nity ; " I occepi." 
Pomiuidoi''s eye was over on tha 

" The old are so nnjust to the 
yonns," said he. *' Yon pretend that 
tlio Deluge washed away iniquity, 
and that a rake is a fossil. What," 
said he, leaning as it were on eveiy 
word, "if I bet you a cool hundred, 
that Tane has a petticoat in timt 
room, and that Mrs. Woffington shall 
nnearth her?" 

The malicious dog thought this was 
the surest way to ^et a dramatic ex- 
posure ; bccanse, if Peggy found Ma- 
bel to all appearances concealed, Peg- 
gy would scold hor, and betray her- 
self. 

"Pomander!" cried Vane, in 
great heat ; then, checking himself, be 
said coolly: "but you dl know Po- 
mander," 

" None of you," replied that gentle- 
man. " Biing a chair, sir," said he, 
authoritatively, to a servant; who, of 



is I" 

" It is for tho lady," said he, coolly. 
Then, leaning over the table, he said 
to Mrs. Woffington, with an impu- 
dent affectation of friendly understand- 
ing : " I ran her to earth in this house 
not ton minutes a^o. Of course I 
don't know who she is ! But^" smack- 
ing Mb lips, " a rustic Amaryllis, 
breathing ali May-bnds and Meadow- 
sweet.'*' 

"Havo her out, Peggy 1" shouted 
Gibber. " I know the run, — there 'a 
I Hark, forward I Ha, ha, 
ha ] " 

Mr. Vane rose, and, with a stem- 

issthat brought tho old bean np with 

mn, he s«d : " Mr. Cibber, age and 

infirmity are privileged ; but for you. 

Sir Charles — " 

Don't be angry," interposed Mrs. 
Woffington, whose terror was lest he 
should quarrel with so practised a 
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swopdsnitin. " Don't you see il 
jest I and, aa might be expected 
poor Sir Charles, a very sony oi 

"A jeatl" said Vane, white with 
rage. " Let it bo no fnrlher, or it 
will be earnest! 

Mrs. Woffington placed her hand 
on bia shonlder, and at that tonch he 
InstsHtly jielded, and sat down. 

It was at this moment, when Sir 
Chmles iband himself for the pr 
baffled, — for he eonld no longer press 
hie point, and Benrch that ro — 
when die attention of all was d 
to a dispute, which, for a moment, had 
looked like a qaarpel; whilst Mrs. 
Wofflngton'a hand still lingered, ss 
only a woman's hand can linger in leav- 
ing the shoulder of the man she loves ; 
it was at this moment the door opened 
of ilS own accord, and a most beauti- 
ful woman stood, with a light step, 
upon the threshold I 

Nobody's back was to her, except 
Mr. Vane's. Every eye, but bis, was 
Epell-bound upon her. 

Mrs. Woningtou vrithdrew her 
hand, as if a s<^orpion had touched 

A stupor of astonishment fall on 
them all. 

Mr. Vane, se^ng the direction of 
all their eyes, slewed himself round in 
his chair into a most awkward posi- 
tion, and when he saw the lady, he 
was utterly dtimfounded I But she, 
as soon as he turned his face her way, 
glided np to him, wiUi a litUe half- 
sigh, half-cry of ioy, and, taking him 
round the neck, kissed liim delicions- 
ly, while every eye at the table met 
every other eye in turn. One or two 
of the men rose ; K>r the lady's beauty 
was as worthy of homage as her ap- 
pearing was marvellous. 

Mrs. Woffington, (do astonished for 
emotion to take any definite shape, 
said, in wliat seemed an ordinary 
tone; "Who is this ladyi" 

" I am his wife, madam," said 
Mabel, in the voice of a skylark, and 
smiling friendly on the questioner, 

" It is my wife ! " said Vane, like a 
Epeakiug-macliine ; he iv as scarcely in 



a conscious state. " It is my wife 1 " 
he repeated, mechanically. 

The words were no sooner out of 
Mabel's mouth than two servants, 
who had never heard of Mrs. Vane 
before, liaai*ined to place on Mr. 
Vane's right hand the choir Poman- 
der had provided, a plate and napkin 
were there in a twinkling, and the 
wife modestly, but as a matter of 
course, conrtesied low, with an air of 
welcome to all her guests, and then 
glided inlo Hie seat her serranis obse- 
qniously placed for her. 

The whole thing did not take hfJf 



CHAPTER XL 

Me. Vanb, besides being a rich, 
■was a magnificent man ; when his 
features were iii repose theii- beau- 
^ had a wise and stately character. 
Soaper and Snarl had admired and 
bitterly envied him. At the present 
moment no one of his guests envi«d 
him, — they began to renlize his posi- 
tion. And he, a hngewheel of shame 
and remorse, began t» turn and whir 
before his eyes. He sat between two 
European beauties, and, pale and 
red lyy turns, shunned the eyes of 
both, and looked down at his plate in 
a cold sweat of humiliatiOD, mortifica- 
tion, and shame. 

The iron passed through Mrs. 
Woffington's soul. So ! this was a 
villain too, the greatest villain of all, 
— a hypocrite! She turned very 
faint, but she was under an enemy's 
eye, and under a rival's ; the thought 
drove the Mood back from her heart, 
and with a mighty eflbrt she was 
Wofiington again. Hitherto her liai- 
son with Mr. Vane had called up the 
better part of her nature, and perhaps 
our reader has been taking' her for a 
good woman ; but now all her dregs 
were stirred to the snrtiice. The mor- 
tified actress gulled by a novice, the 
wronged and insulted woman, had but 
two thoughts ; to defeat her rival, — 
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fo bo revenged on her fills 
More tlmn one sharp spasm passed 
gver her featuros before she could 
master tUem, and tlien she become 
smiles abore, ■vrarmwood and red-hot 
Bteel below, — all in less than half a 
miiiute. 

As for the others, looks of keen in- 
telligence passed between them, and 
they ■wat<&ed ivith burning interest 
for the d^ouemeitl. That interest was 
BtroQger than their sense of the comi- 
cality of all this (for the himiorous 
view of what passes before our eyes 
comes upon cooJ refleclJon, not often 
(It the time). 

Sir Chailca, indeed, who had fbre- 
seen some of this, wore a demme 
look, belied by his glittering eye. 
He oflered Gibber snnff, and the two 
satirical animals grinned orer the 
snnff-box, like a malidons old ape 
and a mischievons yonng monkey. 

The new-comer was charming ; she 

IS abore the middle height, of a full, 



thoi^h araceful flgnre, her abundant, 

E lossy, bright brown hair glittered 
ere and there like gold in the light ; 



fihe had a snowy brow, eyes of iJie 
profoundest blue, a cheek like a 
peach, and a ftco beaming candor and 
goodness ; the character of ber conn- 
tonaneo resembled " the Queen of the 
May," in Mr. Leslie's famous picture, 
more than any face of our day I can 
call to mind. 



"Yon 






angry 
this silly trick? " Baid she, with 
jnisgmng. "After all I am only two 
hours before my time ; yon know, 
dearest^ I said four in my letter, — did 

Vane stammered. What coiUd ho 

" And you have liad three days to 
prepare you, for I wrote, like a 
good wife, 10 ask leave before start- 
ing; but he never so much as an- 
swered my letter, madam." (This 
she addressed l« Mrs. Woffington, 
who smiled by main force.) 

"Why," stammered Vane, "could 
yon doubt ^ I — I — " 

" JJo I Sflence was consent, was it 



not? But I beg your pardon, ladies 
and gentlemen, I hope yon will for- 
give me. It is six months i' " 




magined that 



" What, Ernest did not toll you he 



No ! He told as this banquet w 
in honor of a lady's first visit to i 
house, bat n< 
lady to be hi 

Vane began to writhe under that 
temble tongoe, whose point hitherto 
had over been turned away fi'om Mm. 

" Ho intended f o steal a march on 
ns," said Pomander, dryly ; " and, 
with your help, we steal one on 
him " ; and he smiled maliciously on 
Mrs. WofSngton. 

" But, madam," s^d Mr. Quia, 



tt be ready. 



which, I 3i_ .... 
Pass her plate I ' 

" Not at present, Mr. Quin," said 
Mr. Vane, Wfily. " She is about 
to retire and change her travelling- 

" Tes, dear ; but, you forget, I am 
a stranger to your friends. Will you 
not introduce roe to tbem first?" 

" No, no ! " cried Vane, in trepida.- 
tion. "It is not usual to introduce 
in the beau tiumde.'^ 

"We always introduce onrsdves," 
rgoined Mrs. WotHngton; and she 
rose sIowIt, irith her eye on Vane. 
He cast a look of abject entreaty on 
her ; but there was no pity in that 
curling Jip and awful eye. He dosed 
' "" own eyes, and watted for the Mow. 
Charles threw himself back in his 
chair, and, chnokling, prepared for the 
— ilosiou. Mrs. Woffington saw Mm, 
L east on him a look of ineffable 
m; and then she held the whole 
company fluttering a longwhiie. At 
length : " The Honorable Mrs. Quick- 
ly, madam," s^d she, indicating Mrs. 
Clive. 
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This turn took Ihcm. nil bj aurpiise. 
Pomander bit his lip. 

"Sir John Brute — " 

" Falstsff," cried Qnin; "hang it. 

" Sii-JohnBintcFalstaff/'reBumed 
Mrs. Woffington. "We call him, 
for brevi^, BrnW." 

Vane drew a long breath. " Your 
neighbor is Lord Foppington ; a but- 
tei'fly of some staniling, and a litlle 
gouty. 

" Hir Charles Pomander." 

"0," cried Mrs. Vane. "It is the 
good gentleman who helped us out 
of tbe slough, near Huntingdon. Er- 
nest, if it had not been for this gen- 
tleman, I should not have had the 
pleasure of being here now." And 
she beamed on the good Pomandei 

Mr. Vane did not rise and embrace 
Sir Chailes, 

" All the company tlianka the 
good Sir Charles," said Cihber, bow- 
ing. 

"I see it in all their faces," said 
the good Sir Charles, diyly. 

Mrs. Woffington continued ; " Mr. 
Soaper, Mr. Snarl ; gentlemen who 
would butter and slice up thoir own 
fathei-s!" 

" Bless mo 1 " cried Mrs. Vane, 
ftuntly. 

"Critics!" And she dropped, as 
it wei'e, the word drjly, with a sweet 
smile, into Mabel's plaie. 

Mrs. Vane wng relieved; she had 
apprehended cannibals. London 



hS5 1 



; her 1 



< fall of c 



" Bat yourself, madam t " 

" I am the Lad; Bettf Modish ; at 

A four-inch grin went round the 
table. The dramatical old rascal. 
Gibber, began now to look at it aa a 
bit of genteel comedy ; and slippd 
oat bis nole-book under the table. 
Pomander carsed her ready wit, 
which had disappointed him of his 
calastrophe. Vane wrote on a slip of 
paper; "Pity and respect the inno- 
cent! "and passed it to Mrs. Wof- 
fington. He could not hnve done a 



f mjnd 



hmg. 



"And now, Ernest," cried Miihel, 
" for the news fiom Willonghby." 

Vane stopped her in dismay. Ho 
felt how many satirical eyes and ears 
were upon hhn and his wife. "Pray 
go and thange your dress first, Ma- 
bel," cried ho, ftilly determined that 
on her return she should not find the 
present party there. 

Mrs. Vane cast an imploring look 
on Mrs. Woflington, "My things 
are not come," said she. "And, 
Lady Botty, I had so much to tell 
him, and to be sent away " ; and lie 
deep l)Iuo eyes began to fill. 

Now Mrs. Woffington was de- 
termined that this lady, who she saw 
was simple, should disgust her hus- 
band, fay talking twaddle before ft 
band of satirists. So she said warm- 
ly: "It is not fair on us. Pray, 
madam, your budget of conntry 
news. Clouted cieam so seldom 
comes (0 London quite fresh." 

" There, you see, Ernest," said 
the unsuspidons soul. " Pirst, you 
must know that Gray Gillian is 
turned out for a brood mare, go old 
Gcroge won't let me ride her; old 
servants ore eucli tyrants, my lady. 
And my Barbary hen has laid two . 
eggs ; Heaven knows iJie trouble wa 
had to bring her to it. And Dame 
Best, tJiat is my husband's old nurse, 
"''■■, has had souj 

Hall every day; and 

i; sue viuiit so far aS tO say it was 

altogether a bad pudding. She 

ot a very gratoful woman, in a 

general way, poor thing ! I made it 

with these hands." 

Vane writhed. 

"Happy pudding!" observed Mr. 
Cibber. 

" la this mockeiy, dr t " cried Vane, 

ith a sudden burst of irritation. 

"No, sir; it is gallantly," replied 
Cibber, with perfect coolness. 

"Will you hear a litdo music in 
Ihe garden 1" said Vane to Mrs, 
Woffington, pooh-poohing his wife's 
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"Bast, my lady." 

"Ay, and Ernest is very fond of 
lior, too, when he is at home. She is 
in her nice new cottage, dear; bnt 
she misses the draughts liiit were in 
her old one, — they were lite old 
irienda. ' The only ones I haye, I 
tJiinking,' snid the dear cross < 
thing; and there stood I, on 1 
floor, with a flannel petticoat io be ._ 
hands, that I had made for her, ojid 
mined my finger. Look else, mj 
Lord Foppington 1 " She est* ' ' 
a hand the color of cream. 

" Permit me, madam ? " taking 
out Ma glasses, with which he ' 
spected her finger; and gravely 
nouGced to the company ; " ' 
laceration is, in 6ct, diaeemible. May 
I be permitted, madam," added he, 
" to kiss this feir hand, irhich I 
shonld never have sospeeted of hav- 
ing ever made itself half so nse- 



slightjy, "yoa shall, 
so old] but I don't say for a young 
gentleman, nnless it was the 
-that belongs to me ; and he does 

" My dear Mabel ; pray 
we are not at Willonghby." 

" I see wo are not, Ernest." And 
the dovelike eyes filled brimful ; and 
all lioc innocent pratUe was put an 

" What brutes men are," thought 
Mrs. Woffington. "They are not 
worthy even of a fool like this." 

Mr. Vane once more pressed her 
to hear a little music in the gai'den ; 
and this time she consenlm. Mr. 
Vane was far from beings unmoved 
by his wife's arrival, and her ti'ne af- 
fection, Bat she worried him; he 
wns ansious, above aU things, to es- 
cape from his present position, and 
separate iJie rival queens ; and this 
was the only way he conld see to do 
it. He whispered Mabel, and bade 
her Eomeivhat pei'emptorily rest her- 
self for an hour after her journey, and 



! entered the garden with Mrs. Wof- 



fingtoi 

Sow the other gentlemen admired 
Mrs. Vane the most. She was new. 
She was as lovely, in her way, as Peg- 

E; audit was the younjt May-mom 
luty of the countir. They forgave 
her simplicity, and even her goodnras, 
on account of her beauty; men are 
not severe jud^ of heaviliful women. 
They all solicited . her to come >vith 
them, and be the qneen of the garden. 
But the good wife was ofedient. 
Her lord had lo!d her she was fe- 
tigued ; so site said slie was tired. 

" Mr. Vane's garden will lack Ha 
sweetest and feirest flower, madam," 
cried Gibber, "if we leave you 






" Nay, my lord, there a 
than ir 

"Poor.Quin!" cried Kitty Clive; 
" to have to leave the alderman's walk 
for the garden-walk." 

' gi'et," s^< 

ly, "is thi 

It carving for Mra. Vane," 

"" Bverygood, Sir John; I 



I they T 



all . 



could n't help sighing. It almost 
seemed as if everybody waa kinder to 
her than he whose kindness alone slie 
vtdued. "And he must take Lady 
Betty's hand instead of mine," thought 
she. "But that is good breeding, I 
sappose. I wish there was no such 
thing ; we are very happy without it 
in Shropshire." Then this poor lit- 
tle soul was ashamed of herself, and 
took herself to task. "Poor Ernest," 
slie, pitying the wrong-Joer, like 

ok 

Then she sighed ; her heart i: 
eeivod a damp. His voice seemea 
changed, and be did not meet her eyes 
with the look he wore at Willoughby. 
She looted tiiiiidly into the garden. 
She saw the gay colors of beaiix, as 
well as of belles, — tor in these days 
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broadcloCfa. had not displaced eilk and 
velvet, — glancing and sliining among 
the trees ; and sue sighed, but, pres- 
ently brightening np a little, she said; 
" I will go and see tliat the coffbe is 
hot and cl«ai', tnd the chocolate well 
mixed for them." Tlie pooc cliild 
wanted to do something to please lier 
husband. Befom she could carry out 
this act of domestic virtue, htr atten- 
tion was drawn to a strife of tongues 
in the liall. She opened the folding- 
doora, and there was a fine gentleman 
obstructing the entrance of a sombre, 
rusty figure, with a portfolio and a 
manuscript under each arm. 

The fine gentleman was Colander. 
The seedy personage was the eternal 
Triplet, come to make hay with his 
five-foot rule while the sun shone. 
Colander had opened h d h in 

and he had i>hot inl h Th 

m^or-domo obstructed h iar h 
entrance of such a co 

" I tell yon my n te n 

at home," remonatr ed m 

" How can yoa ea ncd Mrs 

Tane, in sarprise, ' wh y k w 
ha is in the garden ? " 

" Simpleton ! " thought Colander. 

" Shoiv the gentleman in." 

" Gentleman I " muttered Colan- 

Triplet thanked her for her conde- 
scension ; he would wait for Mr. 
"Vane in the hall. " I came by ap- 
pointmant, madam ; this is the only 
excuse for the importunity yoa hare 
just witnessed." 

Hearing this, Mrs. Vane dismissed 
Colander to inform his master. Co- 
lander bowed lofHly, and walked into 
the servants' hall without deigning to 
take the last proposition into consid- 

" Come in hero, sir," said Mabel ; 
" Mr. Vane will come as soon as he 
can leave his company." Triplet en- 
tered in a series of obsequious jerks. 
" Sit dmvn and rest you, sir." And 
Mrs, Vane seated herself at the table, 
and motioned ivith her white hand to 
Triplet to sit beside her. 



Triplet bowed, and sat on the edge 
of a chair, and smirked and dtopped 
his portfolio, and instantijr begged 
Mrs. Vane's pardon ; in taMng it up. 



and absurd excuse 
his eye fell on the baunch ; it straight- 
way dilated to an enonnons she, and 
he became suddenly silent and ab- 
sorbed in contemplation. 
" Tou look sadly tired, sir." 
"Why, yes, madam. It is a long 
way from Lambeth Walk, anil it is. 

Cing hot, madam." He took his 
ikcrcliief otit, and was about to 
wipe his brow, bnt returned it hastily 
to nis pocket. " 1 beg your pardon, 
madam," said Triplet, whose ideas of 
biijeding, though apoculafive, were 
evere, " I foi^t myself." 
Mabel looked at him, and colored, 
nd slightly hesitated. At last she 
aid : "I'll be bound you came in 
iioh a huny ym foigot — you must 
't be angry wifh me — to have your 



intelligence ! ' 

-m- --- ' 

cried 11 
This accounts, at once, lor a ciaring 
I fee!. Now yon remind mo, I recol- 
lect carving for others, I did forget to 
remember mj^f Hot that I need 
have forgot it to-day, madam ; but, 
being used to forget it, I did not re- 
member not to forget it to-day, mad- 
am, that was all.' And the author 
of this intelligent account smiled very, 
ve^, very absurdly. 

She ponred him out a glass of wine. 
He rose and bowed ; but peremptorily 
refused il, with his tongue, — his eye 

" But you must," persisted this 
hospitable lady. 

"But, madam, consider I am not 
entitled to — Nectar, as 1 am a 
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" I am Eorcy Mr. Vane Ehonld 
keep you waiting." 

"Byno means, madam; it is IbWu- 
nate, — I mean it procnres mo the 
pleasure of " (here articulation became 
obstructed) "youf soraety, madam 
Besides, the Eervants of the Musa ai-e 
used io waiting. What wo are not 
used to is " (hOTO the white liond filled 
his glasEJ " being waited upon by 
Hebo and the Twelve Graces, whose 
health I have the honor " — (Degiuti- 

"A poetl" cried Mabel; "oh I I 
am so glad I Little did I think ever to 
sec ft living poet! Deor heart 1 I 
should not have known, if yon had 
not told me. Sir, I love poetij ' " 

"Itisin yonrface, mattiro. Trip- 
let instantly whipped out bis mana- 
scvipt, put a plate on one corner of it, 
and a decanter on the other, and 
begged her opinion of this trifle, com- 

Eosed, said he, "in honor of a lady 
[r. Vnne entei'tains to-dny." 
"Oh!" said Mrs. yane, and col- 
owi with pleaaura. How nngi'atofnl 
she had been 1 Here was an atten- 
tion I — For, of course, she i 
doubted that the veraea were in honor 
of her arriyal. 

•"Bright being— '" 
6ang_0Qt Triplet. 

"Nay, sir, said Mabel ; " I think 
I know the lady, and it would be 
liai'dly proper of me — " 

" O madam ! " said Triplet, sol- 
emnly ; " strictly correct, madam ! " 
And he spread his hand out over his 
bosom. " Strictly I — ' Blunderbuss ' 
(my poetical name, madam) nevei 
stooped to tbe'taste of the town. 

" But yOH must have another glass 
of wine first, and a slice of the 

" With alacrity, madam." He laid 
ill a fresh sfock of provisions. 

Strange it was to see them side by 



side ! lie, a Don Qaixote, with cord- 
is instead of lines in his mahogany 
face, and clothes hanging upon liim ; 
sJie, smooth, duck-like, delicious, and 
bright as an opening rose fresh with 

She watched him kindly, archly, 
and demurely; and still plied him, 

intry-wise, witli every mortal thing 

the table. 

But the poet was not a boa-con- 

iclor, and even a boa-conslrictor 

. i an end. Hunger satisfied, his 

next strongest feeling, simple vanity, 
remained to be contented. As the 



Jo I no I " said she, who fancied 
herself (and not without reason) (he 
bright being. " Mr. Vane intended 
thorn for a surprise." 

"As ^ou please, madam"; and the 
disappointed bore sighed. " But you 
wonld have liked them, for the theme 
inspired me. The kindest, the most 
generous of women 1 Don't you 
agree with me, madam?" 

Mabel Vane opened her eyes. 
"Hardly, sir," laughed she. 

" If you knew her as I do." 

" I ought to know her better, sir." 

" Ay, mdeed ! Well, madam, now 
her kindness to me, for instance, — a 
poor devil like me. The expression, 
1 trust, is not disagreeable to yon, 
madam '! If so, forgive me, and con- 
sider it withdrawn.' 

"La, sir! civility is so cheap, if yott 
go to that." 

" Civility, ma'am ? WTiy, she has 
saved me from despair, — from starva- 
tionjierbaps." 

"Poor thing! Well, indeed, su', 
you looked — you looked — what a 



At this moment a figure looked in 
upon theni from the garden, but 
i-elreatcd unobserved. It was Sir 
Charles Pomander, who had slipped 
away, with the hcartlosB and malicious 
 ' of exposing the husband to 
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the ivife, and profiting fay her indig- 
nation uud despair. Seeing Triplet, 
he niude an extempomneons calcula- 
tion tliat BO infornnl a chattcrbos 
could not bo ten minutes in hor 
pany ivithout telling her everything, 
and thifl would serve his turn very 
well. He therefore postponed his pur- 
pose, aud strolled away tio a short dis- 

Triplet justified the Baronet's opin- 
'-- -It any sort of sequency 
—' ""-i. Vane tliat the 
to sit to Lim for 



Here was a new attention of Er- 
nest's. How good ho was, and how 
wicked and nngiutefol she 1 

"Whatl are yon a painter 
she inquired. 

" From a house fl^ont to an 



I, madam." 



Ernest commissioned yon to paint 
portrait'" 

" No, madam ; for that I am ii 
debted to the lady hoi'selE" 

"The lady hcrselfr' 

*' Tes, madam ; and I expected i_ 
find her here. Will you add to your 
kindness by informing me whether 
she has arrived ? Or she is gone — " 

" Who, sir 1 (O dear 1 not my 
portrait! O Ernest!) " 

"Who, madam!" cried Triplet; 
" why, Mrs. Woffington I " 

" She is not here,^' said Mrs. Tane, 
who remembered iUl tlie names. per- 
fectJy well. " There is one charm- 
ing lady among our gnesla, her face 
took me ia a moment] but she is a 
titled lady ; there is no Mrs. Woffing- 
ton amongst them." 

" Strange I " replied Triplet ; " she 
was to be here ; and in fact that is 
why I expedited these lines in her 

" In lier honor, sir ? " 

" Yes, madam. Allow me : — 
' Brigbt being, Ihon whom radlunt broir — ' " 

" No ! no ! I don't care to hear 
tlicm now. for I don't know tJie 



" Welt, madam, but at least yon 
have seen her act ? " 

" Act ! you don't mean all this is 



with her, i 
does not remember tliat, nor shall I 
remind her, madam," said Triplet, 
sternly, " On that occasion I was 
hissed owing to drcumstanccs which, 
for the ci'cdit of our common nature, 

" What ! are you an aetor too ? 
Ton are everything." 

"And it was in a &rce of my own, 
madam, which, by the stiangest com- 
bination of accidents, was damned I " 

"A play-writer? O, what clever 
men there are in the world — in Lon- 
don, at least I He is a play-writer, 
too. I wonder ray husband comes 
not. Does Mr. Vane — docs Mr. 
Vane admire this actress t " said she, 
suddenly. 

"Mr. Vane, madam, is a gentle- 
man of taste," siud he, pompously, 

" Well, sir," said the lady, languid- 
Iv, "she is not here." Triplet look 
the hint and rose. " Good by," said 
she, sweetly ; " and thank yon kind- 
ly for your company, Mr. — Mr. — " 

" Tiiplol, madam, — James Triplet, 
of to, Hercules Buildings, Lambeth. 
Occasional verses, odes, epithalamia, 
elegies, dedications, squibs, impromp- 
tus, and hymns execnied with spirit, 
punctuality, and secrecy. Portraits 
painted, and instruction in declamii- 
tion, sacred, pro^nc, and dramatic. 
The card, madam " (and be drew it 
s doth a theatrical fop liia rapier) 
of him who, to all these qnaljfica- 
oBs, adds a prouder still — that of 

" Madam, 
" Yonr humble, devoted, and gratsfnl 






"Jambs Triplet." 
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]ie ivaa giron to retnra in real ]ife, he 
liad played this trick so often on the 
9C^°;e. - He came back, oxubemnt 
with gi'adtnde. 

" The fiict is, madam," said he, 
" strange as it may appear to jou, a 
kind hand has not so often been held 
ouC to rae, that I should forget it, 
especially when that hand is so fair 
a.nd gradoos. Hay I be permitted, 
madam — j^n will impute it to grati- 
tude ratMr than andadty — I — 
I — " (whimper), "madam" (with 
sudden severity), "I am gone I " 

These last ivords he pronounced 
widi the right arm at an angle of 
forty-five degrees, and the fingers 
pointing horizontally. Tlie stagehad 
taught him this grace slso. In his 
day, an actor who had three words 
to say, such as, "My lord's carriage 
i3 waitii^," came on the atajre ivlth 
tlio right arm thus elevated, delivered 



retired with the left arm pointing 
Hio sky, and the right hand extended 
behmd him like a setter's t^. 

Left to hei'self, Mabel was uneaFiy. 
"Ernest is so' warm-hearted." This 
was the way she put it even to her- 
self. He admired her acting, and 
wished to pay her a compliment. 
" Wliat if I carried him the verses ? " 
She thought she should surely please 
him by showing she was not the loaat 
jealous 01' doubtful of Mm. The 
poor child wanted ao to win a land 
look from her husband ; bnt, ere she 
could reach the window, Sir Charles 
Tomander had entered it. 

Now Sir Chavlos was natnraEy 
welcome to Mrs. Vane; for aU she 
knew of him was, that lie had helped 
her on the road to her hneband. 

Pofliontfe)'. "What, madam 1 aU 
alone here as in Shropshire t " 

Mdbd. " For the moment, sir." 

Pomonder. " Force of habit, A 
husband with a wife in Shropshire is 
so like a bachelor." 

Mabd. "Sir!" ... 



Pomimder. " And our excellent 
Ernest is such a favorite ! " 

Mabd. " Mo wonder, sir." 

Pouiiintisr. " Bew can so pass from 
the larva state of country squire to 
the butterfly nature of beau." 

MaM. 'i^ye3"(Badly),"Ifindhim 
changed." 

Poiitander. " Changed I Trans- 
formed. He is now tho prop of the 
' Cocoa-Tree,' the star of Eanelagh, 
the Lauznn of tlie green-room." 

JfaW. "The green-room! Where 
i3j;hat^ You mean kindly, sir ; but 
you make me nnhappy." 

Pomander. " The green-room, my 
dear madam, is tho bower whei'e 
honris put off their wings, and god- 
desses become dowdies ; where Lady 
Macbeth weeps over her lapnlog, dead 
f)-om repletion ; and Belvidera soothes 
her broken heart with a, dozen of oys- 
ters : in a word, it is the place where 
actors and actj'esses become men and 
women, and act their own parts with 
skill, instead of a poet's clumsily." 

MaM. "Actors! aeWessesl Does 
Mr. Vane frequent such — " 

Pomander. " He has earned in six 
months a reputation many a line gen- 
tleman would give his ears for. Not 
a scandalous jouroal his initials have 
not figured in ; not an actress of rep- 
utation gossip has not given him for 
a conquest." 

" How dare yon say this to me J " 
cried Mrs. Vane, with a sudden flash 
of indignation, nnd then the tears 
atreemod over her lovely cheeks ; and 
even a Pomander might have for- 
borne to torture her so ; but Sir 
Charles had no mercy. 

" You would bo sure to learn it," 
said he ; " and with malicious addi- 
tions. It is better to hear Che truth 
from a friend." 

" A friend ? He is no friend to a 
house who calumniates the husband 
to die wife. Is it the part of a fHend 
to distort dear Ernest's kindliness 
nnd gayety into ill morals ; to pervert 
his love of poetry and plays into an 
unworthy attachment to actors and — 
oh ! " and Ihe lears would come. But 
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she dried tlicm, foi' now she hated 
tliifimaji ; ivith all the little power of 
liatrcd slie liad, ehs detested liim. 
" Do you suppose I Jid not know 
Mrs. woffington was to come to ua 
to-day^" cried she, struggling pas- 
Eionateljr against bei' own fears and 
Sir Claries s innuendoos. 

" What 1 " cried he ; " you recog- 
nized herl Tou detected the actresa 
of all work under tUo aira of Lady 
Betw Modish 1 " 

" Lady Betty Modish 1 " evied Ma- 
bel : " that good, beautiful fate I " 

"Ah!" cried Sir Charles, "I see 

Su did not. Well, Lady Betty ivm 
rs. Woffington I " 

" Whom my htisband, 1 know, had 
invited here to present lier with these 
verses, which I shall Cake liim for 
her " ; and her poor litlle lip trem- 
hled. "Had the visit been in any 
other character, as you are so base, 
EO cruel OS to insinuate, (what Iiaie I 
done to yon that yon kill me so, you 
■wicked gentleman?)' wonld. lie have 
diosen the day of my arrivals " 

" Hot if he knew you were coining," 
waa the cool reply. 

" And he did know, — I wrote to 

" Indeed ! " said Pomander, fairly 
pnzzled. 

MiB. Vane caught sight of her 
handwriting on the tray, and darted 
'■- -'■ —' -----d her letter, and said, 



n upon the 



itunphant]y : - 
" My last letl 



My last letter, 
road, — Bee I" 

Sir Clmrles took it with surprise, 
but, turning it in his hand, a coo], sa- 
tirical smile came to his face. He 
handed it back, and said, coldly ; — 

" Bead me the passage, madam, on 
which you argue. 

Poor Mrs. vane turned the letter 
in her hand, and her eye became in- 
stantly glaied; flio seal was unbro- 
ken I She gave a sliarp cry of agony, 
like a wounded deer. She saw Po- 
mander no longer ; she was alone 
with her great anguish. " I had but 
my hnslrand and my God in the 
world," cried she. " My mother is 



gone. My God, have pity on me ! my 
husband does not love me." 

The cold viOain was startled at the 
m^hty storm his ' mean baud had 
raised. This creature had not; only 
more feeling, but more passion, than 
a hundred libertines. Ho muttered 
some villain's commonplaces ; while 
this unhappy young lady raised her 
hands to heaven, and sobbed in a way 
very terrible W any manly heaii:. 

" He is unwortliy you," muttered 
Pomander. " Ho has foriyied your 
love ; he has left yon nothing but 
revenge. Be comforted. Let me, 
who have learned already lo adore 

" So," cried she, training on him in 
a, moment (for, on some points, wo- 
man's instinct is the lightning of wis- 
dom), "this, sir, was your object? 
I may no longer hold a place in my 
husband's heart; hut I am mistress 
of Ms house. Leave it, sir! and never 
return to it whilst I live." 

Sir Charles, again discomfited, 
bowed reverentially. "Tour wish 
shall ever be respected by me, mad- 
am ! But here they come. Use the 
right of a wife. Conceail yourself ivi 
timt high chair. See, I turn it; so 
that they cannot see you. At least 
you will find I have hut told yon the 
truth." 

" No ! " cried Mabel, violently. " I 
will not spy upon my husband at the 
dictation of his treacherous iMend." 

Sir Chai'les vanished. He was 
no sooner gone than Mrs. Tanc 
crouched, trembling, and wri tiling 
with jealousy, in the large, high- 
backed chair. She heard her husband 
and the soi-dinaii Lady Betty Modish 
enter. During tlieir absence, Mrs. 
Woffington had doubtless been play- 
ing her cords with art; for it ap- 
peared that a reconciliation was now 
taking place. The lady, however, 
was still cool and distant. It was 
poor Mabel's fate to hear these 
words ; " You must pei-mit me to go 
alone, Mr. Vane, I msist upon leav- 
ing (his house alone," 

On this, he whispered to her. 
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.uld 1-. 



11 before 



She answered : "Ton 
tified." 

" I can explfiin all," v/i 
" I am ready tq rcuouaee 
nctcr, all the world for yt 

They paseed ont of (lie 
Ihe unhappy lislenei' c( 
the nutabin^ influence of these deadly 
words. 

But the next moment she started 
wildly np, and cried as one drowning 
cries vaguely for help : " Ernest ! oh, 

Ernei 
cil" 



— hasband I O mother ! moth- 



e, and wonld haTe made for 
the door, but nattu'e had been too 
cruelly tried. At the first step she 
could no longer see anylhiiig; and 
Ihe next moment, aivooning dead 
away, she fell back insensible, witli 
her head and shoulders resting o 
cJiair. 



CHAPTER Xn. 

Mr.Vane was putting Mrs. Wof- 
fingtoii into her chair, when he 
thought heheai'd his name cried. He 
bade that lady a mournful farewell, 
aud stepped back into his own hall. 
He had no sooner done so, tlian he 
heard a voice, the accent of which 
nliumed him, though he diatingnishcd 
no word. He hastuy crossed £e hall, 
and flew into the hanqnet-room. 
Coming capdly in at &a folding- 
doors he almost lell over his wife, ty- 
ing insensible, half u^on (ho floor, 
find half upon the chair. TiVhen ho 
saw Iier pale and motionless, a terri- 
ble misgiving seized liim ; he foil on 
liis knees. 

" Mabel, Mabel i " cried he, " my 
love! my innocent wife! O God! 
what have I done t Perhaps it is the 
fatigiio, — perhaps she has feinted." 

"So, it is not the &tignel" 
screnmed a voice near him. ft was 
old James Burdock, who, with his 
wliite hair streaming, and Ms eye 
(jleamiug with fire, shook his fist in 



fatigue, you villain 1 It is you who 
have killed her, with your jezebeia 
and harlots, yon scoundrel 1 " 

" Send Ihe women here, James, ibr 
God's sake I" cried Mr. Vane, not 
even noticing the insult he had re- 
ceived from a servant. He stamped 
fnrionsly, and cried for help. The 
whole household was found her in a 
moment. They carried hei' to bed. 

The remorse-stricken man, his own 
knees trembling under him, flew, in 
an agony of ftar and self-reproach, 
tor a doctor ! 

A doeiorf 



CIIAPTEn XIII, 

DnniBO the garden scene, Mr. 
Vane had begged Mrs. Woffington to 
let him nccompany her. She peremp- 
torily refused, and said in the same 
breath she was going to Triplet, in 
Hercules Buildings, to hare her por- 
trait finished. 

Had Mr. Vnne understood the sex, 
ho would not have interpreted her I'e- 
fusa! lo the letter ; when there was a 
postscript, the meaning of which was 
so little enigmatic^. 

Some three hours after the scene 
we have described, Mrs. Woffington 
sat in Triplet's apartment ; and Trip- 
let, palette in hand, painted away np- 
on her portrait. 

Mrs. Woffington was in that lan- 
guid state which comes to women 
^ter their hearts liave received a 
blow. She lelt as if life was ended, 
and but the dregs of esiatence re- 
mained ; bat at tunes a flood of bil> 
temess rolled over her, and she re- 
signed bU hope of perfect happiness 
in this world, — all hope of loving und 
respecting the same creature ; and itt 
'■" " " moments she had bnt one idea, 
use her own power, and 'liind 
her lover to her by chains never to be 
broken ; and to close her eyes, and 
glide down the predpica of the Eii- 



" I think "you i 



r of this 
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art," Eflid she, very languidly, to Trip- 
let, " yoa paint so raiiidly. 

" Yes, madam," aaid Triplet, gloora- 
Uj ; and painted on. " Conftinnd this 
Bhndoiv J " added he ; and painted on. 

His soni, too, was clouded. Mrs. 
"Woffington, yawning in his face, had 
told him she had invited all Mr. 
Vane's company to come and prtuse 
hia work ; and erer since tliat he ' ' 
been mome et sUencieu^, 

" Yon ara ftfftanate," contjnned 
Mrs. Wofftngton, not caiing what 
site said; "iciaso dilfictilt to make 
execution keep pace , with concep- 

"Tes, ma'am"; and he pdnted 

"Yon ai-e satisfied wilh it? " 
" Anytliing' hut, ma'am " ; and he 
painted on. 
" Cheerful soul! — then I presume 



"NotaWt, 



"; and he paint- 



Mrs. "WofBngton sfielched. 

" You can't yawn, ma'am, — you 

"0 yes, I can. Tou are sneh 
good company " ; and she stretched 

.'^I_was inst ahont to catch tlie turn 
of the lip, remonatmted Triplet. 

""Well, catch it, — it won't run 
away." 

" 1 11 tn^'ma'am. A pleasant half- 
hour it will be for me, when they ail 
coma here like dts at » shilling ordi- 
nan", — each for his cut," 

"At a sensitive goose ! " 

" That is as may be, madam. Those 
critioa flay us aliro ! " 

"You should not hold so many 
doors open to cananre." 

"No, ma'am. Head a little more 
that way. I suppose yon can't sit 
quiet, ma'am 1 — then never mind ! " 
(This resignation was intended as 
a etiaging reproach.) " Mr. Gibber, 
with his sneering snuif-box \ Mr. 
Quin, with his humorooa bludgeon i 
Mrs. Clive, with her tongue! Mr. 
Snarl, with . his abuse ! And Mr. 
Soaper, with his praise ! — arsenic in 



uwm 



on this ! " 

"Meaning, I am painted as well as 
my pictuvo ! " 

" O no, no, no I Bnt ia tiim fi-ora 
your face, madam, — on which the 
lightning of expression plays contin- 
ually, — to this stony, detestable, dead 
daub \ — I could — And I will, loo ! 
Imposture I dead cnricatiire of life and 
beauty, take tlwt ! " and he dashed 
his paletle-knife through the canvas. 
" Libellous lie against nature and 
Mrs. Woffington, lake that I " and ho 
slabbed the canvas again ; then, witli 
suddisn humility: "I beg your par- 
don, ma'am," said he, " for this a 
parent outrage, whicli I tr _ 
set down lo the excitement attendant 
upon fidluro. The fact is, I am an 
incapable asa, and no painter I Oth- 
ers have oftai hinted as much; but 
I never observed it myself lill 

"Right through my pet dimple I" 
said Mrs. Woffington, ivith perfect 
nojicAoJmce. " Well, now I suppose 
I mav yawn, or do what I like 1 

" f ou may, madam," said Triplet, 
gravely. " I have forfeited what lit- 
tle control I had over you, madam." 

So theiy sat Opposite each other, in 
monmiuf silence. At length the ac- 
tress suddenly rose. She struggled 
flereely against her depression, and 
vowed that melancholy Mould not be- 
numb her spirits and her power. 

ie onglit to have been heie by 
time," said she to herself. 



" Madam." 

" nothing." 

"!Nb, madam." 

She sat gently down again, and 
leaned her head on hor hand, anil 
thought. She was beautiful as she 
thought ! — her body seemed bristline 
with mind 1 At last, her ihoughtfiS 
gravity was illumined by a smile: sho . 
had thought out eometluug excoyitaoe- 
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"Triplet, the picture if quite r 

" Tesj maflam And a coach load 
of criticism coming ! 

" Triplet, we actors 
liavc often bright ideas 

" Tes, ma'am. 

" When we take otlier people't 



Triplet stared ! 

" When I was in Fi'anee, taking 
lesEoiiE of Dumesnil, one of the actors 
of the Theatre Pran^aia had Ms por- 
ti'ait painted hy a. rising artist. The 
others were to come and see it. 
They de(«miinecl, beforeliand, to mor- 
tify the painter and the sitter, by 
abusing the work in good set terroa. 
But somehow this got wind, and the 
patienlfl resolved to be the physicians. 
They put their heads together, njid 
contrived that the living feee should 
ho in tiie canms, Gurronndcd by the 
aecessorics : tlieso, of conrse, were 
painted. Enter 



a slap, the pictc. . .__ .... _ 

laughed in llieir iaces, and difcom- 
iilcd them ! By (lie by, the painter 
did not stop there : he was not con- 
tent with a. shore langh, he laughed at 
them five hundred years 1 " 
" Good gradons, Mrs. Wofflng- 

"He painl«d a picture of the whole 
thing ; and as his worl: is immortal, 
ours an April snow-flake, he ha^ got 
tremendously the better of those rash 
little sadrists. Well, Trip, what is 
sauce for the gander is sauce for the 
goose ; so ^vc lae the sharpest knife 
ill the house." 



Wi of the picture, and hy dint of 
scraping, cutting, and measuring, got 
her face two parts through the can- 



TBS. She then mads him take his 
brash and paint all round her face, 
so that the transition might not be 
too abrupt. Sovei'al yards of gveen 
baize were also produced. This was 
to be disposed behind the easel, so as 
Ui conceal her. 

Triplet painted here, and touched 
and retouched there. Whilst thus 
occupied, he said, in his calm, resigned 
way ; " It won't (to, madam, 1 sup- 
pose jon know that ? " 

"I know nothing," was the reply. 
"Liffe is a giieaa. I don't think we 
could deceive KoTcalana and Lucy 
this way, becaose their eyes ai'e with- 
out colored spectacles ; but, when peo- 
ple have once begun to see by preju- 
dices and judge by jargon, what can't 
be done with them 1 Who knows 1 
do yon ! I don't ; so let as liy." 

" I beg your pardon, madam ; my 
brush Iwuched your face."" 

"No offince, sir; I am used to 
that. And I beg, if yoa can't tone 
the rest of the picture np to me, diat 
you will instantly tone me down to 
the rest. Let ua be in tune, whatever 
it costs, sir." 

" I will avail myself of the privi- 
l^e, madam, hut sparingly. Failure, 
which is certain, madam, will cover 
us with disgrace." . 

" Hothbg is certain in this life, sir. 



rtihat 






It SI 



eeeded in France ; and England c 
match all Europe fbr fools. Besides, 
it will be vrell done. They say Davy 
Garrick can turn his eyes into bottled 
goosebenies. Well, Peg Woffinglou 
will turn hers into black currants. 
Have n't yon done ? I wonder they 
have not come. Make haste! " 
" They will know hy its beauty I 

" That is a sensible remark, Trip. 
But I think tliey will rather argue 
backwards ; that, as you did it, it can- 
not be hcantiful, and so cannot be me. 
Your rqiutation will be our shield. 

" Well, madam, now you mention 
it, they are lite enough to take that 
;roand. They despise all I do; if 
hoy did not — " 
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" Ton wonld ilospise l]iPm." 
At tliis moment the pair were star- 
tled by the eonnd of a coach. Tiip- 
let tumod as p»le us ashes. Mrs. 
"Wofflngton had hor misriyinga ; bat, 
not chooeing to increase rae d^ciiln', 
she wonld not let Triplet, whose self- 
posaesaion she doubled, see any sign 



ofer 






" Loci: the door," said ehe, firmly, 
" and don't be silly. How hold up 
my gre«u baize petticoat, and ]ct mo 
be in & htdf-light. Now put that 
table and those cbaira before me, so 
that tliey can't come right up to mo ; 
and. Triplet, don't lot Uiem como 
■within six yards, if yon can help it. 
Say it is aniiniehed, and so mnst be 
Been from a focus." 

"A Edcus I I don't know what you 

"Nomoredol; no mora will they, 
perhaps; and, if tbey don't, they will 
swallow it directly. Unlock the 
door : are they coming ? " 

" They aiv3 only at the first stair." 
" Mr. Triplet, yonr fece is a book, 
trheire one may read strange matters. 
For Heaven's eake, compoae yonr- 
self : let all the risk lie in one counte- 
nance. Iiook at me, sir. Make 
yonr face like the Book of Daniel in 
a Jew's tack parlor. Volto Sciolto 

" Madam, madam, how your tongue 
goes ! I hear them on the stairs : 
pray don't spenkl" 

"Do von' ■---  



' continued l 
"We a 



goose's feathei-s ! 



goin^ 1 









was Quin leading the band. 

"Have a cave, sir," cried Triplet; 
" there is a hiatus the third step from 



foaai nothing witty to say about it, 



and at first sight Mr. Gibber had 
done its business. And on such men 
he and his portrait were to attempt a 
prsposteroua delusion. Then thci'e 
was Snarl, who wrote critiques on 
painting, and guided the national 
taste. The unlucky exhibitor was in 
ti cold sweat. He led Ihe way like a 
thief going to the eaHows. 

"The picture oeiag nnliniahed, 
gentlemen," said he, " most, if you 
would do me justice, be seen from a 
— a focus : muat be judged from here, 

"Where, sir!" said Mr. Cibber. 

"About here, sir, if you please," 
said poor Triplet, Mntly, 

" It looks like a finished pictnve 
from here," said Mrs. Clive, 

" Tes, madam," groaned Triplet. 

They all took up a position, and 
Triplet timidly raisecl his eyea along 
with the Pest: ho waa a little sur- 

C' sed. The actress had flattened her 
e I She had done all tliat could 
be done, and more than he had con- 
ceived possible, in the way of exta-act- 
ing liffe and the atmosphere of expres- 
sion from her countenance. She ivas 
" dead still I " 

There was a pause. 

Ti'Iplet fluttered. At last sonic of 
them spoke as follows : - 



Q,<fn 



"Ah I" 



aive. "Eh!" 

Cibber. " Humph ! " 

These interjections are small on 
paper, but as the good creatuica 
uttered them they were eloquent ; 
there was a cheerful variety of dis- 
praise skilfully thrown into each of 

" Well," continued Soaper, with his 
eyeriasling smile. 

Then the fan began. 

" May I be permitted to ask whose 
portrait this is ? " said Mr. Gbber, 
■ilyly. 

" I distinctly told yon, it was to be 
Peg WofBngton's," said Mrs. Clive. 
"I think you might take my word." 

"Do you act as truly aa you paint 1 " 
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" Tour fame nins no risk from mc 
sir ! " replied Triplet, 

"It is not lite Peggy's beauty 
Eh ? " r^oiaed. Quin. 

"I ean't i^ree ivith yon," cried 
Kittj Clivu. " I think it a very 
m'ett; iWe; nod not at all like Peg 
Woflington'fl." 

" Compare paint with paint," said 

Qtiin. " Are yon 

down to Pe^y's re 

Triplet had seon with alarm that 
Mr. Snarl spolte.not; many satirical 
expi'essions crosBed bis face, but he 
eaid nothing. Triplet gatliercd from 
this that he had at onto detected the 
trick. "Ah I " thought Triplet, " he 
means to quiz them, as well as expose 
me. He is hanging back ; and, in 
point of feet, a inighlj satirist like 
Snarl would naturally choose to quiz 
six people rather liiau two." 

"Now I- call it beautiful I " said 
the traitor Soaper. " So calm and 
reposeful ; no particular expression." 

" Hone whatever," said Snarl. 

" GenHemen," said Triplet, "does 
it never occur to you that the fine 
»rt9 are tender violets, and cannot 
blow when the north winds — " 

"Blow!" inserted Quin. 

" Are so cursed cutting t " continued 
Triplet. 

" My good sir, lara never cutting i " 
smirked Soaper, "My dear Snarl," 
iv'hined he, "give us the benefit of 



drawled the triutor. 

"1 Willi" said 'Mr. Snarl; and 
placed himseif before the pictnre. 

"What on earth will he say ^ " 
thought Triplet "I can see by his 
face, he has found us ont." 

Mr. Snarl delivered a short critique. 
Mr. Snarl's intelligence was not con- 
" ' 'a his phrf  .  



truths. Sm tilts gcntlt 
was very intelligent ; it was pleasant, 
quiet, assured, and very convindng. 
Had the reader or I been there, ho 
would have cai'ried os with him, as 
he did hJa hearers ; and as his euc- 



cessors carry the public with them 

" Your brash is by no means desti- 
tute of talent, Mv. Triplet," said 
Mr. SnarL " But you are somewhat 
deficient, at present, in the great 
principles of yoiu- art] the first of 
which Is a loyal adherence to tralh- 
Bean^ ilself is bttt.one of the forma 
of truth, and nature is our finite ex- 
ponent of infinite truth." 

His auditors gave liim a marked 
attention. They could not but a^ 
knowledge, that men who go to the 
bottom of things like this should be 
the b.  '  



; this distance — 



t this 



> the a 



There is none of that sharpness; but^ 
on the contrary, a softness of outline." 
He made a loi^ette of his two hands ; 
the others did so too, and fonnd they 
saw much better — oh, ever so much 
better] "Whereas yours," resnmed 
Snarl, " is hard ; and, forgive me, 
rather tea-board lite. Then your 
ehiarp scum, my good sir, is very Mec- 
tive ; foF instance, in nature, the nose, 
intercepting the light on one side the 
fiicc, throws, of necessity, a shadow ' 
under the eye. Camvaggio, Vene- 
''■•"'' generally, and the Bolc^nese 
IB, do particular jnstice to this. 
No such shade appears in this por- 

" 'T is so, stop my vitals 1 " ob- 
served Coiley Cibher. And they all 
looked, and, having looked, wagged 
their heads in assent, — as the fiit, 
white lords at Christie's waggle fifty 
Dounds more out fcff ji copy of Eem- 
in levitJeal Dutchman, 
! pitch-dark hy some 
!Newton had not wit to 



.ndt,« 



sleight of 
discover. 

Soaper dissented from the mass. 

" But, my dear Snarl, if there are 
no shades, there are lights, loads of 
lights." 

" There are," replied Snarl ; " only 
they are impossible, that is all. You 
have, however," concluded he, willi a 
manner slightly supercilious, " suc- 
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r that outlived 



ccedcd in the meclianicsl parts; tlie 
hair and the dress are well, Mr. Trip- 
let ; but jwuf Woflington is not a wo- 

They all nodded and wagBled ae- 
sent ; but this sagacious motion Mas 
arrested as bj an earUiquake. 

The pictnrB rang out, in the 
of aclarion, " '^-^ — ' 

rfie has taken four men in ! She 's 
nature 1 for a fluent dunce doeau't 
know her when he sees hoc ! " 

Imagine the tableau I It was 
chamuig] Such opening of eyes 
ai d n ouths ! Ciblier fell by second 
nat ire mto an attitude of the old 
comedy And all were rooted where 
they Blood, with surprise and incip- 
ient mortitication, except Quin, who 
slapped his knee, and took the trick 

Peg Woffington slipped oat of the 
green baize, and, coming ronnd Irom 
the tiack of the lale picture, stood in 
person before them ; while they looked 
alternately at her and at the hole in 
the canvas. She thwi came at each 
of them in torn. 



A pret^ fti 
ion. I 



-.„..- - . , Kaio 

CliTC." 

" Who erer saw Peggy's real &ce? 
Look at it now if you can without 
blushing, Mr. Quin.'' 

QnJn, a good-humored fellow, took 
tlicwiscstTiewof Ms predicament, and 
bur^C into a hearty laugh. 

"For all this," said Mr Snarl, 
peevishly, " I maintain, upon the un- 
alterable principles of art — " At 
this they all burst into a roar, not 
sorry to shift the lidiculo. " CJoths I " 
cried Snarl, fiercely. " Good morn- 
ing, ladies and gentlemen," cried Mr. 
Snarl, aeec intention, " I have a criti- 
cism to write of last night's perform- 
anee." The laugh died away to a 
quaver. " I shall sit on your pictures 
one day, Mr. Brush." 

" Don't sit on them with your head 
downwards, or you li addle them," 
said Mr. Brush, fiercely. This was 
the first time Triplet had ever an- 



swered a foe, Mi-s. "WoiTiiigtoii gavo 
him an eloquent glance of oiicourage- 
ment. He nodded his head in in- 
fantine exultation at what ho had 

"Come, Soapei'," said Mr. Snarl. 

Mr. Soaper lingered one moment 
to say : " Yon shall always have my 
good word, Mr. Triplet." 

"Iwill tiy — and not deaene it, 
Mr. Soaper," was the prompt replj'. 

" Serve em tight, said Mr. Cib- 
ber, as soon as the door had closed 
upon them ; " for a couple of SOTpents, 
or rather one boa-constrictor. Soaper 
slavers, for Snarl to ci-ush. But we 
were all a little too hard on Triplet ' 
heve ; and, if he will accept my apol- 
ogy—" 

"Why, sir," said Triplet, half 
trembling, hut driven on by looks 
from Mrs. Woffington, "'Gibber's 
Apology ' is found to he a trifle weaii- 

" Confound He impertinence 1 " 
cried ilie astounded laureate. " Come 
along. Jemmy." 

" sir," sajd Quin, eood-hnmored- 
ly, " we mnst give a jolto and take a 
joke. And when he paints my por- 
trait, — which he shall do — " 

" The bear from Hockley Hole shall 
sit for the head ! " 

" Cnrse his impudence ! " roared 
Quin. "I'm at yaav service, Mr. 
Gibber," added he, in huge dudgeon. 

Away went the two old boys. 

"Mighty well I " s^d waspish Mrs. 
Clive. "I did intend you should have 
painted Mrs. Clive. But after tliis 
impertinence — " 

You will continue to do it your- 
self, ma'am ! " 

This was Triplet's hour of tiiumph. 
His exultation was undignified, and 
snch as is said to precede a fall. He 
inquired gravely of Mrs. WofBnglon, 
whether he had or had not shown a 
^irit. 'WTiethei- he had or had not 
liced into each a paring shot, as they 
sheered off. To repair which, it might 
be advisable foe them to put into 
friendly ports. 

" Tremendous ! " was the reply. 
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"And when Snarl and Sonper sit 
on your next play, they won't for- 
get the lesson you hayo given them." 

" I '11 to sworn they won't I " 
clinLkled Triplet. Bnt, reconsidering 
her words, he looked blank, and 
muttered ; " Then perhaps it wonld 
have been more prudent to let them 
alone 1 " 

" Incalcalablj more prndent 1 " was 
the rmly. 

" Then why did yon set me on, 
madam ? " said Triplet, reproaehfiil- 

" Becanse I wanted aninseinent, 
and my head ached," was the cool an- 
siTOr, somewhat languidly given. 

" I defy the coxcombs 1 " cried 
Triplet, with reriving epirit. "But 
real criticism I respect, honor, and 
how to. Such as yours, madam ; or 
such aa ihat sweet lady's at Mv. Vane's 
would baye been ; or, in fact, any- 
body's who apprcoiates me. O mad- 
nin, I wanted to ask yon, was it not 
strange your not being at Mr. Vane's, 
after ail, lo-day 1 " 

" I was at Mr. Vane's, Triplet" 

"'""" "" ^ Why, I came with my 



77 

"Go on," said Mrs. Woffington, en- 
couraging him with a deceitful smile. 
" Tell me all you lold her." 

" That you wete sitting to me for 
your portr^t, the destination of which 
was not doubtful. ThotllivedatlO, 
Hercules Buildings." 

" Tou told that lady all this 1 " 

" I give my honor. She was so 
kind, I opened my heart l» her. But 
' " " " [low, madam," said Triplet, 
dancing round Uio Womng- 
fflno, " do yon know this 
chatming lady 1 " 

"Ye.? 

" I congratntate you, madam. An 
acquaintance wortliy even of you; and 
there are not many such. Who is she, 
madam % " continued Triplet, lively 
with curiosity. 

" Mrs. Vane," was the qniet, grim 

" Mrs. Vane % His mother % No — 
am I mad? His sister 1 0, I sec, 

" His wifo ! " 

" His wife I Why, then Mr. Vane 's 
inorried ? "' 



joyously di 









tlierel I will 50 fetch — 

" So, no I TVho said I was not 

" Did I not Ifill yon % The charm- 
ing young lady who helped me with 
her own hand \/a everything on the 
table. 'VHiat wine that gentleman 



" Was it a young lady. Triplet ? " 
" Not more thtS two-and-twenty, 

I aliould say." 

"In a tiavetling-dress ? " 

" I could not see her dress, nudam, 

for her beauty, — brown hair, bine 

eyes, charming in conversation — " 
" Ah! What did she t«ll you'? " 
" She told me, madam — Ahem ! " 
" Wen, what did yon tell her % And 

what did she answer ? " 

" I told her that I came with verses 

for you, ordered by Mr. Vane. 

That he admired you. I descanted, 

madam, on your virtues, which had 

made him your slave," 



" Yes." 

"0, look there! — O, look here no 
Well, but, good Heavens ! she was 1 
to know you were there, perhaps ? 

" But then I let the cat out of I 



" But, good gracious ! there will be 
some serious mischief 1 " 

"No doubt of it." 

" And it is all my fault ! " 

" Vee." 

" I "vo played the deuce with their 
man'ied happiness 1 " 

" Probably." 

"And ten to one if you are not 
incensed against me too ">. " 

Mis. Woffington replied by looking 
him in the face, and taming her back 
upon him. She walked hastily to the 
window, threw it open, and looked oat 
of it, leaving poor Triplet to very 
unpleasant reflections. She was so 
angry with him she dared not trust 
liorself to speak. 
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" Jnat my luci," thonglit he. " I 
had a. patron and a benefactresB ; I 
have hetrayed them Iioth." Sudden- 
ly on idea struck hun. " MiicliLm," 
Bidd ho, timorously, " see what these 
Jine gcnlicmea are ! What busiuess 
had he, with a wife at home, to come 
and fall in love with you ? I do it for- 
Bveriu my plays — I am obli^ — 
thoy would be so dull else ; bnt m real 
life to do it is abominable." 

"You forgot, sir," lulled Mrs. 
Woffington, wiliout movmg, " that I 
am an actress, — a plaything for the 
impertinence of puppies and tlie 
treachery of hypoentes. Fool ! to 
tliinh there wb9 an honest man in the 
world, and that he had shone on me 1 " 

With these words she turned, and 
Tiiplet was shocked to see the change 
in her face. She was pale, and her 
black, lowering brows were gloomy 
and terriblo. She walked like a ti- 
gress to and iro, and Triplet dared 
not speak to her : indeed she seemed 
hut half conscious of his presence. He 
went for nobody with hor. How lit- 
tle we know the people we eat ajid 
go to chnreh and flu-t with ! Triplet 
had imagined tliis creature an incnr- 



These men applaud ns, c^ole us, 
swear to na, flatter us; and yet, for- 
sooth, we would have them I'espect us 



let, " 



t all 



needed but 

that hor heart was a yoleano, her 
hoaom ft boiling gulf of fiery lava. 
She walked like some wild creatnre; 
she flnng her hands up to heaven witli 
a passionate despair, before which the 
feeble spirit of her companion shrank 
and cowered; and, with quivering lips 
and blazing eyes, she burst into a tor- 
rent of p:issionat« bitterness. 

" But who ia Margaret Woffington," 
she cried, " Ihat ^o should preMnd 
to honest love, or fbel insnlted by the 

Eroffer of a stolen regard 7 And what 
ave we to dowithhomea,orhearls,or 
firesides i Have we not the ptohouse, 
its paste diamonds, its paste teelings, 
and the loud applause of fops and 
sots — hearts ? — beneath loads of 
tinsel and paint 1 Nonsense I The 
love that can go with souls to hiiav- i 
en, — such love for us ? Nonsense 1 i 



dross ; from tlie first I never felt his 
passion an insult. Triplet! I 
could have loved this man, — really- 
loved him ! and I longed so to be 
good. O God I O God 1 " 

" Thank Heaven, you don't lovo 
liim!" cried Triplet, hastily. "Thank 
Heaven for that ! " 

" Love liim ? Love a man wbo 
comes to rae with a silly second-hand 
aflection from his in^pid baby-face, 
and offers me halt; or two thii'ds, or a 
third of his worthless heart? I 
hate him I — andher! — and all the 
world I " 

" That is what I call a veiy proper 
feeling," s^d poor Triplet, with n 
iveak attempt to sootlie her. " Then 
break witii him at once, and all will 
be well." 

" Break with him 1 Arojoamsd? 
No ! Since he plays with the tools of 
my ta'ade I.shallfbol him worse than 
he has me. I will feed his passion 
full, tempt him, torture him, play 
with him, as the angler plays a fish 
upon Ris hook. And, when his very 
lilij depends on me, then by degrees 
he sluul see mo cool, and cool, and 
fteeae into bitter aversion. Then he 
sliall auB the hour he fought with the 
Dev-   .-^ . - - 



"But his poor wlite^ You will 
have pity on her 1 " 

" ffis wife I Are wives' hearts the 
only hearts that throb, and bum, and 
break 1 His wife mnst defend her- 
self. It is not fi-om me that mercy 
can come to her, nor from her to me. 
I loathe hei', and I shull not forget 
tliatyou took her pait. Only, if you 
aro her friend, take my advice, don't 
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e cannot figlit 
What do you 



"Ah, madam 
siie is a dove." 
"You are a P 

her fivo minutes,- and she turned jon 
inside out. My life on it, whilst I 
hava been fooling my time liero, she 
is in Hie field, wiji ail 
our sex, simplidty at the head of 



to his door. A slovenly girl, oni 
his oivn neighbors, brought him a 
of papa', with a line ivritwn in j 

" 'T is from a lady, who waits 
low," said the girl. 

Mrs. WofRnffton went ngiun to the 
window, and there she saw getting 
out of a coach, and attended by James 
Burdock, Mabel Vane, who had sent 
up her name on the hack- »{ an old 
letter. 

" What shall I do ? " said Triplet, 
as soon as ho recovered the first 
stunning effects of this coairelenips. 
To his sstonislunent, Mrs. Wofflng- 
ton bade the girl shoif the lady np 
stairs. The girl went down on this 
errand. 

" Bnt jwii are here," remonstrated 
Triplet. " 0, to bo sure, you can go 
into the other room. There isplonty 
of time to avoid her," snid Triplet, 
in a very nataral tremor. " This 



Mrs. Woffinglon 


EWOd 


n the mid- 


die of the room nice 






" Wha.t does she 




ere for? " 


EEiid she, sternly. 


"Ton 


Iiave not 



told me all." 

" I don't know," cried poor Triplet, 
in dismay; "and I thinit the Devil 
brings her here to confound me. For 
Heaven's sake, retire ! What will be- 
come of oa all? There wiU he mnr- 
dei-, 1 know tliere will 1 " 

To bis horror, Mrs. Wofflngton 
would not move. " Tou am on her 
side," said she, slowly, with a. concen- 
tration of spile and ' suspicion. She 
looked frightful at this moment. 



" AU the better for me," added she, 
with a world of female maligni^. 

Triplet could not m^e 'head 
against this blow ; he gasped, and 
pointed piteonsly to the inner door. 
" No ; I will know two things : tJio 
course she means to take, and Iha 
terms yon two are upon." 

By this time Mrs. Vane's light 






IS heard On the stair, and Tnp- 
ibt sank into a chair. " They will 
tear one another to pieces, said 

A tap came to Ihe door. 
He looked fearfully round for the 
woman wliom jealousy had so speedi- 
ly turned from an angel to a flend ; 
and saw with dismay that she had 
actually had the hardihood to slip 
round and enter (he picture again. 
She had not quite arranged herself 
when her rival Knocked. 

Triplet dragged himself to the door. 

Before lie opened it, ho looked ffear- 

fnUj over his shouldei-, imd received 

a glance of cool, bittoi', deadly hostjl- 

itj", that boded iU both for him and 

Jus visitor. Triplet's apprehensiona 

were not unreasonable. His benefac. 

tress and this eweet lady were rivals ! 

Jealousy is a di-eadful passion, it 

makes ua tigers. The jealous always 

thirst for blood. At nny moment 

when reason is a little weaker than 

usual, thej are ready lo kill the Uiing 

they hate, or the thmg.they love. 

.ny open collision between these 

es would scatter ill consequences 

round. Under such drcumstan- 

, we are pretty snre to say or do 

sometliing wicked, silly, or nnreason- 

'ile. Bnt what tortured Triplet 

ore than anything was his own 

rCicular notion that fate' doomed 

tn to witness a foi'mal encounter 

between tliese two women, and of 

encounter of such a nature 

our day illustrate by " KjI- 

' To be sure Mrs. Vane had appeared 
a dove, but doves can peck on certain 
occasions, and no doubt she had a 
spirit at bottom. . Her coming to him 
proved it. And had not the other 
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been a dOTs all tTie morning and after- 
noon ? Yet jealonsy had turned her 
to a liend before liis efas. Then if 
(svhich was not probubls) no coUisior 
look place, what a EitnaSon waa his . 
Mrs. Woflington, (his bneklcr from 
slArvalion) snspected him, and would 
distort every word that came from 
Mrs. Vane's lips. 

Triplet's situation was, in fact, that 
of ^ueas in the storm. 



It waa the sort of situation we caa 
laugh at, and see the fun of it six 
months afier, if not shipwreckeii on it 
at the time. 

Witti a ghastly smile the poor quak- 
ing hjpocrite welcomed Mrs. Vane, 
and professed a world of innocent de- 
I^ht that slie had so honored his 
bumble roof. 

She interrnpted his complimentB, 
and begged him to see whether she 
was followed by a genflemaji in 
cloak. 

Triplet looked out of the window. 

" Sit Charles Pomander I " gasped 

Sir Charles was at the very door. 
If, however, he had intended to mount 
the stiurs he ehanged his mind, for he 
suddenly went off round the corner 
with a business-like air, real or iicti- 



let. 



"He is 



ne, maflam," said Trip^. 



Mrs. Vane, the better to escape de- 
tection or observation, wore a thick 
mantle and a hood, that roncealed 
her features. Of these Triplet debar- 
Tassed her. 

"Sit down, madam" ;anahehastily 
drew a chair so that her back was to 

She was pale, and trembled a little. 
She hid her face in her hands a mo- 
ment, then, recovering hev courage, 
"she be^ed Mr. Triplet to pardon 
her for coming to him. He had in- 
spired her with confidence," she said ; 
" he had offered her his scn'ices, and 



so she had come to h n for she 1 1 1 
no other friend to aid her in her st t 
distress." She might haie adkd 
that with the tact of her sex "he h d 
read Triplet to the bottom and came 
to him, as she wonW to a benevolent 
muscular old woman. 

Triplet's natural impolso was to 
repeat most waimly hifl offers of s i 
vice. He did so; and then consciois 
of the picture, had a misgiving 

" Dear Mr. Triplet began M s 
Vane, " you know this person Mis 



," replied Triplet 
lowering his eyes, "I am honored bv 
her acquaintance." 

" You will take me to the theatre 
where she acts ? " 

" Yea, madam ; to the boxes, I pre- 

" No ! no [ How conld I bear 
that? To the place where the actora 
and actresses are." 

Triplet demnrred. This would bo 



At the first faint sign of resistance 
she began to supplicate him, as if ho 
was some great, stern tyrant. 

" O, you must not, yon cannot re. 
fnse me. Yon do not know what I 
risk to obtain this. I have risen from 
my bed to come to you. I have afire 
here I " She pressed her hand to her 
brow. "O, take me to her J" 

" Madam, I will do anything for 

En. Bnt be advised ; trust to my 
owledge of human nature. What 
Sm require ia madness. Gracious 
aavens 1 you two are rivals, and 
when rivals meet there 's mnrder or 
deadly mischief," 

" jfti ! if yon knew my soitow, you 
would not thwart me, Mi'. Trip- 
let ! little did I think yon wore as 
crud as the rest." So then this cvncl 
monster whimpered out that he should 
do any folly she insisted npon, 
" Good, kind Mr. Triplet I " said Mrs, 
Vane. " Let me look in your face 1 
Yes, I see you are honest and true. 
I will teli yon all," Then she poured 
' " ear her simple tale, unadovni'd 
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and toucliiiig as Jiidali's Bpeech 
JoBijpli. She told liim how sho lored 
her hneband ; how ho had loved her ; 
how happy tlley wei« for the first six 
months; how her heart sank when 
he left her ; how he had promised she 
ehauld join, him, and oq thtit hor- 
she Uved. "But for two months I 
had ceased to speak of this, and I 
grew hoart-sick waiting for the aui 
mona that never came. At lost I f< 
I should die if I did not sco him ; so I 
pluclted up courage and wrote tl 
mnst come to him. He did not (•. 
mo, so I left our country home. 
sir ! I cannot malto you know how 
my heart bnrned to be by his side. I 
counted the hours of the journey ; I 
counted the mUes, At last I readied 
his house ; I fonnd a gay company 
there. I was a little aorry, but I said : 
'Hifl friends shall be ivelcome, right 
welcome. He has asked them to wel- 
come Ms wife.' " 

" Poor thing ! " muttered Triplet. 

"0 Mr. Triplet! they were there 
to do honor to , and the wife 



Triplet." 
" It is abominahle ! " cried 'Iriplet, 
fiercely. 

" And she who sat in my seat — in 
his house, and in his heart — was this 
lady, the actress you so praised Ic 



"And it is my painful duty to tell 
you, madam, that, with all her t^ents 
and sweetness, she has aflerytGrai>er; 
yes, a very fiery temper," continued 
Triplet, stoutly, thongh with an un- 
easy glance in a certain direction ; 
" and I have reason to believe she is 
angry, and thinks more of her own 
ill-usage than yours. Don't yon go 
jiear her. Trust to my knowledge 
of tlio sex, madam ; I am a dramatic 



Did you ever read the ' Rival 



iting than steel. The 
pruoent course for you is to keep 
apart, and be always cheerful, and 
welcome him with a smile — and — 
have yon read ' The Way to keep 

"No, Mr. Triplet,'' said Mabel, 
firmly, "I cannot feign. Were I to 
attempt talent and deceit, I shoidd 
be weaker than I am now. Honesty 
and right are all my strength. I will 
ay Mher for justice and mercy. And 
if 1 cry in vain, I shall die, Mr. Trip- 
let, tliat is aU." 

" Don't cry, dear lady," said Trip- 
let, in a broken voice. 

" It is impossible ! " cried she, sud- 
denly. "I am not learned, but I can 
read faces. I always coold, and so 
could my Aunt Deborah before me. 
I read you right, Mr. Triplet, and I 
have read her too. Did not my heart 
warm to her amongst them all T 
Tlua« is a lieart at Ihe bottom of iJI 
her acting, and that heart is good and 

" She is, madam I she is ! and 
charitable too. I Imow a family she 
saved from starvation and despair. 
O yes I she has a heart — to feel for 
the poor at all events." 

"And am I not the poorest of the 

poor ? " cried Mrs. Vane. " I have 

no fathei' nor mother, Mr. Triplet ; 

ray hnsbaud is all I have in Uie world, 

-alllSiw^Imenn." 

Triplet, deeply aflected himself, 
stole a look at Mrs. Woffington. 
She was pale ; but her face was com- 
posed inW a sort of dogged obstinacy. 
He was disgusted wiwi hei'. " " ' 



," said he, sternly, " there is a wild 
beast more cruel and Bavoge than 
and bears ; it is called ' a 
rival,' and don't you get in its way." 
At this moment, in spite of Itip- 
let's precantion, Mrs. vane, casting 
her eye acddentally round, caught 
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(Biglit of tha gictnvo, and iiiBtantly 
Btoited np, eryiiie, " She is there 1 
Triplet was thniidei^tnick. " What 
a likeness i"crie(l alio, and moTed 
towards the snpposed picture. 

" Don't go to it 1 cried Triplet, 
aghast; " tho color is wet." 

She stopped ; but her eye and her 
Ter3f soul dwdt noon the snpposed 
picture ; and Tripfet stood quaking. 
" How like ! It seems to Wuthe. 
Yon are a great painter, sir. A glass 

Triplet, hai'dly knowing what ho 
bmS, mjittered something about " crit- 
ics and lights and shadeB." 

" Then they are hlind ! " cried Ma- 
bel, never for a moment removing her 
eye irom the object. '""-" -  



here, as this tcmukrfid image of hers 
is. I would speak to her. I am not 
wise or le«.med ; but orators never 
pleaded as I wonld plead to her for 
my Ernest's heart." Still her eye 
glanced npon the picture ; and I sap- 
pose iier heart realized BU actual 
presence, though her judgment did 
not ; for by some irresislJUe impulse 
she sank slowly down and stretched 
her clasped liands towards it, while 
sobs and words seemed to break du'ect 
from her bnrflting heart. "O yes! 
you are beautiful, yon are gifMd, and 
the eyes of thousands wait npon jonr 
Tery word and look. What wonder 
that he, ardent, refined, and genial, 
should lay his heart at yonv feet? 
And I have nothing but my love U> 
make him love me. I cannot take 
him from yon. O, he geoerons to 
the weak 1 O, give him Mck to me ! 
What is one heart more to yon? 
Too are so rich, and I am so poor, 
that witJiont his love I have nothing, 
and can do nothing but sit me down 
and ciy till my heart breaks. Gire 
him back to me, beautifnl, terrible 
woman I for, with all your gifts, yon 
cannot love him as his poor Mabel 
dots ; and I will lore yon longer 
perhaps than men can love. I will 



Iiiaa your feci, and Hcarcn above will 
hlfas yon; and I will bless you and 
pvay for you to my dying day. Ah ! 
it is alive ! I am frightened I I am 
frighl«ned1" Shoran to Triplet and 
seized his arm. "No!" cned she, 
qoivering close to him; "I'm not 
frightened, lor it was for me she — 
Mrs. Wofflngton I " and, hiding her 
face on Mt. Triplet's shoulder, she . 
blushed, and wept, and trembled. 

What was it had betrayed Mrs. 
Woffington ? A tear! 

Dnring the whole of this interview 
fwhich had taken a torn so nnlooked 
Ibr by the lislener)she might have 
sMd with Beatrice, " What fire is in 
mine ears?" and what self-reproach 
and chill misgiving in her heart too. 
She had passed Uirough a hundred 
emotions, as the yonng innocent wife 
told her sad and simple story. But, 
anxious now above all thirds to es- 
cape wilhont beii^ recognized, — for 
she had long repented having listened 
at all, or placed herself in her pifsent 
position, — she fiercely mastered her 
connlonance ; but, though she ruled 
her features, she could not rule her 
heart. And when the young wife, 
instead of inveighing agdnst her, 
cams to her as a snpplicant, with 
faith in her goodness, and sobbed to 
her fi>r pity, a hig tear rolled down 
her cheek, ami proved her something 
moi'e than a picture or an actress. 

Mi's. Vane, as we have related, 
screamed and ran to Triplet. 

Mrs. Woffington came instantly 

ora her frame, and stood before 
them in a despairing attitude, with 
hand upon her brow. For a sin- 
moment her impulse was to fly 
1 the opartmcnt, so ashamed Was 
she of having listened, and of meeting 
her rival in this way; bat slie con- 
quered this feeling, and, as soon as 
' e saw Mrs. Vane too had recovered 

me composure, she said to Triplet^ 

a low but iinn voice ; — 

" Leave us, sir. No living creature 

ust hear what I say to this lady ! " 

Triplet remonstrated, hut MiB. 
Tane said, faintly : — 
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" je3, good Mr, Triplet, I would 
rather you left me," 

Triplet, ftill of misgivings, was 
ofaligea to retire. 

"Be composed, ladies," said he, 

Eiteously. " Neither of jon conld 
elp it ; and so he entered his inner 
room, where he sat and listened ner- 
Tously, for he could not shake oif all 
apprehension of a personitl enconnter. 

In tJie room he had left there wns 
a long, aneaay silence. Both lailiea 
were greatly embarrassed. It was 
the actress who spoke first. All 
trace of emotion, except a certain pal- 
lor, was driven from her face. Siie 
spoko with very maiked courtesy, hut 
in tones diat seemed to freeae as they 
dropped one by one from her moutli. 

" I trust, madam, you will do me 
the justice to believe 1 did not know 
Mr. Tane was married t " 

" I am sure of it I " sfud Mahel, 
warmly. " I feel you are as good an 
you are rifled." 

" Mrs. Vane, I am not ! " said the 
other, almost sternly. " Ton ai'G de- 
ceived ! " 

" Then Heaven have mercy on me ! 
Ho ! I am not derived, you cided 
me. You speak coldiy now; bnt I 
know your face and your heart, — you 
pity me ! " 

" I do respect, admire, and pity 
jOTi," said Mrs. Woffingion, saaly; 
" and I could consent nevermore to 
communicate with your — with Mr. 

" Ah ! " cried Mabel ; " Heaven will 
bless yoa t But will you give me 
back his heart ? " 

" How can I do that' " said Mrs. 
Woffington, nneasily; she had not 
bargained for this. 

" The msgnet can reprf as well as 
attract. Can you not break your 
own spell ? What will hia presence 
l)B to me, if his heart remain be- 
hind!" 

"Yon ask much of me." 



" Alas 



I do." 



But I could do 



n this. 



Shi 



heart, but wou my respect, wore to 
say to mc, 'Do bo,' I should do it." 
Again she paused, and spoke with 
difficulty J for the bitter struggle took 
away her breath. " Mr. Vane thinks 
better of me than I deserve. I have 

— only — to make him believe me — 

— wonMess — worse than I sm — 
and he will drop me like an adder — 
and love you better, far better — fi)r 
having known — admired — and de- 
spised Margaret Woffingion." 

" Oh ! " cried Mabel, " I shall bless 
you every hour of my life." Her 
counletmnce brightened into rapture 
at the pictui'e, and Mrs. VVoffington's 
darkened with bitterness as she 
watched her. 

But Mabel reflected. " Kofa you of 
yonr good name!" said this pure 
creature. "Ah, Mabel Vanel yoa 
think bat of yourself." 

" I thank you, madam," siud Mrs. 
Woffingion, a little touched by this 
unexpected trait; "but some one 
must suffer here, and — " 

Maljel Vane interrupted her. 
" This frould be cmcl and base," swd 
she, firmly. " No woman's forehead 
shall be soiled by me. O madam! 
beantj' is admired, talent is adored; 



With 

e rich; without it, the 

It walks through life 

levcr bides its head for 



hutvi 

it, the poor t 
rich are poot 
upright, and 
high or low. 

Her feee was as the foce of an an- 
gel now ; and the actress, conquoi'ed 
by her beauty and tier goodness, act- 
ually bowed her head and gently' 
kissed the hnud of the country wife 
whom she liad quizzed a few horns 
ago. 



heart was gone there fbr help in 
struggle. 

"This would be to assassinate you 
no less. And so, madam," si 
sighed, "with God's he!p,IdorofuE 

Eur offer ; choosing rather, if 
, to live desolate, but innocc 
many a better than 1 hath lived 
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ay ! if God wills it, to die, with my 
Lopea and my hoart crnahi^, but my 
hands uustained ; for so my humble 
life has passed." 

How beautiful, great, and pure 
goodness is I It paints heayen oa 
the iiico that has it; it wakens the 
sleeping souls that meet it. 

At Ihe bottom of Margaret "Wof- 
flngton's heart lay a sonl, nnknown 
to the world, scarce known lo herself, 
— a heayenly harp, on which ill airs 
of passion had , been played, — but 
Biill it was thMe, in tune with all that 
is true, pure, really great and good. 
And now t^o Hush that a great heart 
sends to the brow, to herald great ac- 
tions, came lo her cheek and brow. 

" Humble ! " she cried. " Such as 

?>n are the diamonds of our race, 
on angel of truth and goodness, you 
have conquered ! " 

" yes 1 yea ! Thank God, yes ! " 
" What a fiend I must he could I 
injure you I The poor heart we hare 
both orerratecl shall be yonrs again, 
and youvs fofever. In my hands it 
is painted glass ; inlhelustreofalove 
like yours it may beoome a priceless 
jewel." Sha turned her head away 
and pondered a moment, tlien sud- 
denly offered to Mrs. Vane her hand 
with nobleness and m^eaty 



you t 



The a 






3 divinely beautiful now, for her 
good angei shone through her. 

" I conld trust you with my life 1 " 
was the reply. 

"Ah I if I might call you friend, 
dear lady, what would I not do — 
sufier — resign — Ut be worthy that 
title I " 

" No, not friend ! " cried the warm, 
innocent Mabei ; "sister I I will call 
you sister. I have no aiatec." 

"Sister I" said Mrs. WoiBngton. 
" O, do not mock me I Alas 1 you do 
not know what you Bay. That sa- 
cred name to me, from lipa ao pure 
as yours ; Mrs. Vane," s^ she, 
timidly, " would you think me pre- 
snmptaouB if 1 o^ged you to — to 



letm.__ 
Thew 



e spoken be- 



fore Mrs. T 

round her neck, and that inn 

cheek kid sweetly lo hers. 

Mrs. Wofiinglon strained her to 
her bosom, and two great hearta, 
whose gi'andenr the world, ivorship- 
per of charlatans, never discovered, 
had fonnd eacli other out and beat 
against each other. A great heart is 
as quick to find another ont as Uie 
world ia slow. 

Mrs. WofBngton hurst into a pas- 
sion of tears and clasped Mabel tigh^ 
er and tiglitei', in a half-despainng 
way. Mabel mistook the cause, but 
she kissed her tears away. 

"Dear sister," said she, "be com- 
forted. I love you. My heart 
warmed to you the first moment I 
saw you. A woman's love and graU- 
tudo are something. Ah 1 yon will 
never find me change. This is for 
life, look you." 

"God grant it I" cried the other 
poor woman. " 0, it is not thai, it is 
not that ; it ia because 1 am so little 
worthy of this. It is a sin to deceive 
you. I am not good like yon. You 
do not know me 1 " 

" Ton do not know yourself if you 
say so 1 " cried Mabel ; and to h^ 
hearer the words seemed to come from 
heaven. " I read iacea," said MabaL 
" I road yours at sight, and you are 
what I set yon down j and nobody 
mast breathe a word against yon, net 
even yourself. Do you thuife I am 
Mind ', You are beautiful, yon are 
good, you are my sister, and I loi'e 

" Heaven forgive me ! " thought 
the other. "How can 1 resign this 
angel's good opinion 1 Surely Heav- 
en scuds this blessed dew to my 
parched heart !" Andnowshcbumed 



liing her by the hand,le 
into Triplet's inner roor 



her lie dJDwn on the bed, and placed 
pillows high for her like a mother, 
and leaned over her as she iay, and 
pressed her lips gently lo hci' fore- 
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Iicatl. Her fertile brain hail already 
digeated ft plan, but she had resolved 
that this pure and candid soot should 
take no lessons of decdt. " Lie 
there," Biud she, "IJIlIopen the door, 
and then join tis. Do you knov- 
ivhat I am going to do ? 1 am nt 
going to restore you your husband' 
heart, but to show you it never really 
left you. You read faces; well, I 
read drcumstances. Matters are n 
as yon thought," said slio, witli all 
woman's taet. "I cannot explai 
She then gave 

--■[Diet uerem-' ' ' 

i let h 



ed by all she had gone through, that 
^he was in no condition to resist. 
She cast a look of childlike conS- 
doncf upon, her rival, and then dosecl 
her eyea, and tried not to tremble all 
over and listen like a frightened hare. 

It is one great charactei'istic of 
genius to do great things ivith little 
things. Faxton could see that so 
Email a matter as agreen-honse could 
be dilated into a crystal palace, and 
with two commou materials — gla^s 
andiron — haraisofl the palace of the 
genii ; the brighlfist idea and the 
noblest ornament added to Europe in 
this centniy, — the koh-i-nooi- of Ihe 
west. Livy's definitionof Archimedes 
goes on the same ground. 

Peg Woffinglon was a genius in 
her way. On entering Triplet's sta- 
dioher eye fell upon thi'ee trifles, — 
Mrs. Vane's hood and mantle, the 
back of an old latter, and Mr. Triplet. 
(It will be seen how aha worked these 
Blight materials.) On the letter was 
ivntlen, in pencil, simply these two 
words, "Mabel Vane." Mrs. Woffing- 
ton wrote above these words two more, 
"Alone and nnprowcted." She put 
tliis into Mr. Triplet's hand, and bade 
JiTm take it down staii's and give it 
Sir Charles Pomander, whose retreat. 



she knew, must have been fictitious. 
" You will find him round the corner," 
said she, " or in some shop that looks 
this wny." Whilst uttering these 
words she had put on Mrs. Vane's 
hood and mantle. 

No answer ivas returned, and no- 
Tiiiplet went ont of the door. 

Slie tamed, and there he was 
kneeling on both knees close under 



*' Bid me jump out of that window, 
madam ; bid me kill those two gen- 
tlemen, and I will not rebel. You are 
a great lady, a talented lady ; yoa 
have been msulted, and no doubt 
blood will flow, it ought, — it is 
your due ; but that innocent lady, do 
not compromise her ! " 

" Mr. Triplet, yon need not kneel 
to mo. I do not wish to foree you to 
render me a service. I have no right 
to dictate to you." 

"O dear!" cried Triplet, "don't 
talk in (hat way. I owe you my life, 
but I think of your own peace of 
mind, for yon are not one to be hap- 
py if you injure the innocent ! " He 
rose suddenly, and cried; "Madam, 
promise me not tu sUr till I come 

" Where are yon going t " 
" To bring the husband to his wife'a 
feet, and so save one angel from de- 
spair, and another angel &om a great 

" Well, I suppose yon are iviser 
than I," s^d she. " But, if you are 
in eamesE, yon had better bs qnick, 
for somehow I am rather changeable 
about these people." 

" Tou can't help that, madum, it is 
your sex ; you are an angel. May I 
be permitted to kiss your hand ? you 
are all goodnciss and gentleness at 
bottom. I fly to Mr. Vane, and wo 
will be back before yon have time to 
repent, and give the Devil the upper 
hand i^ain, my dear, good, sweet 

Away flew Triplet, all unconscious 

at he was not Mrs. Wolflngton's 

opponent, but puppet. He ran, lie 

Hire, animated liy a good action, and 
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the possesBion of his bonoFactress. 

He had no sooaet turned the . 
ner, than Mrs. Woffiiigton, looking 
ont of the vfindow, observed "' 
Charlea Pomander on the watch, 
she had expected. She vemiiined at 
the window with Mrs. Vane's hood 
on, until Sir Charles's eye in its wan- 
derings lighted on her, and then, 
dropping Mrs. Vane's letter from the 
window, she has^y withdrew. 

Sir Charles eagerly picked it 111 
His eye brighten^ when he read a 
short contents. With a self-su^sAed 
smile he mounted the 
ftinnd in Triplet's house a, lady who 
seemed startled at her 1at« hardihood. 
Slie sat with her back to the door, 
her hood drawn tightly down, and 
wore an air of trembling conscious- 
ness. Sir Charles smiled again- He 
knew Ihesex, at least he said so. (It 
is an assertion often ventured upon.) 
Accordingly Sir Cliarlea determined 
to come down from his height, and 
(Xinrt nature and innocence in their 
own tones. This he rightly judged 
mast bo the proper comae to ''" 
with Mrs. Vane. He fell down 
mock aidor upon one knee. 

The supposed Mrs. Vane gave a 
little squeak. 

" Dear Mrs. Vane," cried he, " be 
not alarmed; loveliness neglected, and 
simplicity deceived, insure raapect ns 
well as adoration. Ah!" (A sigh.) 

" 0, get np, sir ; do, please. Ah I " 
(Ailgh.) 

" You sigh, aiveetost of human 
creatures. Ah I why did not a na- 
ture like yours fall into hands tliat 
would have cherished it as it de- 
serves 1 Had Heaven bestowed on 
me this haad, wliich I take — " 

"0, please, sir — " 

" With the profbiindest respect^ 
would 1 have abandoned such a treas- 
ure for an acti-ess t — a Woffingion ! 
as artitlcial and hollow a jade as ever 
winked at a side box I " 

" la she, air ! " 

" Notorious, madam. Your hus- 



band is the only man in London who 
does not see thiTiiigh her. Hoiv dif- 
ferent are yon I Lven I, who have 
no taste for actresses, found myself 
revived, refreshed, ameliorated, by 
that engaging picture of inr 



jonrself tlie bright and central llgure- 
Ah, dear angd ! I remember all 
your favorites, and envy them their 

Elace in your recollections. Your 
iarbary mare — " 

hen i and Gray 



Gillian, his old nm 







Ah ! I knew it. Tou see how I 
them all- And all carry 
me back to those innocent days which 
iieet too soon, — days when an angel 
like you might have weaned me from 
the vricked plaaEnres of the town, to 
the placid delights of a rural exist- 

" Yon sigh- It is not yet too late. 
I am a conveit to jou ; I swear it on 
this white hand. Ah I how can I 
relinquish it, pietty ftuttering prlson- 

" Stay awhile." 

" No ! please, sir — " 

" While I fetter thee witli a worthy 
manacle." Sir Charles slipped a 
diamond ling of great value upon 
his pretty prisoner. 

"La, sir, how pretty '. " cried in- 

Sir Charles then nndertook to prove 
that the lustre of tlie ring was faint, 
compared with that of the present 
wearer's eyes. This did not Enit in- 
nocence ; she hung her head and 
fluttered, and showed a bashful re- 
pugnance to look her admirer in the 
fece. Sir Charles playfully insist- 
ed, and Mrs. Woffington was begin- 
ning Co be a little at a loss, when sud- 
denly voices were heard upon tlia 
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"My htsbfaid I " crie3 tlis 
Mrs. Vane, and in a moment she 
rose, and darted into Triplet's 
apartment. 

Mr. Vane and Mr. Triplet 
talking earnestly as they came np the 
Bt^. It seems the wise Triplet had 
prepared a little dramatic scene for 
his own refreshment, as well as for the 
ultimate benefit of all partiea. He 
had persuaded Mr. Vane to accom- 
pany him by warm, mysterious prom- 
ises of a happy denouement ; and 
now, having conducWd that genUe- 
man as far as his door, he was heard 

"And now, sir, yon shall see one 
who waits to fot^t grief, anspieioo, 
— all, in your arms. Behold!" and 
here he flflng the door open. 

"Thedeyill" 

" Yon flatter me I " a^d Pomander, 
who had had time lo recover his 
adoaib, somewhat shaken, at first, by 
Mr. Vane's inopportune arrival. 

How it is to be observed that Mr. 
Vane had not long ago seen his wife 
lying on her bed, lo all appearance 
incapable of motion. 

Im'. Vane, before Triplet could re- 
cover his surprise, inquired of Po- 
mander why he had sent for him. 
" And what," added he, " is the giief, 
suspicion, I am, according to Mr. 
Triplet, to foi^t in your arras 1 " 

Mr. Vane added this last sentence 
in rather a testy manner. 

"Why, the fact is — "began Sir 
Charles, without the remotest idea of 
what the fact was going to be. 

" That Sir Charies Pomander — " 
interrupted Triplet. 

"TSnt Mr. Tinnier 



"Gentlemen, gentlemen! how cat 

do both ? " remonstrated Tiijjlet. 

"Enough, sir I" cried Pomander. 



'It iE 



1 lady'! 



I s 



the 



"BatMr. Tnplec i 



gomg t. 



plain," said Sir Charles, keenly. 

" Nay, sir ; be yonrs the pleasing 
duty. Bnt, now I think of it," re- 
sumed Triplet, " why not tell the 
simple truth ? it is not a play ! She 
I brought yon here to see was not Sir 
Charles Pomander ; bnt — " 

"I forbid yon to complete the 
name I " cried Pomander. 

"I command yon to complete the 
name I " cried Vane. 



guardian of that lady's honor." 

" She has chosen a strange guar- 
dian of her honor I " said vane, bit- 
teriy. 

" Gentlemen 1 " cried poor Trip, 
let, who did not at all like the turn 
things were taking, " I give yon my 
word, she does not even know of Sir 
Charles's presence here I " 

"Who?" cried Vane, furiously. 
" Man alive ! who are you sneaking 
of?" 

" Mrs. Vane ! " 

" My wife 1 " cried Vane, trembling 
with anger and jealousy, " She here 1 
and wiBi this man t " 

"No 1" cried Triplet. "With 

;, ivith me ! Not with him, of 



Pomander, irritated, scomfally 
drew &om his pocket the ladies' joint 
producljon, which had fallen at his 
feet from Mrs. Wofflnglon's hand. 
He presented this to Mr Vane, who 
took it very uneasily; a mist swam 
before his eyes as he read the words ; 
" Alone and unprolected, — Mnbel 
Vane." He had no sooner read 
these words, than he found he loved 
his wife ; when he tampered wifh his 
treasure, he did not calculate on 
another seeking it. 

This was Pomander's hour of 
triumph ! He proceeded coolly tw ex- 
plain to Mr. Vane, that, Mrs. Wof- 
fingion having deserted him for Mr. 
Vane, and Mr. Vane bis wife for 
Mrs. Woffinglon, the bereaved par- 
ties had, according to custom, agreed 
to console each ottier. 

This soothing little speech was in- 
terrupted bv Mr. Vane's sword flash- 
ing saddenly out of its shealh ; while 
that gentleman, white with rage and 
jealousy, bode him instantly take to 
bis gnard, or he run through the body 
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Sii* Charles ilrew his aword, and 
in spite of Triplet's weak inteilfei' 
ence, half a doion passes were rapidly 
oxcbangcd, when suddenly the door 
of the inner room opened, and 
dy in a hood prononneed, in a 
ivhicli was an oxceDent imitation of 
Mrs. Vane's, tlie word, "False 
. The comhatants lowered their 
points. 
" You hear, sir I " cried Triplet, 
" Ton see, sir ! " said Pomander, 
"Mabel I — wifa!" cried Mr. Vane, 
in agony. " 0, aay this is not troe 1 
O, say that letter is a forgery '■ Say, 
at least, it was by some tceaehery 
yon were lured lo this den, of iniquiQ' ' 
0, spoat ! " 

The iady silently beckoned to som 
person inside. 

"Ton know I loved you! — ^yoi 
know how bitterly I repent the infal 
ualion that broRglit me lo the teat of 
another 1 " 

*rhe lady replied not, iJiongh Vane' 
sod. appeared to hang upon her an 
Bnt she threw the door open 



then threw off her hi 
Charles Pomander's oonstti nation, re- 
vealed the features of that ingenious 
person, who seemed born b> outwit 

" Xon heard that fervent declara- 
tion, madam 1 " said she to Mrs. 
Vane. "I present to you, madam, 
a gentleman who regrets tliat ha mis- 
took the real direction of his feelings. 
And to you, sir," continued she, with 
great dignil^, " I present a lady who 
will never mistake either her fwlinga 
or her duty." 

" Ernest I dear Ernest ! " cried Mrs. 
Tane, blushing as if she mas the cul- 
prit. And she came forward all love 
Hud tenderness. 

Her truant husband kneeled at her 
feet of course. No ! he said, rather 
sternly, " How came you here, Mo- 

" Mrs. Vajie," said the actress, 
" fancied you had mislaid that weath- 
ercock, your heart, in C'ovent Garden, 



fit companion for her own, and had fe- 
louiously appropriated it. She came 
to me to inquire after it." 

" But this letter, signed by you! " 
said Vane, sdU addressing Mabel. 

" Was written by me on a papci- ' 
which accidentally contained Mi's. 
Vane's name. The iact is, Mr. Vane, 

— I can hardly look you in the face,- 

— I had a UtOe wager with Sic 
Charles here ; his diamond ring — 
which yon may see has become my 
diamond ring' — a horrible wry face 
from Sir Charles — "sKiinst my left 
glove, tliat I eonid bewilch a country 
gentleman's imaginadon, and make 
him Ihink me an angel. Unfortunate- 
ly the owner of his heart appeared, 
and, like poor Mr. Vane, took our 
play for earnest. It became necessa- 
vy to disabuse her and lo open yonr 
eyes. Have I done so ? " 

" Yoii have, madajn," said Vane, 
wincing at each word she said. But 
at. last, by a mighty effort, he mas- 
tered himself, and, coming to Mrs. 
Woffington with a quivering lip, he 
held out his iiand suddenly m a very 
manly way. " I liave been the dupe 
of my own vanity," s<ud he, " and I 
thank vou for this lesson." Poor 
Mrs. WofBngton's fo(titnde had well- 
nigh left her at this. 

■" Mahal," he cried, " is this homih- 
ation any punishment for my folly '! 
any guaranty for iny repentance ? 
Can vonfoiuiveme!"^ 

"It is all forgiven, Ernest. But 

0, you are mistaken." She glided to 

Mrs. TVoflingtoa. " What do we not 

ve you, sister t " whispeved she. 

" Nothing 1 that word pays all," 

OS the I'eply. She then slipped her 

Idcess into Mrs Vanes hand and, 

eourlesying to all the company shs 

hastily left the room 

Sir Chark' Pomander followed; 
It he was not quid enough she 
>t a start, and purposely avoided 
m, and for three days neither the 
iblic nor private fnends saw this 
poor woman's face 
■Ml., _^^ ^^^ Vane prepared to go 
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also ; but Mrs. Vane would thank 
good Mr. Triplet and Mrs. Triplet 
lor their kintlness to her. 

Triplet the beuevoleiit bluehed, was 
contused and delighted ; but suddcn- 
Ij, turning somewhat socrowfal, he 
said: "Mr. VaBC, madam, made nsr 
of on expression which caused a ma 
mentor/ pang. He called this a dei 
of iniquity. Now this is my studio 
But never mind." 

Mr. Vane asked his pardon for s( 
fllisui'd an eiTor, and the pair lef 
Triplet in all the enjoyment which 
does come now and then to an honest 
man, whether this dirty litfle world 
will or not. 

A coach was called and thej 
home to Bloomsbiiry. Few words 
were said; hut therepentantlinsband 
oCteu silently pressed this angel Co 
his bosom, and the lears which found 
their way to her beautiful eyelashes 
were tears of joy. 

This weakish, and consequent! 
villanous, though not ill-disposed pe 
son would have gone down to Wi 
loughby that night ; but his wife had 
great good sense. She would not 
take her husband off, like a school- 
boy caught out of bounds, 
begged him U> stay while she made 
cei'laia purchases ; but, for all that, 
her heai't bmned to be at home. So 
in less than a week after the events we 
have related they left London. 

Meantime, erery day Mrs. Vanf 
paid a quiet visit to Mrs. Woffington 
(for some days the actress admitted 
no other visitor), and 
but two hours before si 
On that occasion she f 






with her 

left London. 

casion she found her very 

" I shall never see yon again in tliis 
world," stud she ] " but I beg of you to 
write to me, that my mind may be in 
eontact with yours/' 

She then asked Mabel, in her half- 
sorrowful, half-bitter way, how many 
months it would be ere she was for- 

Mabel answered by quietly cmng. 
So then they embraced; and Mabel 
assured her friend she was not one of 






r life," 



Swear this to me," said the other, 
almost sternly. "But no. I have 
more confidence in that candid ikce 
and pure nature than in a human be- 
ing's oath. If yon are happy, remem- 
ber you owe me something. If you 
ihappy, come to rae, and I will 









Then rows passed between them, 
for a singular tie bound these two 
women ; and then the actress showed 
a part at least of her sore heart to her 
now sister ; and that sister was snr- 

Erised and grieved, and pitied her tru- 
/ and deepy, and they wept on each 
other's neck ; and at lost they were 
ftiin to part. They parted; and trae 
it was, they never met again in this 
world. They parted in sorrow; bnt 
when they meet agtun, it shall bo with 
joy. 

Women are generally such faithless, 
imscrnpulons, and pitiless humbugs 
in their dealings wifli their own ses, 
— which, whatever they may say, 
they despise at heart, — that I am 
happy to be able to say, Mrs. Vane 
proved true as steal. She was a 
noble-minded, simple-minded crea- 



ture. Constancy is a rare, a beautiful, 
a godlike virtue. 

Eour times every year she wrote a 
long letter 10 Mrs. Woffington ; and 
twice a year, in the cold wealher, she 
sent her a hamper of country delica- 
cies, that would have victnalled a 
small garrison. And when her sister 
left this earthly bcbdo, — a humble, 
1, long - repentant Christian, — 
Vane wore mourning for her, and 
BOrroived over her ; but not as those 
'ho cannot hope to meet ngam. 

My story as a work of art — good, 
ad, or indilftrent — ends with that 
1st sentence. If a reader aceompa- 
ies me further, I shall feel flaCt«rai, 
nd he docs so at his oivn risk. 

My reader knows fliat all tfiia befell 
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bel's, and aJl Che bright eyes of that 
day, hayo long been dim, and all its 
cnnning voices hushed. Judge then 
whether I am one of those happy 
stoiy-tellers who can end with a wed- 
diag. No ! this BKicy niust wind up, 
as yours and mine miiat — to-morrow 
~ or to  mortow — or to - morro 
when our little sand is rnn. 

Sir Charles Pomander lived a a 
of pleasure until sixty. He then 
cauie a man of pain ; he dragged the 
chain about eight years, and died 
miseraUy. 

Mr. Cibber not so mnch died aa 
" slipped his wind," — a nautical 
preasion, that eoaveya the idea, of an 
eesy exit. He went off qntet and 

fenteel. He was past ei^ty, and 
ad lived lUst. Hia servant called 



John bronght the hot water at eight . 
bnt his master had taken advantage 
of this jni«rvid in hia toilet ' "' ' 
— to avoid shaving ? ' 

Snarl and Soaper conducted the 
cri^cism of their day with credit and 
respactabiliij tintil a good old age, 
and died placidly a natunJ death, like 
twaddle, sweet or soiir. 

The Triplets, while their patroness 
lived, did pretty well. She got a 
tiagedy of his accepted at her lieatre. 
She made him send her a copy, and 
with her scissors cut out about half; 
sometlDies thinnuig, sometimes cut- 
ting- bodily away. But; lo 1 the in- 
herent vanity of Mr. Triplet came out 
strong. Sabmissively, but obstinately, 
he fought for the discarded beaulJeE. 
UnluiJilr, he did this one day that 
his patroness was in one of her bitter 
humors. So slie instantly gave him 
back his manuscript, with a sweet 
smile owned herself inferior in jndg- 
menc lo him, and left him unmolested. 
Triplet breathed freely ; a weight 
was taken off hira. The savage steel 
(he applied this title to the actress's 
scissors) had spared his par/iurd pawii. 
He was played, pure and intact, a 



calamity the rest of us grumbling es- 
cape. 

But it did so happen that the audi- 
ence were of the actress's mind, and 
found the words too exuberant, and 
the business of the play too scanty in 
proportion. At last their patience 
was so sorely tried that they supplied 
one striking incident to a piece defi- 
cient in lacts. They gave the manager 
the usual broad hint^ and in the mid- 
dle of Triplet's third act a huge veil 
of green baize descended upon " The 
Jealous Spaniard." 

Failing here, Mrs. Woffington con- 
trived often to befriend him in his 
other arcs, and moreover she often 
sent Mr. Tiiplet what she called a 
snug investment, a loan of ten pounds, 
to be repaid at Doomsday, with in- 
terest and compound interest, accord- 
ing to tlie Scriptures ; and, aldiough 
she laughed, she secretly bdieved she 
— fo get her ten pounds back, 
le and treble. And I bdieve so 

me years later Mrs, Triplet be- 
eventful. She fell ill, and lay a 
dying; but one fine morning, after nil 
hope had been given up, she suddenly 
rose and dressed herself. She was 
quite well in body now, but insane. 

She con^nued in this state a month, 
and then by God's mercy she I'ecovered 



; but n 



! thed. 



H)iell 






anotlier step, and lighted upon her 
' er, — a more athletic vixen was 

. lo be found. She had spoiled 
Triplet for this bj being 6 
so when the dispensation ca 
sparred daily. They were n 
oughly nnhappy. They v 
as ever, and their benefac 
dead, and they had learned to snap. 
A specnlalJve tour had taken this 
pair to Bristol, then the second city 
in England. They sojourned in the 
Eubni-hs, 

One morning the postman brought 
letter for Triplet, who was showing 
his landlord's boy how lo plant on- 
■- -^s. (N. B. Triplet had never plant- 

an onion, but he was one of your 

p'iori gentlemen, and could show 
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but the pOBtmaii hold out his Imnd 
for ludf a wovm first. Trip's profe 
eion had transpired, and bis clothes 
inspired diffidence. Triplet appealed 
to liis good feeling. 

He replied ivith exaltation, " That 
he had none left." (A middle-aged 
posttnan, no doubt.) 

Triplet then suddenly started from 
cnlreatj to King Cainhysea' 



In VI 



ni 



plunged u 



Mrs. Triplet came down, and 
sayed the blnndishmenta of the softer 
sex. In vain ! And, as there were 
no assets, the postman inarched off 
down the road. 

Mrs. Triplet glided after him like 
an asuasEin, beckoning on Triplet, 
who followed, doubtful of her designs. 
Suddenly (tmth compels me to relate 
this) she seized the obdurate official 
from behind, pinned both his an 
his side, and witli hfir nose furiously 
telegcaphed her husband, 

■"-, animated by her exampli 
jed upon the man and tore the 
r from his band, and opened it 
before his eyes. 

It happened to be a yery windy 
morning, and when he opened the 
letter an enclosure, printed on much 
finer paper, was caiight into the air. 
and went down the wind. Triplet 
followed in kangaroo leaps, Lke a, 
dancer making a flying exit. 

The postman cncd on all good cit- 
izens for help. Some collected and 
laughed at him ; Mrs. Triplet ex- 
plaining that they were poor, and, 
could not pay half a ci'own for the 
freight of half an ounce of paper. 
She held him eonvulsiyely until Trip- 
let reappeared. 

That gentleman on his return was 
ostentataously calm and dignified. 
" You are, or \vere, in perturbalaon 
about half a crown, stud he. 
" There, sir, is a twenty-pound note, 
oblige me with nineteen pounds seven- 
teen shillings and sixpence. Should 









such ; 



Cat and Broivn iProgs,' after din]:c.-, 
when yon shall receiro your hnli- 
crowu, and drink another ujjon the 
occasion of my sudden, accession to 
mibonnded affluence." 

The postman was et^gered by ,£lie 
sentGuce, and overawed oy tlie note, 
and chose the " Cat and Frogs," and 
liquid half-crown. 

Triplet took his wife down the road 
and showed hcr the letter and otiolo- 
sure. TheletKir ran thus; — 
"Sir: — 

" We beg reapectfuUy to inform 

Jou tliat our late fticnd and client, 
ames Triplet^ Merchant, of the Ml- 
nories, died last August, without n 
will, and that you are his heir. 

" His property amounts to about 
twenty thousand pounds, besides 
some reversidns. Having possessed 
the confidence of your late uncle, wo 
should feel honored and gratified if 
you shodld think us worthy to act 
professioually for yom-solf. 

" We enclose twenty pounds, and 

beg you will draw upon us as far as 

five thousand powids, shoold you 

have immediate ocei'"" 

"Weai 



was some IJme befoto these 
children of misfortune could realize 
this enormous sti'oke of compensa- 
tion; hot at last it worked lis wa,y 
into their spirits, and they began to 
sing, to triumph, and danCQ upon the 
king^s highway. 

IMrs. Triplet was the first to pause, 
nndtakebettcrviewB. "O James!" 
she cried, " we have suffered mneh 1 
we have been poor, but honest, and 
the Almighty has looked upon us at 
last ! " 

Then they began to reproach them- 
selves. 

James 1 I have been a peevish 
nan, — an ill wife to you, this 
ly years ! " 

No, no ! " cried Triplet, with tears 

lis eyes. "ItisIiAo have bttiii 

rough and brutal, PoYorty tried us 
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-_3 altar. And the Almighty has 
seen as, Ihoiigh v/e often doobted it." 

" I noyev doubted that, James." 

So then tJie poor things fell on 
their knees upon the public road, and 
thantirf God. If any man had seen 
tliem, he would have said they wero 
mad. Yet madder tilings are done 
erery da,y by gentlemen with faces as 
griiTe as the narish bull's. And then 
they rose, iuiil formed their little plana. 

Triplet was for devoting four flfths 
to charity, and liriug lite a prince on 
the remainder. But Mk. Triplet 
tbonght the poor wore entitled to no 
more than two thirds, and they them- 
selves oaght to bask in a third, to 
make up for what they had gone 
through; and then euddenlv she 
sighed, and burst into t«ars. " Lucy I 
Lucy ! " sobbed she. 

ika, reader, Qod had taken little 
Lneyl And her mother cried to 
think all this wealth and comfoii: tiad 
come too late for her darling child. 

"Do not cry. Luc^ is richer, a 
tiionsand times, than yon are, with 
your twenty thousand pounds." 

Their good resolutions were car- 
ried out, for a wonder. Triplet 
lived for years, the bene&otor of all 
the loose fish th;it swim in and romid 
theatres ; and, indeed, the unfortu- 
nate seldom appealed to him in vain. 
He now predominated over flie arts, 
instead of climbing tliem. In his 
latter day, he became an oracle, as 
Ikr as the science of acting was con- 
cerned ; and, what is fer more rave, 
he really got to know sometidag about 
it. This was owing to two circum- 
stances : first, he ceased to run blind- 
fold in a groove behind the scenes ; 
second, he became a frequenter of the 
first row of the pit, and that is where 
the whole otitic, and two thirds of 
the true actor, is made. 

On one point, to his dying day, 
his feelings guided his jndgment 
Henever cobW see an nclress equal 
to his Wofflngton. Mrs. Abington 
was grace person! lied, but so was 



Woffington, said the old man. And 
Abington's voice is thin, Woffingtou's 
was sweet and mellow. Whon Sor^ 
dan rose, with her voice of honey, 
her dewv flreshness, and her heavenly 
lai^h, diat melted in along witli hoi- 
words, like the gold in die qoartz. 
Triplet was obliged to own her Ihe 
goddess of beaulafiil gayety ; but still 
he had tlie last word : " Woffingtoil 
was all she is, except her figure. 
Woflington was a Hebe ; your Nell 
Jordan is little better than a dowdy." 
Triplet almost reached the present 
century. He passed throi^h great 
events, but they did not excite him ; 
his eye was npon the arts. When 
Napoleon drew his conquering sword 
on England, Triplet's I'emark was r 
" Now we shall be driven won native 
talent, thank Heaven I " "nie storms 
of Europe shook not Triplet. The 
fact is, nothii^ that happened on tlic 
great stage of the world seemed real 
toliim. He believed in, nothing, where 
tliere was no curtain visible. But 
even the grotesque aio not good in 
vain. Many an eye was wet round 
his dying bed, and many a tear fell 
upon his grave. Ho made his final 
exit in the year of grace 1799. And 
I, whoiaugh at him, would leave this 
world to-Anj to be with bim; for I 
am tossing at sea, — he is in port. 



A Etrsughtforword character like 
Mabel's bMonies a firm character with 
years. Long ere she ivas for^, her 
hand gen^ but steadilv ruled Wil- 
loughby House, and alt ia it. She 
and Mr. Vane lived very happily ; ho 
gave her no fresh cause for uneasi- 
ness. Six months after their return, 
she told him what bnmed in tliat 
honest heart of hers, the truth about 
iMrs. Woflington. Thewatermshedlo 
his eyes, bnt his heart was now whol- 
ly his wife's ; and gratitude to Mrs. 
Wofflngton for her noble conduct 
was the only senliment awakened. 

"You must repay heri dearest," 
said be. " 1 know j-ou love her, and 
Hutil to-day it gave me pain ; now it 
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The happy, innocent life of Mabel 
Vane is soon summed up. Frank as 
tlie day, constant as the sun, pure as 
Ihe dew, she passed the golden years 
preparing herself and others for a 
still bri^ter eternity. At home, it 
was slie wlio warmed and cheered Ihe 
IiouEO, and the liearth, more than all 
tlie Christmas tires. Abroad, she 
slione upon the poor like the sun- 
She led her beloved husband by tlie 
hiind to Heaven. She led her cliil- 
di'en the same road ; and she was 
loading her erandchiltlren when the 
angel of death came for her ; and she 
slept in peace. 

Many remember her. E'er she 
alone, of all our tale, lived in this 
present eentnry; but they speak of 
her as " old Madam Vane, — her 
whom we knew so young and &eah. 

She lies in Willoughby Church, — 
her mortal part; her spirit is with 
llie spirits of our mothers and sisters, 
reader, that are gone before us ; with 
tlie lender mothers, tho chaste wives, 
the loyal friends, and the jast women 
of all ages. 



I come to her laat, who went first; 
but I could not have stayed by the 
others, when once I liad laid my 
darling asleep. It seemed for a while 
as if the events of our tale did her 

Not many years afterwards, she 
was engaged by Mr. Sheridan, at a 
very heavy salary, and went to Dub- 
lin, Here the little ^r1, who had 
often carried ft pitcher on her head 
down to the LiHcy, and had played 
Polly Peachum in a booth, became a 
i;nn . ^'■'"" "tic, political, and literary, 



and a 



itofdl 



re of the wit of that w 



But the Dublin ladies and she did 
not coalesce. They said she was a 
nanghty woman, and not fit fbr them 
morally. She said they had bat two 
topics, " silks and scandal," and were 
uufit for her intellectually. 



This was the saddest part of her 
history. But it is darkest just before 
sunrise. She returned to London. 
Hot long after, it so happened that 
she went to a small church in the 
city one Sunday afternoon. The 
preacher was such as wo have often 
heard ; but not so this poor woman 
in her day of sapl ss o<- 

John Wesley wal ed g 



church. , 

clatter of morality 
or evaporating the B 
gener^iiiei of the pul 
drove God's troths h m 



th 



of n 






the divine vi 
not swans' down. With good sense, 
plain BpentiTig, and a heart yearning 
tor the souls of his brethren and his 
sisters, he stormed the bosoms of 
many ; and this afternoon, as he rea- 
EOnEU like Paul of righteousness, 
temperance, and judgment to come, 
sinners trembled, — and Margaret 
Woffington was of those who trem- 
bled. 

After Has day, she came over to 
the narrow street where shone this 
honse of God ; and still new light 
hurst upon her heart and conscience. 
Here she learned why she was un- 
happy ; here she learned how alone 
she could be happj ; here she learned 
(o know herself ; and, the moment she 
knew herself, she abhorred herself, and 
repented in dnst and ashes. 

Thia strong and Btmightforward 
character maiM no attempt to recon- 
cile two things tliat an average Chris- 
tian would have oontuiued to recon- 
cile. Her interest fell in a moment 
before her new sonae of right She 
flung her profession fi^m her like a 
poisonous weed. 
Long before this, Mrs. Vane hod 
igged her to leave the stage. She 
id replied, Oiat it was to her what 
ine IS to weak stomachs. " But," 
added she, " do not fear that I will 
"sr crawl down hill, and unravel my 
■n reputation ; nor will I ever do 
I have seen others, — stand groan- 
J at the wing, to go on giggling. 
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and come off gasping. No I the tirst 
night tho boards do not spring be. 
' aeath my feet, aiid the pulse of the 
jrabiic beat under my hnnil, I am 
gone ! Sext day, at rehearsal, instead 
of Woffington, A note will come, to 
tell the manager that henceforth Wof- 
flugton is herself, — at Twiekeuham, 
orRichmond, or Harrow-o'n-the-Hill, 
far from his dust, his din, and his 
glare, — quiet, till Qod takes her : 
amidst grass, and ftoiveis, aud chari- 
table dwda." 

This day had not coma: it was in 
the zenith of her charms and her fame 
that she went home one night afl;ev a 
play, ant! never entered a Uieatre, by 
ftont door or back door, again. "' 
declined all leave-taking and 

" Wlien a publican shuts np shop 
and ceases to difihse liquid poiiion, 
lie does not invite the world to put 
up the shutters ; nMther will I. Act- 
ors overrate themselves ridiculously," 
added she ; "I am not of tliat impor- 
tance to ihe world, nor the world to 
me. I fling away a dirty old glove 
instead of soiling my lingers fillmg it 
with more guineas, and tho world 
loses in me, what? anotheroM glove, 
ftdl of wonJs ; half of them idle, the 
rest wicked, untrue, silly, or impure. 
Sougissons, iaUons-noas, et pasiom. 

She now changed her residence, 
and withdrew pohtely from her oM 
associates, courting two classes only, 
the good and the poor. She had 
always supported her mother and sis- 
ter ; but now charity became her sys- 
tem. Tiie foilowing is characteris- 
tic:— 

A gentleman who had greatly ad- 
mired this dashing actress met One 
day, in. the suburbs, a lady in an old 
black siik gown and a gray shawl, 
with a, largo basket on her arm. She 
showed him its contents, — worsted 
stockings of pvod^ious tJiickness, — 
which she was carrying to some of 
her pmtgges. 

"But surely that is a waste of your 
valuable time," remonstrated her ad- 
mirer. " Much better bay them." 



" But, mj- g 
epresentative 
" you can't buy t 
this wretehed town can kni 
hOse except Woiiington." 

ConveiBiona lite tliis are open to 
just suspicion, and some did not fail 
to conlbund her with certain great 
sinners, who have turned austere self- 
deceivers when sin smiled no more. 
But this was mere conjecture. The 
facts were clear, and speaking to the 
contrary. This woman left folly at 
its brightesl, and did not become avis- 
tero ; on the contrary, though she 
laughed iess, she was observed to 
smile tar ofteuer than before. She 
waa a hnmhle and penitent, but cheer- 
ful, hopefhL Chnstian. 

Another class of detractors took a 
somewhat ojroosite ground : ikej ac- 
cused her of bigotry for advising a 
j'Oung fi^male friend agauist the stage 
as a business. But let us hear hersdf. 
This is what she said to the girl : — 

" At the bottom of my heart, I al- 
ways loved nndhonored virtue. Yet 
the tendencies of the stage so com- 
pletdy overcame my good sentiments, 
that I was for years a worthless wo- 
man. It is a situation of uncommon 
and incessant tomplfltion. Askyour- 
aelf, my child, whether there is noth- 
ing else yon can do, but this. It is, I 
think, our duty and our wisdom to fi.y 
temptation whenever we can, as it is 
to resist it when we cannot escape it." 

Was this the tone of bigotry ? 

Easy in fortune, penitent, but 
cheerful, Mi's. WoffingloQ had now 
but one care, — to efface the memory 
of her former self, and to give as many 
"ars to purity and piety as had gone 

folly and frailty. This was not to 
bel The Almighty did not permt 
or perhaps I shoald say, did notic 
quire this. 

Some unpleasant 'ymploms Ind 
long attracted her notice but m tl o 
' nstle of hei profession had reecii 1 1 
ttle attention She w as now pei 
suadad hy her own medical atlfio Hnt 
to consult Di Bowdler who h^ i 
gi'eat reputation and hid betn lean. 
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He viaited her, iio examined lier by 


means little used in that daj, and he 


siiw nt once that hor dajs were num- 


hered. 


Dr. Bowdler'a profession and ex- 


perience had not steeled hia heart as 


they generally do and must do. He 



could not tell her this sad news, so he 
asked her foV pen and paper, and said, 
I will write a prescription to Mr. 

. He then wrote, not a preseiip- 

tion, hut a few lines, begging Mj,-. 

1o convey the cruel intelligence 

by degrees, and with care and tender- 
ness. " It is all we can do for her," 
said he. 

Ht) looked so graye while writing 
the Enpposed prescriplion, that i' - - 
luckily occuri'ed K> Mrs. Woffiii^ 
to look over him. She stole archly 
behind him, and, with a smile or "■ "- 
face, — read her death-warrant. 

It was a cruel stroke ! A gasping 
sigh brolw from her. At Uiia Di'. 
Bowdler Iqoked np, and tahia horror 
saw the sweet face ho had doomed to 
ihe tomb looking earnestly and anx- 
iously nt him, and very pale and grave. 
He was shocked, and, strange U> say, 
she, whose dcith-warrant he had 
signed, ran and bronghi him a glass 
of wine, for ho was quite overcome. 
Then she gave him her hand in her 
own sweet way, and hade Mm not 
grieve for her, for she wai not afraid 
to die, and had long learned that " life 
is a widking shadow, Qpoor,_poor jdaj- 
er, who Irels and struts his hour upon 
the stnge, and then is heoi'd no more." 

But no aooner was llie doctor gone, 
than she wept bitterly. Poor sonl ! 
she had set her heart upon living as 
many years to God as she had to the 
jvovld, and she had hoped to wipe out 
her former self. 

" Alas I " she said to hec aisler, " T 
have done more harm than I can ever 
hope to do good now; and my long 
life of fol\y and wickedness will be re- 
membered, — will be what they call 
famous; mj- short lifb of repentance 
who will know, or heed, or take to 
profit 1 " 



bowed 10 the will of Heaven, and set 
her house in order, and awaited her 
summons. The tranquillity of her 
life and her courageous spirit were 
unfevorable to the progress of dis- 
ease, and I am glad to say she was 
permitted to live nearly three years 
after this, and these three years were 
the happiest peiiod of hor whole litfe. 
Works of piety and love made the 
days eventful. She was at homo 
now, — she had never been at home 
in folly and loose Lving. AU her bit- 
IfliTiess was gone now, with its onuse. 

I{eader,itwaa with her as it is with 
many an autumn day ; clouds darken 
the sun, rain and wind sweep over 
all, — till day declines. But then 
comes one heavenly hour, when all ill 
things seem spent. There is no more 
wind, no more rain. The great sun 
comes forfi, — not fiery bright indeed, 
hut full of tranquil glory, and warms 
the sky with ruby waves, and the 
hearts of men witii hope, as, parting 
with us for a little space, he glides 
slowly and peacefiillr to 

"■ '■■" " " ■'■' this b 



fared it 



s humble, peni- 



fived long enough to read a firm 
recantaldon of her former self, to show 
the world a great repentance, and to 
leave upon indelible record one more 
proof, what alone is true wisdom, and 
where alone true joys are to be fonnd. 
endnred some physical pain, as 
twho die in their prime. But 
'er wrung a sigh fi^om her gi'eat 
heart ; and witbm she had the peace of 
God, which passes all uudorstanding. 
n not atrong enough to follow 
.. her last hour; nor is it needed. 
Enough that her own words came 
'■-ue. When the great summons came, 
found her full of hope, and peace, 
and joy; sojourning, not dwelling, 
ipon earth ; fkr from dust and dm 
.nd vice ; the Bible in her hand, the 
Cross in her heart; quiet; amidst 
and flowers, and charitable 
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CHAPTER I. 

ViscorNT Ipsben, aged twenty- 
fivo, income eighteen Uiousan3 pounila 
per year, constitutioii equine, was un- 
Iiappy I This might surprise some 
people ; bnt there are certain blessings, 
the non-possessioa of which makes 
more people disconcented than their 
possession renders happy- 
Foremost among tliese are " Wealth 
and Rank " ; were I lo add " Beanty " 
to the list, such men and women as 
go by fact, not by conjecture, would 
hardly contrHdiet me. 

The fortuni^M man ia he who, born 
poor, or nobody, works gri ' 
to wealth and consideration, 
Jng got them, dies before he finds they 
were not worth so much ti'oabie. 

Lord Ipsdan started with nothing 
lo win ; and naturally lived for amuse- 
ment. Now nothing ia so Sure to 

amuse, as amusement : nnfortanately 
for himself he could not at this period 
of hia life warm to politics ; so, hav- 
ing exhaqsted his Loudon clique, he 
rolled through the cities of £nrope 
in his carria^, and cruised its shores 
in his yacht. But he was not hap- 
py! 

He was a man of taste, and sipped 
the arts and other knowledge, as ho 
sauntered Europe round- 
But he was not liappy, 
"What shall I do?" said i'en- 

" DiBtinsuiflh yourself," said one- 

" How P' 

No immediate UDSwer. 



" Take a pririui d'mna over," a;ud 
another. 

Well, the man took a prima donna 
over, whicli scolded its maid from the 
Alps to Dover in the lingua Toscana 
without the bocca B/naana, and sang 
in London without applause ; because 
what goes down at La Scata does 
not generally go down at H Teatro 
detla Regiua, Haymarket. 

80 then my Lord strolled into 
Russia ; there he drove a pair of 
horses, one of whom put his head 
down and did the work ; the other 
pranced and capiicoled alongside, all 
unconscious of tne trace. He seemed 
happier than his working brother; 
but the biped whose career corre- 
sponded with this playiiil animal's 
was not happy ! 

At lengtii an event occurred that 
promised 10 play an adagio upon 
Lord Ipsden's mind. He 1^1 in love 
with Lady Barbara Sinclair ; and he 
had no sooner done thia than he felt, 
ill apt to do on similar 









hmg h 



bara Sinclair had a character tli 
saw would make him ; and, in fact. 
Lady Barbara Sinclair was, to an in- 
experienced eye, the exact opposite 
of Lord Ipaden. 

Her mental pnlso was aa plethoric 
as his was languid. 

She was as entbusiaatic as he waa 

She took a warm interest in every- 
She believed that government is a 
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She believed that, in England, 
government is administetod, not by 
a set of men whose aaUries range 
irom eighty to five hundred pounds a 

£Bar, and whose names ate nevec 
eard, but by the First Lord of the 
Treasary, and other great men. 

Hence she inferred, that it matters 
veiT much to all of ns in whose hand 
is the rudder of that state yessel which 
goes down the wind of public opin- 
ion, ivithout veering a point, let who 
will t>e at the helm. 

She also cared very much who was 
the new Bishop. Eeligion — if not 
religion, theology — would be affected 
thei-eby. 

She was enthusiastic about poets; 
imagined their verse to be some sort 
of clew to Iheir cluii'aclers, and so on. 

Slie had other theories, which will 
be indicated by and by ; at present it 
is enough to say that her mind was 
young, healthy, somewhat original, 
full of firo and faith, and empty of 
experience. 

Lord Ipsden loved her! it was easy 
to love her. 

F lere was not, in the whole 

g hermind and body, one grain 
flee on of any sort, 

S 3 always, in point of fact, 

d h influence of^ somo male 
m d Iher, generally some writer, 

ea m rror! But she never imi- 

led afEiciod; she was always 

h whomsoever colored. 

Th he was beautiful and elo- 

q much too high-bred to put a 

re tr pon her natural manner, 

w (ten more naiee, and even 



Id t excel in descriptions, and 
yet I want to give yon some carnal 
idea of acertuin pccnIiuHty and charm 
this lady possessed ; permit me to call 



whose manner is quite free from the 
affectation that soils nearly all French 
actresses, — Mademoiselle Madeleine 
Brohanl When you see this young 
lady play Mademoiselle La Segli^re, 
von see high-bred sensibility person- 
ified, and you see something JiTie La- 
dy Barbara Sinclair. 

She was a connection of Lord Ips- 
den's, but they had not met ibr two 
years, when, they encountered each 
other in PariB just before the com- 
mencement of this "Dramatic Story," 
" Hovel " by conrtesy. 

The month he spent in Paris, near 
her, was a bright month to Lord Ips- 
den. A by-stander would not liavo 
gathered, from his manner, that he 
was warmly in love with this lady, 
but, for all that, his Lordship was 
gradually uncoiling himse)f,andgrace- 
fnlly, quietly, basking in the rays of 
Barbara Sindair. 

He was also just beginning to take 
an interest in subjects of the day, — 
ministries flat paintings, contioversial 
DOT C mw potless integrity, 

&c hy n They I ' ' ' 



y h and her family 

L g d Lord Ipsden, 

9 g Borne, came to 



l^sl 



1 ha fl e days in Lon- 

befbre she made her preparations 
s in Perthshire, 
brought matters to a climax- 
Lord Ipsden proposed in form. 
Lady Barbara was surprised ; she 
had not viewed his graceful attentions 
in that light at dL However, she 
answered by letter his proposal which 
had been made by letter. 

After a few of those coarteous words 
a lady always bestows on a gentleman 
who has offered her the highest com- 
pliment any man has it in his power 



following ehaii 



> offer ai 

" The man I marry must have two 
things, virtues and vices, — you have 
neither ; you do notMng, and never 
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will do anything but sketch and hum 
tunes, and dniKKi and datigle : foi^et 
Ihia folly the day after to-morrow, my 
dear Tpsden, and, if I may ask a favor 
of one to whom I refuse that irhicb 
■would not ba a kindness, be still good 
friends with her who will always be 
" Your aiieclionatfi Cousin, 
"Bakuaha SiBCLiin." 



character. 

Lord Ipaden telaj 
listlessness than belore he had cher- 
ished these crushed hopes. The 
world DOW became really dark and 
blank to him. He was too languid to 
go anj-whovo or do anything ; a re- 
publican might have compared the 
settled cxpressian of his nandsome, 
hopeless face wilh that of most day- 
laborers of the same age, and mod- 
erated his envy of iho rich and titled. 

At last he becamo so pale ns well 
as languid, that Mr. Saunders inter- 

Saunders was a model vnlet and 
factotum ; who had been with his 
master ever since he left Eton, and 
had made himself necessaiy to him in 
their jontneys. 

The said Saunders was really an 
invaluable servant, and, with a world 
of obaeqniousness, contrived to have 

had, I believe, only one great weak- 
ness, that of ima^ning a beau-ideal 
of aristocracy and tlien outdoing it in 
the person of John Saunders. 

Now this Saunders was human, and 
could not be eight years with this 
yoang gentleman and not take some 
little interest in bim. He was flunky, 
and look a great interest in him, as 
stepping-stone to bis own greatness. 
So when he saw him turning pale and 
thin, and reading one letter fifty 
times, he speculated and inquired 
what was the matter. Ho brought 
the intellect of iMr. Saunders to bear on 
the question at the following angle ; — 



Now, if I was a young lord with 
,-£20,000 a year, and all the world at my 



.^ ...._, ....■, and all the' 
faet, what would make me in this way ? ' 
" Why, the liver 1 Nothing else." 
" And that is what is wrong with 
him, you may depend." 

Tbis conclusion arrived at, Mr. 
Saunders coolly wrote his convictions 
to Dr. Aberford, and desiied that gen- 
tleman's immediate attention to the 
case. An hoar or two later, he glided 
into his lord'3room,not -withoDtaome 
secret trepidation, no trace of which 
appeared on his iitee. He pulled a 
long histrionic countenance. "My 
Lord," said he, in soft, melancholy 
tJDoes, "your Lordship's mdaneholy 
state of health gives mo great anxiety j 
and, with many apologies lo your 
Lordship, the Doctor is sent for, my 

"Why, Saunders, you are mad; 
there is nothing the matter with me." 

" I beg your Lordship's pardon, 
your LoSship is very ill, and Dr. 
Aberford sent for." 

" Yon may go, Saunders." 

" Yes, my Lord. I couldn't help 
it ; I 've outstepped my duty, my 
Lord, but I could not stand quiet and 
SCO your Lordship dying by inches." 
Here Mr. S. put a cambric handker- 
chief artlsticaUy to his eyes, and glided 
out, having disarmed censure. 

Lord Ipsden fell into a revery. 

" Is my mind or my body disor- 
dered 1 Dr. Aberford ! — absurd ! — 
Saunders is getting too pragmatical. 
The Doctor shall prescribe for him in- 
stead of me ; by Jove, that tvould 
serve him right." And my Lord 
faintfy chuckled. " No 1 this is what 
I am ill of," — and he read the fatal 
note again. " I do noihing ! — cruel, 
nnjusv' sighed he. "I could have 
done, would have done, anything to 
please her. Do nothing 1 nobody docs 
anything now, — things don't come 
in your way to bo done as they used 
cenini'ies ago, or we should do them 
just the same ; it is their fault, not 
ours," BT^ed his Lordship, somewhat 
confusedly; then, leaning his brow 
updn the sofa, ho wished to die : for. 
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at tbBt dark moment, life seemed to 
this Ibrtunate man an aching void ; a 
weary, stale, flnt, unproliiablo tale ; a 
faded Bower ; a ball-room afiec day- 
light has crept in, and music, motion, 
and beauty are fled away. 
" Dr. Aberford, my Lord," 
This announcement, made by Mr. 
Saunders, checked his Ijordship's rev- 






Insults everybody, i 



"Tes, my Lord," said Saundi 
monotononsly. 

"Perhaps he will me; tiat roi( 
amnae me, said the other. 

A moment later the Doctor bowled 
into the apartment, tugging at Ms 

The contrast between him and our 
poor rich friend is almost beyond 
human language. 



byn: 



e.ofai „ 
gesture : a being withont tbe slighlr 
est apparent pretension, but refined 
beyond tbe wildest dream of dandies. 
To him, enter Aberford, perspiring 
and shouting. He was one of those 
globales of hnman quicksilver one 
sees now and tlien for two seconds; 
they are, in fact, two globules ; their 
head is one, invariably bald, round, 
and glittering: the body is another 
in activity and shape, totus teres oti^ae 
rolimdiis; and in fifty yeara they live 
five centuries. Horam Bex Aber- 
firrd, — of these our Doctor was the 
chie£ He had liardly torn otf one 
glove, and rolled as mr as the third 
Bower from the door on his Loi'd- 
Bhip's carpet, before bo shouted : — 

"This 13 my patient, lolloping in 
pursuit of health. — Your band," 
added he. For he was at the sofe 
long before Ms Lordship could glide 

" Tonijue. — Pulse is good. — 
Brealie in my face." 

"Bi-eatlie in your face, sirl how 
eanlilothatV (with an. air of mild 
doubt,) 



"By fii^t inhaling, and tben exhal- 
ing in the direction required, or how 
can I make acquaintance with your 
bowels ? " 

" My bowels ? " 

" The abdomen, and the greater 
and lesser intestines. Well, never 
mind, I can get at them another way; 
give yow heart a slap, so. — That 'a 
your liver. — And timl 's your dia- 
phrflgm." 

His Lordship having found the re- 
quired spot (some people that I know 
could not) and slapped it, the Aber- 
ford made a circular spring and lis- 
tened eagerly at his shouli^r- blade ; 
the result of tliis scientific pantomime 
seemed to be satisfactory, for he ex- 
claimed, not to say bawled : — 

"Hallo! here is a Viscount as 
sound as a roach ! Now, young gen- 
tleman," added ho; "your organs 
are superb, yet you are really out of 
sorts ; it folloivs you have the mala- 
dies of idle minds, love, perhaps, 
among the rest; yon blush, a diag- 
nostic of that disorder ; make your 
miud easy, cutaneons dieorders, such 
as love, &c., shall never kill a patient 
of mine with a Btomach like yours: 
so, now to cure yon ! " And away 
went the spherical Doctor, wirii his 
hands behind him, not up and down 
the room, but slanting and tackir^. 
like a knight on a chess-board. He 
bad not made many steps before, 
turaing his upper globule, without 
affecting his lower, be hurled back, 
iu a cold business-like tone, the fol- 
lowing interrogatory : — 

" What are your vices ? " 

" Saunders, inquired the padent, 
" which are my vices ? " 

"M'Lord, Lorflship hasn't any 
vices," replied Saunders, with dull, 
matter-of-foct solemnity. 

" Ludy Barbiu^ mokes the same 
complaint," tbonght Lord Ipsden. 

" It seems I have not any vices. 
Dr. Aberford," said he, demurely. 

" That is trad ; nothing to got bold 
of. What interests you, then t " 

" I don't remember." 

" What aranaeE you? " 
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He, from their 
re, and down 
I; is yoar eyes 
to joQF hea4. 
- 10 dancers, 



"No Opera Girl to ma her loot 
and anlde throuf^h your purse ? " 

" No, sir i and I think their BnMea 
are not what tbey we™." 

" Stuff! just the 
anklej up to ^elr tax: 
again to their morals ; it 
that are sunk deeper inf 
Hum ! no horses, no viee: 
no yacht ; yon confound 
of nobility, and 1 ought to tnow 
them, for I have to patch tKem all up 
a bit just before tliey go fo the deuce. 

" But I have. Doctor Aberfbrd." 

"What!" 

"A yacht! and a clipper she is 

''Ah 1 — (Now I 've got him.)" 

" 111 the Bay of Biscay she lay half 
a point nearer tho wind than Lord 
Heavyjib." 

" Oil ! bother Lord Heavyjib, and 
his Bay of Biscay." 

" With ali my heart, they haye of- 
ten bothered me." 

" Send hei' round to Granlon Kor, 
in the Firth of Forth." 

"I will, sir." 

" And write down this prescription." 
And away he walked again, tmnking 
the prescription. 

" Saun^rs," appealed hia master. 

" Snundora be hanged." 

" Sir ! " said Sannders, with dignity, 
"I thank yon." 

" Don't thank rae, thank yonr own 
tleserta,'' replied the modern Chester- 
field. " Oblige rae by writing it your- 
self, my Lord, it is all the tiodily 
exercise you wili have had to-day, no 
doubt." 



" Dit. Aeehfobd's Pebsobiptios. 

" Make acquaintance with all the 
[tcople of low estate who hare time to 
be bothered with yon; learn llieir 



IS, their minds, and, above all, 
r troubles." 

Won't all this bore mo ? " sug- 
gested the writer. 

" Yon will see. Eclicvo one fellow- 
iture every day, and let Mr. Saun- 
ders boob theci " 



" I shall like this parE," said the pa- 
nt, laying down his pen. " How 
clever of you to tbink of snch things ; 
J j^ .  ,.. 



" Ceitainly not ; one pill per day. — 
Write, Fish the herring 1 (that beats 
deer-Btalking.) Hun your noso into 
adventures at sea; lire on tenpence, 
iarn it. Is it down ? " 
Tes, it is down, bnt Sannders 
would have written it better." 

"If he hadn't he ought to he 
hanged," said the Aberford, inspect- 
ing the work. " I 'm off, where 's my 
hat ? oh, there , where 'a my money 1 
oil, hero. Now look hwe, follow my 
proscription, and 

Ana not care whether tie girls ssy yes or 
aajno; 
neglect it, and — my gloves ; oh, in 
iny pocket — yon ivill be btas^ and 
etaiaye', and (an English participle, 
that means something as bad) ; God 
bless you ! " 

 And out ho Ecuttlod, glided after by 
Saunders, for whom, he opened and 
shnt the street door. 

Never was a greater effect produced 
by a doctor's visit ; patient and physi- 
dan were made lor each ottier. Dr. 
Aberford was the specific for Lord 
Ipsden. He came to him like a shower 
to a fainting strawberry. 

Saunders, on his return, Iband his 
Lord pacing the apartment. 

" Sannders," said he, smartly, 
"send down to Gravoseud, and or- 
der the yacht lo this place, — wliat is 

" Granton Pier. Yes, my Lord." 
"And, Saunders, take clothes, and 
)ooks, and violins, and telescopes, and 
hings — and mc^ — toEustoa Square, 

" Ira])ossible, ray Lord, cried Saun- 
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Sars, ill i3ismfij. " Anfl there is no 
tjain for hours." 

Hia mastor replied with a Iinndred- 
pound note, and aquiel, butwickedieh 
look; and [lie prince of gentlemen's 
genlleman had all the req^aired iKms 
with him, ill a, special train, ivithin the 
specified time, and awaj they flashed, 
northwards. 

CHAPTER II. 

It is Eaid that opposite characters 

Lord Ipsden, diffldent of himself, felt 
the ralna to him of a creature so dif. 
f^i'ent na Lady Barbara Sinclair j but 
ihe lady, for her part, was not 90 dif- 
fident of herself, nor was she in search 
of her opposite ; on the contrary, she 
was waitmg patientJy to find just such 
a man as she was, or fancied herself, a 

Accustomed to measure men hy 
their characters alone, and to treat 
with Bublime contempt the acddents 
of birth and fortune, she had been a 
little sta^ered by the assurance of this 
butterfly tliot bad proposed 10 settle 
upon her hand — for life. 

In a word, the beautiful writer of 
the fatal, note was honestly romantic, 
according to the romance of 1S4S, 
and of good society ; of course she 
was not afE^cted by hair tumbling 
back or plastered down forwards, and 
a rolling eye went no further with her 
than a squinting one. 

Her romance was stem, not sickly. 
She was on the lookont for iron vir- 
tues ; she had sworn to be wooed 
with great deeds, or never won; on 
this subject she had thonght mach, 
though not/cnough to ask herself 
whefier great deeds are always to be 
got at, however disposed a lover may 



No n 



3r ; she kept herself in n 



g and fooling t 
her, bat look another way and do es 
ploits. 

She Utcd Lord Ipsdea, ber eouai 



once removed, hut despised iiim fbr 
being agreeable, handsome, clever, 
and nobody. 

She was also a Uctle bitten with 
what she and others called the Middle 
Ages, in fuctwith that picture of them 
which Grab Sti'eet, imposing on the 
simplicity of youlh, had got up fbr 
sale by arraying j^nled glass, gilt 
rags, and fkncy, against fact. 

With these vague and sketchy no- 
tices we are compelled to port, for the 
present, with Lady Barbara : but it 
serves her right ; she has gone to es- 
tablish her court in Perthshire, and left 
her rejected lover on our hands. 
, Journeys of a fliw hundred miles are 
no longer described. 

You exchange a dead chair for a liv- 
ing chair, Saunders puts in your hand 
a new tale like this; you mourn the 
superstition of booksellers, which stiU 
inflicts nncut leaves upon humanity, 
thongh tailors do not send home coats 
with the sleeves stitched np, nor cham- 
bermaids put travellers into apple-pia 
beds as well as damp sheets. Yoa 
rend and read, and are at Edinburgh, 
fatigoed more or less, but not by the 
journey. 

Lord Ipsden was, thercfoi-e, soon 
installed by the Pirth side, fuU of tfio 
Aberford. 

The young nobleman not only ven- 
erated the Doctor's sagacity, but half 
admired his brusquene and bustle; 
things of which he was himself never 

As for the prescription, tJiRt was a 
Deiphic Oracle. Worlds could not 
have tempted him to deviate from a 
letter in it. 

He wMted with impatience for the 
yacht; and, meantime, it struck him 
that the Rrst part of the prescription 
could be attacked at once. 

It was the afternoon of die day suc- 
ceeding his arrival. The Fifeshire 
hills, seen across the Firth from his 
windows, were beginning to fake their 
charming violet tinge, a light breeze 
cnflied the blue water into a sparkling 
smile, the shore was tranqnil, and the 
sea full of noiseless iifb, with the craft 
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of all sizes gliding; and dancing and 
coiirtesying on tlieir trackless roada. 
Tlie air was tepid, pure, and swee 
as heayen ; Cliis briglit uftemoon, Na- 
ture had gi^dged nothing tliat could 
gire fresh life and hope to such dwell- 
ers in dnst and smoke and vice as 
were there to look awhile on Ler 
clean face and drink her honeyed 

This yonng gentleman was nt 
sensible U> the beautj of tlie si 



re bandied the b 
And then he was a mighty sailor; 
if ho had sailed for biscuit a few 
years, how he would have handled a 

As he was, he had the eye of a 
haivk for Nature's beauties, and the 
sea always came back to bim like a 
fiiend after an absence. 

This scene, then, curled round his 
heort a little, and ho felt the good 
physician was wiser than Hio tribe 
tiiat go by that name, and strive to 
build health on liie sandy foundation 
of drags. 

" Saundui's ! do you know what 
Dr. Aborford means by the lower 



" I am sorry to say ihey are every- 
where, my Lord." 

"Get mesome" — (ci^relte). 

Oat went Saunders, nith bia usual 
graceful empressemeni, but an internal 
shrug of his shoulders. 

He was absent an hour and a half; 
he then returned with a double expres- 
sion on his face, — pride at his success 
in diving to the very bottom of soci- 
ety, and contempt of what he had 
fished uji thence. 

He approached his Lord mysterious- 
ly, and said, sotto voce, hut impres- 
sively, " This is low enongh, my 
Lord." Th6nglidedl)ack,andashered 
in, with polite disdain, two lovelier 



women than he bad ever opened a 
door 10 in the whole course of his per- 
fumed existence. 

On iheir heads they wore caps of 
Dutch or Flemish origin, with a 
broad lace border, stiffened and aiched 
over the forehead, about tliree inches 
high, leaving (he brow and cheeks 
unencumbered. 

They had cotton jackets, bright red 
end yellow, mixed in patterns, con- 
fined at the waist by the apron-strings, 
but bobtniled below the waist ; short 
woollen petticoats, with broad vertical 
stripes, red and white, most vivid in 
color; white worsted stockings, and 
neat, though high-qnartered shoes. 
Under their jackets they wore a thick 
spotted cotton handkerchief, about 
one inch of which was visible round 
the lower part of the throat. 

Of their petticoats, the outgr one 
was kilted, or gathered up towards 
the front, and the second, of the same 
color, hung in the nsnal way. 

Of tliese yonng ivomen, one had an 
olive complexion, with the red blood 
mantling under it, and black hair, 
and glorious black eyebrows. 

The other was fair, with a massive 
bnt.sliapely throat, as white as milk; 
glossy brown hair, the loose threads 
of which glittered like gold, and a 
blue eye, which, being contrasted with 
dark eyebrows and lashes, l«)ok the 
luminous efiect peculiar to that rare 
beauty. 

Their shoH petticoats revealed a 
neat ankle, and a leg with a noble 
swell ; for Nature, when she is in 
earnest, builds beauty on (be ideas of 
ancient sculptors and poels, not of 
modern poetasters, who, with their 
airy-like sylphs and their smoke-like 
verses, fight for want of flesh in wo- 
man and want of fact in poetry as 
parallel beauties. 

Theg are, my lads. — ConiiHjiei .' 

These women had a grand corpo- 
real trait; they had never known a 
corset) so they were straight as 
javelins ; they could lift their hands 
above their heads! — actually! Their 
supple persons moved as Nature in- 
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tended ; every gest 
and freeJom. 

Wlint with their own radiance, and 
tliB snowy eleanlineaa and iirightness 
of their cosiume, they came like me- 
teors into tlie apartment. 

]>>rd Ipsden, rising gently from his 
eeat, with the same quiet politeness 
with which he woald have received 
two princes of the blood, said, 
"How do you dot" and smiled a 
■welcome. 

"Fine! hoow 's yoursel ? " answered 
the dark lass, whose name was Joan 
Carnie, and whose voice was not so 
sweet as her &ce. 

" What'n lord are ye'!" continued 
she ; " are you a juke f I wad like 
fine to hae a crack wi' a jnke," 

Saunders, who knew himself (he 
cause of this question, replied, sotlo 
iww, " His Lordship is a viscount." 

"I didna ken't, was Jean's re- 
mark. " But it has a bonnj soond." 

" What mair would ye hae ? " said 
the fair beauty, whose name was 
Christie Johnstone. Then, appealing 
to his Lordship as liio likeliest to 
know, she added, "Nobeolity is just 
a soond ilsel, I 'm tauM." 

The Viscount, finding himself ex- 
pected to say something on a topic he 
had not attended much to, answered 
dryly r " We must ask the republi- 
cans, they are the people that give 
their minds to such suhjoets." 

"And yon raan,"asfeed Jean Car- 
nie, " is he a lord, too 1 " 

" I am his Lordship's servant," re- 
plied Saunders, gravely, not withont 
a secret misgiving whetlier fate had 
been jnst. 

" Kft 1 " replied she, not to be im- 
posed upon, "ye are statelier and 
prooder than lliis ane." 

"I will explain," said his master. 
" Saonders knows his value ; a ser- 
vant like SaundetB is rarer than an 
idle viscount" 

"My Lord, my Lord!" remon! 
ed Saunders, with a shocked and 
disclamatory tone. " Bather ! " 
his inward reflection. 

"Jean," said Christie, "ye 



muckle to laem. Are ye for herrin' 
the day, Vile Count ? " 

"No ! are you for this sort of 
thing? " 

At this, Saunders, vnth a world of 
empressemeia, offered the Carnie soma 
cake that was on (he table. 

She took a piece, instantly spat It 
out into her hand, and with moce en- 
ergy than delicacy flang it into the 

" Augh ! " cried she, "just a sugar 
and sunt butter thegither ; buy naa 
mair at yon shoep, Vile Count. 

" Try this, out of Nature's shop," 
langhed their eniertainEr; and he 
offered them, himself, some peaches 
and tbings. 

"Hech! a modi — cine!"B^d Chris- 

" Nature, my lad," said Miss Car- 
nie, making her ivory teeth meet in 
their first nectarine, " I didna ken 
whaur ye stoep, but ye beat the other 
confectioners, that div ye." 

Tlie fair lass, who had watched 
the Viscount all this time as demure- 
ly as a cat cream, now approached 

This young woman was the think- 
er ; her voice was also rich, fall, and 
melodious, and her manner very en- 
gaging; it was half advancing, half 
retiring, not easy to resist or to de- 
scribe. 

" Noo," said she, with a very slight 
binsh stealing across her face, " ye 
maun letmecatecbeeze ye, wull ye ! " 
The last two words were sfud in a 
way that would have induced a bear 
to reveal his winter residence- 
He smiled assent. Saunders re- 



Christie stood by Lord Ipsden, with 
one hand on her hip (the knnckles 
downwards), but graceful as And- 
nous, and b^an. 

" Hoo muckle is the Queen greater 
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a wax tapef, so is her Majesty the 
Queen to you and me, and the r" ' " 
" All' whaor does llie Juko • 

" On this pHvliculnr occasion 
Dnket makes one of ua, my preMy 

"I see I Are na yo awAi' prood 
o' being a Lon'd? " 

" What an idea ! " 

" His Lordship did not go to bed a 
spinning-jenny, and rise up a lord, 
like some of them," put in Saunders. 

" Saunders," said the pear, doubt- 
fully, "eloqoence rather bores peo- 
ple." 

" Then I must n't speak again, my 
Lord," said Saunders, respectfully. 

" Noo," said the fair inquisitor, 
" yo shall tell rae how ye came to l>e 
Lorrds, year faemity 1 ' 

" Saunders 1 " 

" Na ! ye manna flee to Sandy for 
a thing, ye are no a baivn, are ye'? " 

Here was a dilemma, the Saunders 
proj) knocked rudely away, and 
obliged to think for oursotres. 

But Saunders would come to bis 
distressed master's assislanco. He 
fnrlively conveyed to him a plump 
book, — this was Saunders's manual 
of faith; tha author was Mr. Burke, 



It Edmi 



ir the 



Lord Ipsden ran hastily 
pfles, closed the book, and said, 
" Here is ttio story. 

" Five hundred years ago — " 

" Listen, Jean,*' said Christie ; 
"we're gnun to get a hoeny story. 
' Five hundre' years ago,' " added 
she, with interest and awe. 

" Was a great battle," resumed the 
narrat«r, in cheerful tones, as one 
larking^ with history, " bctiveon a 
King of England and his rebels. He 
was m the thick of the fight — " 

" That 's the King, Jean, be was in 
the thick o'l." 

" My ancestor killed a fellow who 
lyas sneaking behind him, hut the 
next momenta man-atramis prepared 
a thrust at his mfljesty, who had his 
hands full with three assailants," 



"Eh! that's no fair," aaid Chris- 
lie, " as sure as deeth." 

" My ancestor dashed forward, nnd, 
as the king's sword passed through 
one of (hem, he clove another lo ^e 
waist with a blow." 

" Weel done I weel dona I " 

Lord Ipsden looked at the speaker, 
her eyes wore giiiiering, and her 
cheek flusliing. 

"Good Heavens 1" thought he; 
" she believes it I " So he began lo 
take more pains with his legend. 

"But for the spsarsman," con- 
tinued he, "he had nothing but his 
body ; ho gave it, it was his duty, and 
received the death levelled at his 

"Hech! puir mon." And the 
glowing eyes began to glisten. 

"The battle flowed another way, 
and God gave victory lo the right ; 
but the king came back lo look for 
him, for it was no common service." 

" Deed no ! " 

Here Lord Ipsden began to turn 
his eye inwards, and call up tha 
scene. He lowered bis voice. 

" They found him lying on his 
back, looking death in the face. 

" Tlie nobles, by the King's side, 
nncovei'ed as soon as he was found, 
for they were brave men, too. There 
was a moment's silence; eyes met 
eyes, and said, this is a stout soldier's 
last battle. 

" The King could not bid him 

Na ! lad. King Deeth has ower 

ng a gnip." 

Bat ho did what Kings can do, 
he gave him two blows with his royal 
swoi-d." 
" O, the robber, and him a deeiug 

" Two wonls from his royal mouth, 
...id he and we were Barons of Ipsden 
and Hawthorn Glen from that day to 
this." 

" Bnt the puir d^ing creature 1 " 

" What poor dying creature 1 " 

"Yonr Forbear, lad." 

" I don't know why you call him 
poor, madam ; all the men of tbaC 
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day are dnst ; they are the gold dnst 
who died with honor. 

" He looked round, uneasily, for 
his son, — for he had hut one, — and 
when that son knelt, unwounded, by 
him, he Biiid, ' Good night, Baron 
Ipsden ' ; and so he died, fire in his 
eye, a smile on his lip, and honor on 
his name forever. I meant to tell 
yon a lie, and I ,ve told you the 

"I,addie," said Christie, half ad- 
miringly, half i-epronchfuUy, " ye gar 
the tear come in my een. Eech I looli 
at yott lassie 1 how conld you thinic 
t' eat plums throngh siccaa a honny 

"Hets," answered Jean, who had, 
in fact, cleared tlie plate, " 1 aye lis. 
ten biit when my ain mooth 'a stap- 

"Bat see, now," pondered Chris- 
(io, " twa words fra a King, — thir 
ro just breoth." 



"Of CO 



IS the at 



"All 



titles are. What is popularity ? ask 
Ariatides and Lamavtine; the breath 
of a mob, — smells of its source, — 
and is gone before the sun can set on 
it Now the royal breath does smell 
of the Eose and Crown, and stays by 
ua trom age to age." 

The story had warmed our marble 
acquainiajice. Saunders opened his 
eyes, and thought, "We shali waka 
up the House of Lords some oyeniog, 
— MS shall." 

His Lordship then added, less 
warmly, looking at the girls ; — 

" I think I should like to be a fish- 
erman." So saying, my Lord yawned 
slightly. 

To [bis aspiration the young fish- 
wives deigned no attention, doubting, 
perhaps, its sincerity ; and Christie, 
with a shade of severity, inquired 
of hini how he came to be a Vile 
Count. 

" A baron 's no' a Vile Count, I 'm 
sure," said she ; " sae tell me how jo 
came to be a Vile Count." 

" Ah ! " said he, " that is by no 
means a pretty story like the other ; 
yoa will not like 1% 1 am sure." 



Ill; I'tt 



" Ay, will I, — ay, 
seeking knoiiwledge.' 

"Well, it is soon told. One of us 
sat twenty years on one sent, in the 
day he got up a 



-Viscoi 
"Ower mnckle pay for o 



T little 

"Now don't say that; I would n't 
do it to bo Emperor of Enssia." 

" Aweel, I hae gotten a heap out o' 
ye ; sao noow I '11 gang, since ye aro 
no for herrin' ; come away, Jean." 

At this their host remonstrated, 
and inquired why bores are at one's 
service night and day, and bright peo- 

Sile are always in a harry ; he was in- 
brmed in reply, " Labor is the lot o' 
man. Dir ye no ken that muclile ? 
And abune a' o' women."* 

" Why, what can two such pretty 
creatures have to do except to be ad< 
mired 1 " 

This question coming within the 
dark beauty's scope, she hastened ta 

" To sell our' herrin', — wo hae 
three hundre' loft in tlio creul." 

" Wliat is tlie price ? " 

At this question the poetry died 
out of Christie Johnstone's face, she 
gave her companion a rapid look, 
indiscernible hj male eye, and an- 
swered : — 

" Three a penny, sirr ; they are no 
plenty the day," added she, in smootli 
tones that carried conviction. 

(Little liar; they were selling six a 
penny everywhere.) 

1. d J,-. 1..... ■Ijgm f^ ^ 

It thorn, 



"He's daft I ho's doftl O, ye 
ken, Jean, an Eni^lishman and a 
lorrd, twft daft things thegithcr, bo 
could na' miss the road. Coont 
Ihem, lassie." 

" Come away, Sandy, till I connt 
them till ye," said Jean. 

Saunders and Jean disappeared. 

osity revived. 

"An' what brings ye hora from 
' A local Wen, I auspect, — C. B. 
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Luiidon, if ye please? " recommenced 
the f^f inquisitor. 

" You have a good couDtenance ; 
there is something in your face. I 
could find it in my lieart to tell you, 
but I should bore you." 

" De'ol a fear I Bore me, bore me i 
ivhast 's thaat, I wonder' " 

"What is your name, madam? 
Mine is Ipsden." 

" They ca' me OhrislJB Johnstone." 

"Well, Christie Johnstoue, I am 
under the doctor's hands." 

" Pnir lad. What 's the trouble ^ " 
(solemnly and tenderly. ) 

"Ennui!" (rather piteonaly.) 

" YawQ-we f I never heerd tell 

" you luefcy girl," burst ont he ; 
"but the doctor has undertaken to 
' cure me ; in one thing yoti could as- 
sist me, if I am not presnming too 
far on our short acquaiotance. I aia 
to relieve one poor distressed person 
every day, but I must n'l do two : is 
not that a bore?" 

" Gie 'a your hand, ^e 's yonr hand. 
I 'm vexed for ca'ing voudati. Hech I 
what a saft hand ye hae. Joan, I 'la 
saying, come here, feel this." 

Jean, nho bad run in, took the 
Viaconnt's hand from Cbristie. 

" It never wroucht any," explained 



other 



ide. 



" He 's a bonny lad," said Jean, in- 
specting him scientifically, and poin^ 

"Ay, is he," said the other. 
"Awesi, there 's Jess Rutherford, a 
ivjddy, wi' four bairns, ye raoieht do 
warn- than ware your siller on her." 

'■riye ponnda to bo^n ? " inquu^d 
his Lordship. 

" Five pund 1 Are ye made o' sil- 
ler i Ten Bohell'n 1 " 

Saunders was rung for, and pro- 
duced a one-pound note. 

" The herrin' is five and saspence; 
it 's four and snxpence I 'ra awm ye," 
said the yonng fishwife, " and Jess 
will be a glad woman the nclcht." 



The settlement was effected, and 
away went the two friends, saying ; — 

" Good boye. Vile Count." 

Thidr host fbll into thought. 

" When have I talked, bo much ? " 
asked he of himself. 

" Dr. Aberford, you are a wonder- 
ful man ; I like your lower classes 
amazingly." 

" Meflez vous. Monsieur Ipsden I " 
should some mentor have said. 

As the Devil puts into a beginner's 
hands ace, queen, live trumps, to 
give him a taste for whist, so ^ese 
fewer classes have perhaps put for- 
ward one of their best cards to lead 
you into afalse estimate of the strength 
of their hand. 

Inatflad, however, of this, who 
should return, to disturb the equilib- 
rium of troth, but this Christina John- 
stone 1 She came thoughtfully in, 

" t 've been taking a thoncht, and 
this is no what yon gude phjseecian 
meoned ; ye are no to fling your 
chaerity like a bane till a doeg ; ye 11 
gang yonrsel to Jess Eutherlbrd; 
riucker Johnstone, that 's my brother, 
will convoy ye." 

"But how is your brother to know 



by." 

Then she returned the one-ponnl 
note, a freah settlement was eifected, 
and she left him. 

At the door she said : " And I am. 
rauckle obleeged to ye fbr your sioiy 
and your goodness." 

Whilst uttering these words, she 
half kissed her hand to him, with a 
lof^ and disengaged gesture, snch as 
one might expect from a queen, if 
queens did not wear stays ; and was 
gone. 

When his Lordship, a few minutes 
after, sauntered out for a stroll, the 
first object he beheld was an exact 
"" iman square, a handsome boy, with 

body swelled ont apparently to the 

;e of a man's, with Who flannpl, and 

ae cloth above it, leaning against a 
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[s poi^kets, — 



This mariitB piiff-bflll was Flucker 
Johnstone, agea fourteen. 

Stain hia sister's face with diluted 
wnlnut-juicB, as thsy make the stage 
^ypsy and Red Indian {two 
imagined by actors to be o 
jou have Tlucker's &ce. 

A slight moral distinction rema 
not to be so easily got over- 

Slio was tlie boat girl in the pli 
and he a baddish boy. 






He It 















a intelligeni 

This youthful mariner allowed his 
Lordship to pass him, and take twenty 
Bteps, but watched htm all the time, 
and compared him with a description 
farnished him by his sister. 

He then followed, and brought liim 

" I daor say it 's you 1 'm to con- 
voy to yon anld %gittl" said Uiia 
baddisli tray. 

On they went, Elnctor rolling and 
pitching and yawing to keep up with 
tliB lordly galley, for a flaherman's 
natural waddle is two miles an hoar. 

At the very entrance of Newhaven, 
the new pilot suddenly sung out, 

Starboard it was, and they ascend- 
ed a filthy "close," or alley; they 
mounted a staircase which was ont of 
doors, and, without knocking. Flack- 
er introduced himself into Jesa Ruth- 
eiford's house. 

•' Here a gentleman to speak li!l ye. 



CHAPTEE ni. 



her tone, and but little anrpiise. 

His Lordship then explained that, 
understanding there were worthy peo- 
ple in dlslrcBB, he was in hopes he 



might be permitted to assist thero, 
and that she must blame a neighbor 
of hers if he had broken in upon her 
too abruptly witli this object. He 
then, wirh a blush, hinted at ten shil- 
lings, which he begged she wonM con- 
sider as merely an instalment, nntil 
he could learn the precise nature of 
her onibarrassmcnts, and the best way 
of placing means at her disposij. 

The widow heard all this with a 
lack-lnatre mind. 

For many yeai-s her life had been 
nnsuccesaful labor ; if anything had 
ever come lo her, it had always been 
a misfoitune ; her incidents had been 
thorns, — her events, daggers. 

She could not realize a human an- 
gel coming to her relief, and she did 
not realize it, and ahe vrorked away at 

At this, Flucker, to whom his Lord- 
lip's speech appeared monstrously 
weak and pointless, drew nigh, and 
^ave the widow, in her ear, his vor- 
-'-1, namely, his sister's embellished, 
vas briefly this : That the gontle- 
1 was a daft lord from England, 
who had come with the bank m hia 
brceks, to remove poverty from Scot- 
land, beginiiing with her. " Sae 
(peak loud aneoch, and ye 'It no want 
siller," was his polite corollary. 

His Lordship rose, laid a card on a 
chair, begged her lo make use of him, 
et cetera ; he then, recalling the orac- 
ular prescription, said, " Do me the 
favor 10 apply to me for any little 
1 have a use for, and, in retnrn, 
^eg of you (if it does not boi-e 
much) lo make me acquainted 
with any little trouUea yon may have 
encountered in the course ot your 
life." 
ms Lordship, receiving no answer, 
IS about to go, alter bowing to her, 
and smiling gracefully upon her. 

Hia band was on the latch, when 
Jesa Rutherford burst info a passion 

He turned with surprise. 

" Mg iroubtes, laddie," cried she, 
trembling all over. " The sun wad 
set, and rise, and set again, ere I could 
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tell ye a' the trouble I hae cor 
through. 

"O, ye need na vex yoaraelffbri 

lad, I sliall aaaure ye. Moiiy 'a die 
lime I haa prayed for them, and could 
na hae them. Sit ye doon ! sit ye 
iloon! I'll no let ye gang fea my 
door till I hae thankit ye, — but gie 
me time, gie me time. I cauiia greet 
a' the days of the week." 

Flueker, c^at. 14, opened his eyes, 
uuablo to connect ton shilliogs and 

Lord Ipsden sat down, and felt very 
KOrry for her. i 

And she cried at her eaae. 

If one touch of nature make the 
whole world kin, methinks that swept 



His bare mcnyon of her troubles had 
surprised the widowed woman's heart, 
and now she looked up, and exam- 
ined his ' '' — 



., young or old, high or 
;oni and appreciate sensi- 
man's face, at a single 

I saw there was enough, 
ure of sympathy. She 
resolve, and the tale of 
I burst from her, tike a 



bility iQ 
glance. 
What 3 



floo 

Then the old fishwife told the young 
aristocrat how she had home twelve 
children, and buried six as bairns ; 
how her maa was always unlucky; 
liow a mast fell on him, and disabled 
him a whole season ; how they could 
but just keep the pot boiling by the 
deep-sea fishing, and he was not al- 
loived to dredge focoysterB,ljecauBe his 
father was DOt a Newhaven man. How, 
when the herring fishing came, to 
make all right, he never had another 
man's luck ; how his boat's crew 
would draw empty nets, and a boat 
alongside him would bo gunwale down 
in the water with the lish. How, at 
last, one morning, the 20th day of 



November, his boat came in to Kew- 
haven Pier without him, and whan he 
was iuquued for, his crew said, "He 
had stayed at home, like a lazy loon, 
and not sailed with them the night be- 
fore." How she was anxious, and 
had all the public-houses searched, 
" Tor he took a dro^ now and then, 
nan wonder, and him aye ia tho 
weather." Poor thing ! when he was 
alive she used to call him a drunken 
scoundrel to his Ace. How, when the 
tide went down, a mad wifi, whose 
husband had been drowned twenty 
years ago, pointed ont something un- 
der the pier, that the rest took for 
sea-weed floating, — how it wajs the 
hair of her man's head, washed about 
by the walfir, and he was there, 
drowned without a cry or a struggle, 
by his onormona boola, that kept him 
in an upright position, though he was 
dead ; there he stood, — dead, — 
drowned by slipping from the sllpperj* 
pier, close to his comrades' hands, in 
a dark and gusty ni^t ; how her 
danghtor married, and was well to do, 
and assisted I)er ; how she tetl into a, 
rapid decline, and died, a picture . of 
health Ki inexperienced eyes. How 
she, the mother, saw and Knew, and 
watched the treacherous advance of 
and death ; how others said 
„ _ . , ' Her daughter was better," 
and ^6 was obli^ to say, "Yes." 
How she had worked, eighteen hoars 









king . 



ts ; how, 
ts to the other m 









her, bacRus 
How she had 
choose between begging her meal and 
going to bed wifliout it, but, thank 
Heaven ! she had always chosen tho 

She told him of hunger, cold, and 
anguish. As she spoke they hecame 
red things to him ' up to that mo- 
ment they had been things n a slory 
book. And as she spoke she locked 
herself from side to side 
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Tliis is my tJivone, bid kings com 
and bow (o it!" 

Hef bearer felt this, and therefor 
this womMi, poor, old, and ugly, be- 
came saCTcd in his eye ; it was trith r 
strange sort of respect tha6 ho tried b 



evening. 

" Madam, said he, " let me 1 
happy as 10 bring you some comfort. 
The sorrows of the heart I cannot 
heal ; they are for a mightier hand ; 
bnt a part of yonr distress appears to 
have been positive need ; that we can 
at least dispose of, and I entreat you 
to believe that from this hour want 
ahall. never entei- that door again. 
Never I npou my honor ! " 

The Scotch ai-e icebergs, with vol- 
canoes undemeath; thaw the Scotch 
ice, whkl) is very cold, and jon shall 
get to the Scotch Are, warmer than 
any sun of Italy or Spain. 

His liOrdsliip liad risen to go. The 
old wife had seemed absorbed in her 
own grief; she now dried her tears. 

"Bide ve, sirr," said she, "till I 



And she did bless him ; and what a 
blessing it was ; not a melodious gen- 
erality, like a Blago parent's, or papa's 
in s, damsel's novel. It was like tbe 
eoa of Barak on Zophim. 

She blessed him, as one who had 
tlio power and the right to bless or 

Shc stood on the high grotmd of her 
low eslate, and her afflictions, — and 
demanded oftheir Creator to bless tiio 
fellow-ereaturo that had come to hei" 
aid and consolation. 

Thi3 woman had suffered to the 
limits of endurance; yesterday she 
had said, " Surely the Almighly doo3 
na see me a' these years 1 " 

So now she blessed him, ond her 
heart's blood seemed to gush into 

She blessed him by land and water, 
hnew most mortal griefs ; for 






thank ye 

So she began to thank him, rather 
coldly and stifBy. 

" He says ye are a lord," said she ; 
" I dinna ken, an' I dinna care ; but 
ya 'ce a gentleman, I dam say, and a 
kind heart ye hae." 

Then she began to warm. 

"And ye '11 never bo a grain the 

rrerfbrlhe siller yehne gien mo; 
he that giveth to the poor lendetli 
to the Lord." 

Then she began to glow. 

"But it's no yonr siller; dinnn 
thintit, — na, lad, mil 0,flnel I 
ken there 's mony a supper for the 
bdms and me in yon bits metal ; 
but I canna feel your siller as I feel 
your wiasomo smiia, — the drop in 
your young een, — an' the sweet 
words ye gied me, in the sweet music 
o' your Soothem tongue, Qaie bless 
ye I" (Where was her ice by this 
time ?) " Gude bless yo ! and I bless 
yel" 



she had felt them. 

She warned tliem away 
one by one. 

She knew the joys of life ; for she 
had felt their want. 

She summoned them one by one to 
his side. ' . 

"And a fair wind to your ship," 
aied she; "an' tlie storms aye ten 
miles to leeward o' her." 

Many happy days, "an' weel spent," 
she wished him. 

"His love should love him dearly, 
or a belter lake her place." 

"Health to his side by day; sleep 
to his pillow by night." 

A thonsand good wishes came, like 
a torrent of fire, from her lips, with a 
power that eclipsed his dreams of hu- 
- eloquence ; and then, changing 
moment from the thander of a 
Pythoness to tlie tender mnsle of soma 
" ">etess mother, she ended ; — 

" An' O my boenny, hoenny lad, 
may ye be wi' the rich upon the airth 

His Lordship's tongue refused him 
the thin phrases of society. 

" Earewell for the present," said he, 
and he vrent quietly away, 

 paced thoughtfully home. 
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He had drunk a, fact wiili evarj ac 
teiico ; and an idea with every fact. 

For tha knowledge wo have nev 
ranlized is not knowledge to us, — only 
knowledge's shadow. 

With the banished Duke, he now 
began to feel, " we are not alone un- 
Iiappy": this «niveraai world con- 
tains other guess sorrows than ;otu^. 
Viscount, — acilitxt than unvarying 
health, unbroken leisure, and inealea- 
lable income. 

Then this woman's eloquence 1 

politely in the Upper Hoase, and 
drone or hammer away at the Speak- 
er down bcJow, with more heat than 



nmg, 



■mth. 

lie had seen nine hundred mid 
beast! fed with peppered tongne, In a 
menagerie called L'Assemblee Nation- 



His 
thatm 



■s had rung often enough, foe 

This time Ms heart heat. 

He had been in the pnncipal Courts 
of Europe; knew what a handful of 
gentlefolkB call "the World": had 
experienced the honeyed words of 
courljcrs ; the misty nothings of di- 
plomatists ; and the innocent' prattle 
of mighty kings. 

But hitherto he seemed to have 
undergone gibberish andjarp^n : — 

GiWierish and jargon — Political ! 

Gibbeiish and jargon — Social i 

Gibberish and jargon — Theologi- 

Gibbeiish and jai^on — Positive 1 
People had been prating — Jess had 

But, it is to be observed, he wai 
tnidcr the double eflect of eloquence 
and novelty ; and, so Eituated, we 
overrate things, you know. 

That night ho mad "'— '-  

this poor woman, in 
die before next week. 

"Who knows V said he, "she is 
such an unluelty woman." 

Then he went to bed, and whether 
from the widow's blessing, or the nir 
of the place, he slept like a plough' 






Leaving lliehai'd, Lord IpsJcn, to 
work out the Aborford problem, — to 
relieve poor people, one or two of 
whom, liketheEudierford, were grate- 
ful, the rest acted it to tha life, — to 
receive now and then a visit from 
Christina Johnstone, who borrowed 
every mortal book in his house, who 
sold him fish, invariably cheated him 
by the indelible force of habit, and 
then remorsefully undid iha bargain, 
with a peevish entreaty that " he would 
not be so green, for tliere was no do- 
ing business with him," — to be fas- 
tened upon by Flucksr, who, i 

admirable smoothness !"' 

wormed himself into a 

board the yacht, and mat 

To cvnise in search f d n n 
and meet nothing b d p 
ments ; lo acquire a brown lu 
lighter step, and a , k o o 
moves for a while towards bnmb 
personages. 



CHAPTEP V 

Jess RcTiiBRFOnD, widow of 
Alexander Johnstone, (or Newhaven 
great arUsls, change their 
without chan^ng ibeir 
i, WHS known in the town only 
dour wife, a sour old carUne. 
Whose fault ! 

Do wooden laces and iron tongues 
tempt sorrow to put out its snails' 

She hardly spoke to any one, or 
my one to her, «ut four days after the 
isit we have described people began 
bend looks of sympathy on licr, to 
tep out of their way to give lier a 
kindly good-morrow a e a b fi 
and meal nsed to be p d on h 
table by one neighbor o ano h 
when shewasont: and so on She 
first behind-hand n cap d 
ing to all this, hnt by denre a ha 
thawed to those who e haw ng o 
her. Next, Sounder ca d o he 
and sliowed her as m n made 
for her benefit, on ci. am and n 
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Lanarkshire. Sho was at eaa 
The Almighty had seen her all these 
Bat how caroe her neighbo: 
Becaase a nobleman had Tisiled 

Not exactly, dear novel-reader. 

This was it. 

That same night, by a bright 
lighting up snowy walls, burnished 
copper, gleaming candlesticks, wid - 
dinner-table floor, sat the miatress a 
the house, Christie Johnstone, and 
her brother, !Flucltor. 

She with a b<iok,.he with his reflec- 
CioDs opjiosiia her. 

" Lassie, hae ye ony siller past ye ? " 

" Ay, lad ; an' I mean to keep it '. " 

The baddish boy had roistered a 
TOW to the contrary, and proceeded 
to bleed his flint {tor to do Christie 
justice the process was not very dis- 
Eimilar). Flucker had a versatile 
genius fbr making money { he had 
made it in forty difierent ways, by 
land and sea, tenpeiice at a time. 

" 1 hae gotten the life o' Jess Bntlt- 
erford, till ye," said ha. 

" Giest then." 

"I'm seeking half a crown for 't," 
said he. 

Now, he knew he should never get 
half a crown, but he also knew that 
if he asked a shilling, he should be 
beaten down to fourpenee. 

So bair a crown was his flrst brale. 

The enemy, with anger at her 
heart, called up a bumoroDs smile, 
and saying, " An ye 'l^ect saspence," 
went about some household matter ; 
in reality, to let her proposal rankle 
in Flacker. 

Flacker lighted his pipe slowly, as 
one who would not do a sister the 
injustice to notice bo trivial a propo- 

He waited fresh overtures. 

They did not come. 

Christie resumed her book. 

Then the baddish boy fixed his eye 
ou the fire, and said softly and tliougbt- 
[ully to tlio fire, " Huch, what s, hciip 



o' tronMes yon woman has come 
through." 

This stroke of art was not lost. 
Christie looked up from her boot ; 
pretended he had spoken to her, gave 
a fictitious yawn, and renewed the ne- 
gotiation with the air of one disposed 
to kill time. 

She was dying for the story. 

Commerce was twice broken ofFand 
renewed by each power in turn. 

At last the bargain was atrud; at 
fourteen-ponce. 

Then Flucker came out, the honest 
merchant. 

He had listened intently, with mer- 



He had the widow's 



'sail off 



He was not a bit affected himself, 
but by pare memory he remembered 
where she had been most agitata or 



He gave it Christie, word for word, 

id even threw in what dramatists 
call " the buainess," thus : — 

"Here ye suld greet — " 

" Here ye '11 play your hand like a 
geraffe." 

"Geraffe^ That's a beast, I'm 
thinking." 

"Na; it 's the thingonthehillthat 
makes ^gnals." 

"Telegi'aph, ye fullsh goloahen i " 

" Oo ay, telegraph ! Gei'affe 's eun- 
est said for a'." 

Thus Jess Rutheiford's lift camo 
to Christie Joboatone's hands. 

She f^ild it to a knot of natives nest 
day; it lost nothing, fbr she was a 
woman of feeling, and by intuition an 
artist of the tongue. She was the 
raaoniear in a place where there 
hundred, male and female, who 
attempt that art. 

The next day she told it again, and 

then inferior narrators got hold of it, 

id it soon circulated through the 

And this w^ the canse of the sud- 
den sympathy with Jess Rutherfoi'd. 
\s our prigs would say : — 
Alt had adopted her canse aad 
adorned her tale. 
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CHAPTER V. 

Thb fishing village of Tfewhaven ii 
sn iinigne plucc ; it 19 a coloay Chat 
lumias distinct features ; the people 
seldom intermarry with tJieir Scotch 
neighbors- 
Some Bay the colony is Dutch, 
some Danish, some iFlemish. The 
character and cleanliness of their fe- 
mali; costume poinls rather to the 

Fish, like horse-flesh, corrupts the 
mind and manners- 
After a certain ago, the Kewhaven 
tishwifb is always a blRckguard, and 
ugly; but among the younger speci- 
mens, who have not traded loo much, 
or come into mKch contact with larger 
towns, a clmrcnlng modesty, or else 
slyness (sncb as no man can dislia- 
guish ffom it, so it answers every pur- 
pose), ia to be found, combined with 
rare gtacc and 1>eauty. 

It is ft race of ivomen that the north- 
ern Btm peachities instead of roaewood- 

On Sundays the majority sacrifice 
appearance to fashion ; these turn 
out rainbows of silk, salin, and lace- 
In the week they were all grace, and 
no stays ; now they seem ail sia^ and 
no grace. Thoy never look so ill as 
wJicn they change iheir " costume " 
for " dress." 

The men arc smart fishotmen, dis- 
tinguished from the oilier flehsTmen 
of the Firth chiefly by their " dredging 
so^." 

This old song is money to them ; 

Dredging is practically very stiff 
rowing for ten hours. 

How both the Newhaven men and 
their rivals are agreed that this song 
lifts tbem through more work than 
untuned fishermen can nianage. 

I have heard the song, and seen the 
work done to it ; and incline to think 
it helps the oar, not only by keeping 
t)ie time true, and the spuit alive, but 
also by its favorable action on the 
iungs. It is sung in a peculiar way : 
the eonnd ie, as it were, expelled from 



the chest in a sott of musical ^aeula- 
IJons ; and the like, we know, waa 
done by the ancient gymnasts; and 
is done by the French balers, in lift- 
ing their enormous dough, and by our 
paviors. 

The song, in itself, does not contnin 
above seventy stock verses, but these 
perennial lines are a nucleus, round 
which the men improvise the topics of 
tie day, giving, I know not foe what 
reason, Che preference t« such as verge 
upon indelicacy. 

The men and women are musical 
and narrative; three out of four can 
sing a song or tetl a story, and they 
omit few opportunities- 
Hales and females suck whiskey 
like milk, and are quarrelsome in pro- 
portion : the men fight (roimd-hand- 
ed), the women fleicht or scold, in the 
form of a teapot, — the handle flxcd 
and the spout sawing the air. 

A singular custom prevails here. 

The maidens have only one sweetr 
heart apiece ! 1 1 

So the whole Wwn is in pairs. 

The connitig ie all done on Satur- 
day night, by the lady's fire. It is 
h^ to keep out of a groove iu which 
all Iho town is running; and iho 
Johnstone had possessed, as mere 
property, — a lad ! 

She was so wealthy that few of 

them could pretend to aspire to her, 

ho selected for her chattel a young 

, called Willy Lision ; a youth of 

unhappy tnm, — he contributed 

nothing to hilarity hi ' face was a kill 

-  dy ikedi m f Ch f 

Ch d goi h d 

hin 



He fo d 
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Christie was Muo Hbron 

like others who Imve :hat t . ., 

can only gratify it in the interval of 
manual exercise, she rend very in- 
tensely in lier hours of study, A 
book absorbed lier. She was like a 
leech OQ these occasions, nen misaura 
ciUem : even Jean Camie, her coadju- 
tor or " neebor," as ihey call it, found 
it best to keep out of her way till tlia 
book was sucVcd. 

One Satarday night Willy IJalon's 
evil star ordained that a gentJemein 
of French origin and Spanish dress, 
called Gil Bias, should be the John- 
stone's companion- 
Willy Liston arrived, 
Cliristie, who had botwd the door, 
told him from the window, cirllly 
enough, but decidedly, " She would 
excuse hia companj; (hat night." 
" Vara weel," said Willy, and de- 

Next Saturday, — no Willy came. 

Ditto the nest. Willy was wait- 
ing Ihe ameade. 

Christie forgot lo tnato it. 

One day she was passing tlie boats, 
Willy beckoned het mysleriouEly ; 
he led her to his boat, which v" 
called " The Christie Johnstone 
by the boat's side was a paint pot a 

They had not supped together for 
five Saturdays, 

E[^, Mr, Liston had painted ont 
^e four Brut lettei-s of "Chi-istie," he 
now proceeded to pnint out the llflb, 
giving her to understand, that, if she 
allowed the whole name to go, a letter 
every blank Saturday, her image would 
be gcadiially, but effectually, obliter- 
ated from the heart Listonian. 

My reader has done what Liston 
did not, anticipate her answer. She 
recommended him, whilst his band 
was in, to paint out the entire name, 
and, with white paint and a smaller 
brush, to substitute some other female 
appellation. So saying, she tripped 

Mr. Liston on this was guilty of 
the following inconsistency ; he 
pressed the paint carefully out of tbe 



brush into the pot : having thus econ- 
omized his material, he hurled the pot 
which contained his economy at " tie 
Johnstone," he then adjourned to the 
" Peacock," and " away at once willi 
lore and reason." 

Thenceforth, when men asked who 
was Christie Johnstone's !ad, the an- 
swer used to be, "She's seeking ane." 
Quelle hoirmr I ! 

Newhaven doesn't know every- 
tliing, but my intelligent reader sus- 
pects, and, if confirming hia snspicions 
can reconcile him to our facK, it wilt 
soon be done. 

But he must come with us to Edin- 
burgh; it 's only three miles. 



CHAPTER VI, 

A MTTLE band of painters came 
into Edinburgh fi'om a professional 
walk. Three were of Edinbmi:;h : 
Jones and Hya- 



man, the leader of the expe 
Charles Gatty, 

His step was elastic, and his man- 
ner wonderftilly animated, without 
loudness, 

" A bright day," said he, " The 
sun forgot where be was, and shone ; 
everything was in favor of art." 
" O dear, no," replied old Groove, 

>t where I ivas." 

Why, what was the matter 1 " 

The flies kept buzzing and biting, 
and sticlcing in the work ; that 's the 

St of out o" doors ! " 

The flies i is that all 7 Sweiir tlie 
_ ers in special constab)e3 next 
time," cried Gatty. " We shall win 
the day"; and light shone into his 
■^ izel eye, 

" The world will not always put up 
wilh the humbugs of the brush, who, 
to imitalo Nature, tarn their back on 
her. Faint an out o' door scene in 
doors ! I swear by the sun it 's a lie ! 
the one stupid, impudent lie, [hat 
glitters amongst the lies of vulgar art, 
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lilie Satan amongst Belial, Mmnnion, 
and all tliose beggars. 

"Now look here; the baiTen 
linea of a scene must be looked a., ._ 
be done ; hence the sketching sysKm 
slop-selleiE of tlie Academy I but tha 
million delicacies of light, shaclc, and 
color, can be trusted — 

" It 's o lie big enough to shake the 
■""■ ; ifanypartof 

... .,^».,„„uu,, i. ua ,Vi.a n. uf Ihf 
bate oudines, 'and tftev can't. Thi 
million Eubrieties of light and color, 
learn them by heart, and say them off 
on canvaa '. the highest angel in the 
sky mast have hiseyo npon them, and 
look derilish sharp, too, or he sba' n't 
paint them : I give him Charles Cat- 
ty's word for that." 
"That's very eloquent, I call il," 

" Yes," said poor old Groove, "the 
lad will never make a painter." 

" Yes, I shall. Groove ; at least I 
hope so, but it must be 



danbster a nieiTy defiance, and then 
separated from the paity, for Ids lodg- 
inss were down the sti'eet. 

He had nol left (honi long, before a 
most musical voice iraa heard, cry- 
ing:— 

" A caallerr owoo 1 " 
_ And two young fishwives hove ia 

The boys recognized oae of thera as 
Gatty's sweetheart. 

love with her «" inquired 



" I never knew a painter who could 
talk and paint both," explained Mr. 
Groove. 

" Very well," said Gatty. " Then 
I 'II say but one word more, and 
this. The artifice of painting is 
enough to die ; it is time the art 
born. Whenever it does come 
the world, you will see no more dead 
corpses of trees, grass, and water, 
robbed of their life, the sunlight, and 
flung upon canvas in a studio, by the 
light of a eigai', and a lie — and— " 

" How much do yon expect for your 
picture ? " interrupted Jones. 

"What has thai to do with it! 
With those little sivorde " (waving his 
brush), "well fight for nature-light, 
truthlight, and sunlight, against a 
world in arms, — no, worse, m swad- 
dliiie clothes." 

" With these little swerrds," replied 
poor old Groove, "wo shall cut oar 
own ihronls if we go against "^"i"'= 



loves her betliM' than anything 
in the world, except Art. Love and 
Art ai-e two beaunfnl things," whined 
Hyacinth. 

"She, too, is beaatiftil, 1 have 
done her," added he, with a simpa'. 

" In oil t " asked Groove. 

" In oil ! no, in verse, here " ; and 
he took out a paper. 

" Then had n't we betKir cnt ! yov 
m%ht propose reading them," said 
poor old Groove. 

" Rave yOQ any oysters ? " inquired 
Jones of the Caraie and the Joha- 






"Hae 



" Plenty," answered Jean, 
ye ony siller!" 

The artists looked at one another, 
and did n't all speak at once. 

" I, madam," s^d old Groove, in- 
sinaatmgiy, to Christie, "am a friend 
ofMr. C-  



it, jou 



•tty's; perhaps, on thf 
I would ieiuJ me anoys 






" Na," said Jean, sternly. 

" Hyacinth," said Jones, sarcastical- 
ly, " give them yonr verses, perhaps 
that will soften them," 

Hyacinth gave his verses, doscrip- 
fe of herself, to Christie. 

This youngster was one of those 
who mind other people's business. 

Alienis studiis dekclaim contempsit 



The young artist laughed the old | grelllng, when 



All this morning he had been & 



Hostec by Google 



CHEISTIE JOHMSTOHE. 



daabing ; and now lie ivill have 
Eup off a colored pi'int, if he sups 

Cbristie read, blu^ed, and put tlio 



a. hut bosom, 
" Come awa, Gusty," said Jean. 
" Hels," said Christie, " '" 






the 
t the 
IE will we bef " 
So the^ opened oystens for them ; 
and Hyacinth tiie long-haired looted 
down on the othei-a with sarcastico- 
benignant superiority. Ho had con- 
ducted a Eister art to the aid of bis 
brothel- brushes. 



e, all 01 






CHAPTER Vn. 



At the coramencament of the laat 
chapter, Ciiariea Gatty, artist, was 
going to usher in a new stale of things, 
trae art, etc. Wales was to be paint- 
ed in Wales, not Poland Street. 

He and Ave or six more youngsters 
were to be in the foremost files of 
truth, Gud tii^ the world by storm . 

This was at two o'clock ; it is now 
five ; whereupon the posture of afflurs, 
the prospects of art, the face of the 
world, the nttture of things, are quite 
the reverse 

In the ti t ro m n th floo 
was a small h Id wh m ts 

and they w y w re ed 

with hnge d ti f t n by Ch 1 
Gatty, Esq Th | ra i^ i 1 
in hand, t I In d m -o 
looking gl mily t his tractabi 
model. 

Things were going on very bailly ; 
he had been waiting two hours for an 
infantine fiose as common as dirt, and 
the little vmer would die first. 

Out of doors everything was noth- 
ing, for the sun was obscured, and to 
all appearance extinguished forever. 

"Ah! Mr. Groove," cried he, to 
that worthy, who peeped in at that 
moment ; " you are right, it is better 



plongh 8 



away upon canvas blind- 
grandfathers — no, grund- 
moihers — used, than to kill ourselves 
toiling after such coy ladies as Nature 
and Truth." 

" Aweel, I dinna ken, sirr," replied 
Groove, in smooth tones. "I didna 
like 10 oxpresB my warm approbation 
of you before the lads, for fear of mak- 
ing them jealous." 

"They be— No!" 
 " I ken what ye wad say, sirr, an it 
wad hae been a vara just an' sprightly 
observaadon. Aweel, between oursels, 
I look upon ye as a young gentleman 
of amazingtalentandmoedesty. Man, 
ye dinna do yonrsel justice ; ye should 
be in th' Academy, at the hede o' 't." 

" Mr. Groove, I am a poor fainting 
pilgrim on the road, where stronger 
spirits have marched erect before me." 

"Afaintin'peigrim! Deilafrights 
o' ye, ye 're a brisk and bonny Jad. 
Ah, eiiT, in my juvenile days, wo 
didna fash wi nature, and truth, an 
the like." 

" The like ! Wbat is like nature 
and troth, except themselves 1 " 

" Vara true, sirr ; vara tjiie, and 
sae I doot I will never attain the 



ued Groove, with delicious solemnity 
and mystery, "ye see before ye, sir, 
a man wha is in maist dismal wont — 
o' ten shelien!" (A pause.) "If 
yonr superior talent has put yeinpos- 

ession of that sum, ye would oblcego 
me infinitely by a tem])oracy accom- 
modaation, Mr. Gaattie." 

" Why did you not come to the 
point at once t " cried Gatty, brnsquo- 
iy," instead of humbling me with un- 
deserved praise. There." Groove 
held out his hand, but made a wry 
fSce when, instead of money, Gatty 
put a sketch into his hand. 

_ "There," said Gatty, "that is a 

"How can It be a lee? '* said the 
other, with sour inadvertence. "How 
can it be a lee, when I hae na spo- 



" You don't understand m 
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Gltetcli is s. libsl on a poor cow and 
unfovtunate oak-tree. 1 did llien 
the Academy. They had never d 
me any wrong, poOr things ; tJiey i 
fei'ed unjustly. Tou talie them ti 
shop, swflar tiiej are a tree and a o , 
iind some fool, that ncTerteallj looked 
into a eow or a tree, wilt give you. I 
shillings for them." 



"I a 



Mr. Groove, sir, if 



>t sell a lie for ten shillini , 
jou are riot fit to Kto in this world ; 
where is the lis that will not sell fbr 
ten shillings ? " 

" I shall thm): the better o' lees all 
my days ; sir, your words ave in- 
epeeri^ng." And away went Groove 
willi the sketdi. 

Gatty i-eflecled, and stopped him, 

" On second thouglita, Gi'oove, you 
must not ask ten shillings ; jon must 
asli twenty pounds for that rubbish.," 

" Twenty prnid I "WTiat for will I 
seek twenty mind ? " 

" Simply because people that would 
not give you ten shillings for it will 
offer you eleven pounds for it if you 
flak twenty pounds. " 

" The rules," roared Groove. 
" Twenty pnnd I hem 1 " He looked 
tioscr into it. " For a','' said he, " 1 
begin to obsairvo it ia a work of great 
merit. I'll seek twenty pund an' 
I '11 no tak less than fifteeii solielln, at 
pi'esent." 

The visit of this routine painter did 

The small child got a poal, and 
pounded the floor with it, like a ro.-u 
chine incapable of fatigue. So the 
wislied-for pose seemed nioco remoie 

The day waxed darker, instead of 
lighter; Mr. Gatty's reflections took 
alao a still more sombre hue. 

"Even Nature spites us," thonght 
he, " becanse we love her. 

"Then cant, tradition, numbers, 
slang, ancE money are ngainst ns ; the 
t of these is singly a match for 



tiutli ; 



auothBr's is bolder, — mj hand and 
eye are not in tune. AhlnolIshaU 
never, never, never be a painter." 

These last words broke nndiblj from 
turn as his head went down almost to 

A hand was placed on his shoulder 
as a flake of snow falls on the water. 
It was Christie Johnstone, radiant, 
who had glided in unobserved, 

"What's wrang wl' ye, my lad ?" 
"The sun is gone to the Devil, for 

" Hcoh 1 hech 1 ye 'II no be long 
ahint him ; div ye no think shame," 

" And I want that little brute just 
to do so, and iio 'd die first." 

" 0, ve villain, to ea' a haim a 
brute ; there 's but ae brnte here, an' 
it's no you, Jamie, nor me, — is it, 
my lamb ? " 

She then stepped to the ivindow, 

"It's clear to windward; in ten 
minutes ye '11 hae plenty snn. Tak 
your tools ooo." And at the word 
she knelt on the fioor, whipped out a 
paper of sugarplums, and said to 
him she had christened " Jamie " : 
" Heh I Here 's sweeties till ye." 
Out went Jamie's arms, as if he had 
been a machine and she had pulled 
the right string. 

"Ah, that will do," s^d Gatty, and 
sketched away. 

Unfortunately Jamie was quickly 
acrestcd on the way to immortality hy 
his mother, who came in, saying: — 

" 1 mann hae my bMrn, — he canna 
be aye wasting his time here," 

This sally aivakoced the satire that 

or lies ready in piscatory bosoms. 

" Wasting his Ijme '. ye re no blate. 

, ye'U ' "  

college to 
maenners." 

" Ye need na begin on me," said the 
woman, "I'm no match for New- 

So saying she cut short the dispute 
by cairying off the gristle of conten- 



1 hopeless struggle; and I 
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The j-oimg fishwife! inquired if there 
mere nny moi'c gtieCs ; what she had 
heard had not accounted, to her cea- 
Bon, for hor companion 'b depression. 

" Are ve fliek, ladd/ ^ " said she. 

"Ko, Christie, not siek, but quite, 
quite down in the mouth." 

She scanned him thirty seeonds. 

" What had ye tiQ jonr dinner 1 " 

" 1 forget." 

" A choep, likeiy ? " 

"Ithiniitwos." 

" Or majhe it was a steat t " 

" I dure any it was a steak." 

" Taste nij girdle cake, diat I 've 
brought for je. 

She gave him a piece; he nte it 
rapidly, and looked gratefully at her. 

"Noo, div je no think shame (o 
look me itt the face ? Ye line iia 
dined ava." And die wore on in- 
jured look. 

" Sit ye there ; it 'a ower late for 
dinner, but ye'U get a cup tea: doon 
i' the mootli, use wonder, when nae- 
thing gangs doon your — " 

T -— 'e she placed a lea-tray, 



:> the lutchen with a 






The next moment a yell was heard, 
and she returned laughing, with an- 
other teapot. 

" The wife had mnskit her tea till 
hersel'," said this lawless forager. 

Tea and cake on the table, — beau- 
ty sealed by his side, — all in less than 

He offered her a piece of cake. 

" Na I I am no for any." 

" Nor I then," ssid he. 

" Hets I eat, I tell ye." 

He replied by putting a bit to her 
heavenly month. 

" Ye re awfu" opinionated," said 
she, with a countenance that said noth- 
ing should induce her, and eating it 
almost eontomporaneously. 

" Put plenty sngar," added she, 
referring to the Chinese infusion; 
" mind, I hae a sweet tooth." 

"Tott hare a sweat set," said he, 
nmroaching another movsel. 

They showed themselves by way of 
emile, and confirmed the "" "'"'"" 



"Aha! lad," anaweredslie; " they've 
been the death o' mony a den-in' ! " 

" Now, what does that meim in 
English, Christie?" 

"My grinders— (a full stop.) 

" Which yoa approve — (a full stop.) 

"Have been fatal — (a fall stop.) 

" To many fishes ! " 

Christie prided herself on her Eng- 
lish, which she had culled from books. 

Then iie made her drink fiom the 
enp. and was ostentatious in putting 
his lips to the same part of the brim. 

Then she left the table, and in- 
spected all things. 

She came to his drawers, opened 
one, and was horroT-struck. 

There were coats and trousers, wttli 
their limbs interchangeably inter- 
twined, wai£tcoat8, sM^ and cigars, 
burled into chaos. 

She instantly tocic the drawer bod- 
ily out, brought it, leaned it against 
the tea-table, pointed silently into it, 
with an air.of majestic reproach, and 
awaited the result. 

" I can find whatever 1 want," said 
the unblushing bachelor, " except 
money." 

■' Siller doe.s na bide wi' slovens ! 
hoe ye often siccan a gale o' wind in 
your drawer t " 

" Every day ! Speak English ! " 

" Aweol ! How do yon do f that 's 
Ennglish I I daur say." 

"Jolly! " ciied he, with his montJt 
full. 



" Will yon ever, ever be a painter 1 " 
"I am a painter! I could paint 
the Devil pea-green ! " 
" Dinna speat o' yon lad, Chairles, 

" No ! I am goin;:; Xa paint an an- 
gel ; the prettiest, cleverest girl in 
Scotland, ' The Snowdrop of the 
North.' " 

And ho dashed into his bedroom to 



find a . 

"Hedi ! "reflected Clirisiie. 
Ennglish bae flattering tongues, 
sure ai Dethe; 'The Snawdrap 
the Nomh 1 ' " 



Thir 
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CHAPTER YIII. 

Gattt's back was hardly 
when a visitor arrived, anrl mqtdi-eij, 
" Is Mr Gatty at homo ? " 

" What's year will wi' hilnJ"wBS 
the Seottish reply. 
" Will you give him this '> " 
"What est^ " 

"Are you fond of nEting ques- 
tions ? " inquired the man. 

" Ay ! and fules canua answer 
them," retorted Christie. 

The littledocumentwhieh theman, 
in retiring, left with Christie John- 
stone purported to come from one 
Vicloria, who seemed, at first sight, 
disposed to show Charles Gatty civili- 
ties. " Victoria — to Charlea Galty, 
greeting I (salutem)." Christie was 
much struck with this instance of 
royal affability; she i-cad no farther, 
but began to think, " Victoree 1 ^at 's 
the Queen hersel. A letter fht the 
Queen to a painter lad 1 Picters will 
rise i' the mnirket, — it will be an 
order to paint the bairns, I hae 
brought him luck ; 1 am real pleased." 
And on Gatty's return, canvas in 
iiand, she whipped the document be- 
hind hi^r, and said archly, "I hae 
something for ye, a tecket tra a leddy, 
ye 'II no want siller fra this day." 
" Indeed ! " 

"Ay! indeed, fra a great leddy; 
it 's vara gude o' me to gie ye it ; heb ! 

He did take it, looked stnpefied, 
looked again, sunk into a diair, and 

" Laddy I " said Christia. 

" Tills is a new step on tlie doiyn- 
ward path," said the poor painter. 

" Is it no an ori-der U> paint tJie 
young prencB 1 " said Christie, faint- 
ly- 

"No 
"It's 
money." 

" O Chairles ! " 

" See 1 I bovowed sixty ponnds 
six months ago of a friend, so now I 
owe eighty!''^ 

" All right I " giygled the unfriend- 



ly visitor at tire door, ivhoae departure 
hud been more or less fictitious. 

Christie, by an impulse, not justi- 
fiable, but natural, di-ew her oyster- 
knife out, and this time the man 
really went away. 

" Hairtless mon 1 " cried she, 
"could he no do his ain dirrty work, 
and no gar me gie the puir lad th' 
action, and he likoit me sne weel ! " 
and she began to whimper. 

" And love you more now," said 
"don't you cry, dear, to add to 

" Na ! I 'U no add to your vexa- 
," and she gulped down her teara. 
Besides, Iliave pictures painted 
worth two hundred pounds; this is 
only for eighty. To be sure yon 
can t sell them fbt two hundred pence 
when yon want. So I shall go to 
Jail, but they won't keep me long." 
Then ha took a turn, s ■" ' 



Mil 



> the a 



wof 



.. , which, inde*d, 

long abseni from him. 

"Loot here, Christie," said he, 
"I am sick of conventional assassins, 
humbugging models, with dirty 
beards, tliat knit their brows, and 
try to loot murder ; they never raur- 
dei-cd Eo much as a tom-cnt : J al- 
ays go in tor the real thing, and 
here I shall find it." 

gang in there, lad, for ony 

Then I ihall find the aceessories 
of a picture I have in my head, — 
chains with genuine rust, and ancient 
mouldering stones, with the stains of 

." His eye brightened at the 

fou among fiefs, aud chains, and 
Btanes ! Ye 'II break my hairt, laddy, 
""'IJ no he easy till yon brent my 

irt " : and this time tlie tears would 

t he denied. 

"I love you for 'crying; don't 
cry " ; and ha fished from the chuotic 
drawer a camhrie handkerchief, with 
which he dried her tears as they fell. 

It is my firm belief she ci'ied nearly 
twice as much as she i-eally wanted 
to ; she coutiivod to make the grief 
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hcvB, tlie sympatliy liis. Suddenly 
sho stopped, find siiid : — 

" I 'm daft ; je '11 accept a lane o' 
Ihe sillor fra me, will ye no t " 

"No!" said he, "And where 
coald you find eighty pound 1 " 

" Anchty pund," cried she, " it 'b 
no (tuchty pund that will ding Chris- 
tie Johnstone, laddy. I hae boats 
and nets woith tiva auclitys ,' and I 
hne forty y^nA laid by; and I hae 
nevon hundred pond at London, but 
that I canaa meddle. My feytherlent 
it the King or the Queen I dinoa 
jnstly luina ; she pays ma the interest 
twice ihe year. Sao ja ken I could 
na bo sae dirty as seek my siller, 
when she pays me th' interest ; to the 
very day, ye ken. She's just the 
only ona o' a' my debtors that's 
hoenost, bat never heed, yo '11 no gang 
to jail," 

" I 'U hold mv tongue, and eacn- 
fiee ray pictures, ihonght Charles. 

" Cheer up ! " said Christie, mis- 
taking the nature of bis thoughts, 
" for It did na come fra Tictoree hor- 
ael'. It wad smell o* the musk, ye 
ken. Na, it's jnst a wheen biack- 
ganrds at London that makes use o' 
her name to torment puir folk. Wad 
she pairsecul* a puir lad? No like- 
ly." 

She then naked questions, some of 
which were embari'assing. One thing 
ha could never succeed in making her 
andorstand, how, since !( was sixty 
pounds he borrowed, it could be eighty 
pounds he owed. 

Then once more she promised him 
her protection, bade him be of good 
cheer, and left him. 

At the door she tiimed, and said; 
" Chairles, here 's an auld wife seek- 
ingve," and vanished. 

These two yoaiig people had fallen 
acquainted at a Bewhavan wedding- 
Christie, belonging to no one, had 
danced with him all the night, they 
had walked under the stars to cool 
' themselves, for dancing reels, with 
heart and soul, is not quadrilling. 

Then he had 'seen his beautiful 
partner in Edinburgh, and made a 



sketch of lier, which lie gars her ; 
and by and by ho used tfl run down 
to Nowhavan, and stroll up and down 
a certain green iane near the town. 

Next, on Sunday evenings, a long 
walk together, and then it cante to 
visits atliis place now and then. 

And here Raphael and Fornarlna 
were inverted, onr artist used to work, 
and Christie tell him stories the 

And, as her voice curled round bis 
heart, ha used to smile and look, and 
lay inspired touches on his s abject. 

And she, an artist of tho tongue 
(without knowing herself one), need 
to make him grave, or gay, or sad, at 
will, and watch the efFect of her art 
upon his countenance ; and a very 
pretty art it is, — the visa voce story- 
teller's, — and a rare one amongst the 
nations of Europe. 

Christie had not learned it in a day ; 
when she began, she used to tell them 
like the other Newhaven people, with 
a noble impartiality of detail, weari- 
some to the heater. 

But latterly she had learned to seize 

the salient parts of a narrative ; her 

voice had compass, and, like all fine 

speakers, she travelled over a great 

many notes in speaking; her low 

"'-■■s were gorgeously rich, her upper 

IS full and sweet ; ail this, and her 

ity, made the hours she gave him 

' sweet to our poor ar^st, 

[e was wont to bask in her music, 

and tell her in return how he loved 

her, and how happy they were both 

to be as soon as he had acquired a 

name, for a name was wealth, he totd 

her. And although Christie Johnstone 

did not let him see how much she 

took all this to heart and believed it, 

own honeysuckle hreath to liim. 

She improved him. 

He dropped cigars, and medical 
students, and similar abonunations, 

Christie's cool, fresh breath, as she 
hung over him while painting, sug- 
gested to him that smoking might, 
peradvcntnre, be a sin against nature 
as well as against cleanliness. 
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And ho improved her ; she learned 
from art to look into nature (iha usual 
process ofmind). 

She had noticed too little the flick- 
ering gold of the leaves at evening, 
the purple hills, and the shiffing sto- 
ries and gloFies of the sky ; but now, 
whatever she saw him trj to imitate, 
she learned to examine. She was a 
woman, and admired sunset, etc., for 
this boy's sate, and hei- whole lieart 
espanded with a now sensation tbat 
softened her manner to all the world, 
and brightened her personal rays. 

This charming picture of mntaal 
affection had hiuierto been admired 
only by tliose who figured in it. 

But a visitor had now arrived on 
pni-pose to inspect it, etc, attracted 
by report. 

A frieiid had considerately informed 
Mrs. Gatty, the artist's mother and 
she had instantlj started from Hew- 

TMs was the old lady Christie dis- 
covered on the stairs. 

Her sudden appearance took her 
son's breath away. 

So human event was tesa likely than 
that she should be there, yet there she 

After the first surprise and al^etion- 
ate greetings, a misgiving crossed him, 
"she must know about the writ," — 
it was impossible ; but our minds are 
so constituted, — when we are guilty, 
we fear that others linow what we 

Now Gatty was panioiOQrly anx- 
ions she should not know about this 
writ, for he had incurred the debt by 
acting against her advice. 

Last year he commenced a pictni 
in which was Dnrbam Qithedral ; h 



pounds, or finish and hand over a 
certain half finished picture. 

He did neither ; his new subject 
thrust aside his old one, and he had 
no money, et^o his friend, a picture- 
dealer, who had found artists slippery 
in money-mBtters, followed him up 
sharp, as we see. 

"There is nothing the matter, I 
hope, mother. What is it ' " 

"I'm tired, Charles." He brought 
liei' a seat : she sat down. 

"I did not come from Newcastle at 
•ny.aSCjfomotbing; you have formed 
an improper aOqiiaintanee." 

" I, who ! Is it Jack Adams ! " 

" Wo se lian any J k Ad m 

"Wh can h be J nky 

mother, beca h oc h m 

thin^ as T k d p d b 



religious 



"It t 
yson 
" Cbi 



f ml . 



fih f 



 "^lii J 1 __ 

was good for nothing till I knew her; 
she has made me so good, moth- 
er; so steady, so industrious; yon 
will never have to find fault with me 



s system ; 



a any other painter 
would," observed she. 

But this was n 
ha spent five months on the 
painted his picture, but he hod to bor- 
row sixty pounds to do ibis ; the con- 
dition of this loan was, that in six 
months he should either pay eighty 



. womnn that sells 
flsh in the streets ! " 

" But you have not seen her. She 
beautiful, her mind is not in fish j 
r mind gra.'ipa the beantiful and the 
good, — she is a companion for prin- 
ces I What am I ihat she wastes a 
thought or a ray of music on met 
Heavwi bless her. She reads our 
best authors, and never forgets a 
word; and she tells me beauiifnl sto- 
sometunea they mate me cry, 
for her voice is a music that goes 
straight to my heart." 

"A woman that does notevenweaf 
the clothes of a lady." 

" It ia the only genuine costume in 
these islands not beneath a painter's 
notice." 

mother." 
" Yea, mother," said he, nervously. 
"You must part witli her, or kill 



, Charles ; at your 
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He starKd from liis seat and began 
to flutter up and doirii the ruam ; 

E DOT excitable ci'entnre. "i'artwitb 
er I " cried he ; "I shall nevei" be n 
patnler if I do ; what is to keep mj 
Iieart warm when the snn is hid, when 
the birds itre EilenC, ^rlieu difficulty 
looks a mountain, and snci^ese a mole- 
hill? WUat isanarliBtwithootloTo^ 
Eon is he to bsar up against his dii- 
iippointmonts ftom within, his morti- 
fication A^m wiilioat? tlie great ideas 
he has and cannot grasp, and all the 
focnia of ignorance that sting him, 
ftom stapid insensibility down to clev- 
er, shallow criticism 1 

"Corns back to common sense," 
said the old ladj, coldly and grimly. 

He looked uneasy; common sense 
had often been quoted against bini, 
and common sense had alwuys proved 
light. 

" Conio back to common sense. 
Sho shall not be yoar misti'ess, and 
she cannot bear your name ; yoa 
must part some day, because you ceu- 
not come t<^ther, and now is the 
best ^me." 

"Not be togetherl all our lives, all 
our lives, ay, cried he, rising into 
enthusiasm, "handreda of years to 
come will we two be together before 
men's eyes, — I will be an immortal 
painter, that the woi^d and time may 
cherish the features I have loved. I 
love her, mother," added he, with a 
tearfti! tenderness that ought to have 
reached a woman's heart; then flush- 
ing, trembling, and inspired, he burst 
oat, "And I wish I was a sculptor 
and a poet too, that Christie might 









s, and ail who love an art might 
Bay, ' This wotnan cannot die, Charles 
Gatty loved her.' " 

He looked in her l^ce ; he could 
not believe any creature could be in- 
sensible to his love, and persist to rob 
him of it. 

The old woman paused, to let his 
.eloqaence evaporate. 

The panse chilled him ; then gently 
and slowly, but emphatically, she 
spoke to him. thus : — 



"Who has kept yon dn her small 



"Answerme, Charles." 

" ULj mother." 

" Who has pinched herself, in eTcry 
eortlily thing, to make you an immor- 
tal painter, and, above all, a gentle- 

"Mymothei-." 

" Who forgave yon the little fnidts 
of youth, baiore yon could ask par- 

"My mother! mother, I ask 
pardon now fbr all the trouble I ever 
gave tiie best, the dearest, the tondei- 
est of mothers," 

" Who will go home to Newcastle, 
a broken-hearted woman, with the one 
hope gone that has kept her up in 
poverty and- sorrow so many weary 
years, if this goes on 1 " 
' "Hobody, I hope." 

" Yes, Charles ; your mother," 

" mother ; you have boon always 
my best friend." 

"And am this day." 

" Do not be my worst enemy now : 
it is for me to obey you ; htit it is for 
you to think well before yon drive mo 

A n<t the poor worn anishbeart leaned 

his head on the table, and b^-an to 
rrow orer his hard fate. 
Mrs. Gatty soothed him. " It need 
)t be done all in a moment; it 
ust be done kindly, but firmly, I 
illgiveyou as much time as yon like." 
This bait took : the weak love to 

temporize. 
It is doubtful whether he honestly 

intended to pert with Chi-istie John- 
; bat to pacify his mother he 

promised to bt^io and gradually un- 

■■" the knot. 

'My mother will go," whispered 

his decfflifnl heart, " and, when she is 
.'ay, perhaps I shall lind out that in 
ite of eveiw effi>rt I cannot resign 



Heg 



.c sake of peace. 



t of holf-proi 



e for 
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His motliei- instantly sent to the inn 
for Iier boxes. 

"There is a room £n this same 
liouae," said she, "I will tnke it; 1 
will not hurry jon, but until it is 
done, I stay here, if it is a twelve- 
month about." 

He tinned pale. 

" And now hear tho good news I 
have broaght von fit>ai Newcastle." 

Oh 1 these little iron wills, how is a 
great ardst to fight three hnndred 
nnd sixty-five days against aneh 
untagonist ? 

Every day saw a repetition of these 
dialogues, in which genins made gal- 
lant bursts into the air, end strong, 
hard sense caught hitn on his descent, 
nnd dabbed glue on his gauzy wina 

Old sge and yoath sec life so ditt 

To youth, it is a story-book, 
which WB are to command die ir 
dents, and be the bright exceptions 
one rule after another. 

To age it is an almanar, in Mhicli 
everything will happen just as it has 
liappened so many limes. 

To youth, it is a path, through a 
sunny meadow. 

To age, a hard turnpike : 

Whose travellers must be all e 
and dust, when dey ai'e not in mud 
and drenched ; 

Which wants mending in i 
places, and is mended with sharp 

Gatty would not yield to go down 
to Newhaven, and take a step against 
his love, but he yielded so for as to 
iemain passive, and see whether this 



soon forgot her." 

Poor boy I he wanted to work ; Mb 
debt weiglied on him ; a week's reso- 
lute labor might finish liia first picture 
and satisfy his creditor. The subject 
was an interior. He set to work, he 
stuck to work, he glued to work, bis 
body, — but his iieait 1 

Ah, my poor fellow, a much slower 



Tu mhll iDvlta fedes iringBsve Minemu 
It would not lower a mechanical 
dog's efforts, but it must yours. 

He was nnhappy. He heard only 
one side for days ; that side was rec- 
ommended by his daty, filial affection. 



and difiiden 
Hew 



) of his 



bronght 10 see bis proceed- 
ings were eccentric, and that it is 
destruction to be eccentric. 

He was made a lietie ashamed of 
what he had lieen proud of. 

He was confnsed and perplexed ; 
he hardly knew what to diink or do ; 
he collapsed, and all his spirit was 
last leaving him, and then he felt in- 
clined to lean on the first thing fie 
could find, and nothing came to hand 
but his mother- 
Meantime, Ciiristie Johnstone was 
also thinking of him, but her single 
anxie^ was to find this eighty pounds 
for him. 

It is a Newhaven idea that the fe- 
male is the nutural protector of iho 
male, and this idea was sti'engthaned 

She did not fully comprehend his 
character and temperament, but she 
, by instinct, that she was to be 
the protector, 
"esides, as she was twenty-one, and 
mly twenty-two, she felt the dif- 
fei-ence between herself, a woman, 
and him, a boy, and (o leave him to 
nggle nnaided out of his difficulties 
seemed to her heartless. 
Twice she opened her lips to engage 
e charitable " Vile Count " in his 
use, but shame closed them a^ain ; 
this would be asking a personal iavor, 
]d one on so large a scale. 
Several days passed thus ; she had 
determined not lo vi^t him without 
good news. 

She then began to be sui-prised, she 
heard nothing from him. 

And now she felt something that 
prevenled her calling on hiro- 

But Jean Cainie was to be marjicd, 
and the next day the wedding parly 
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were to siiond ill festivity upon tlie 
island of Inch Coombe, 

She bade Jesn call on him, and, 
without mentioning her, 
-■--- -arty, from which, h 
_._. onld not be absent. 

Jean Caraie entered hia apartment, 
and at her entrance his motlier, who 
l«ol( for granted this wsis his sweet- 
heart, whispered in his ear that lie 
Ehould now tate iho first step, and 
left him. 

What passed lietwaen Jean Cami 
nnd Charles Gatty is for another chap- 



and person pe d 

nuies from Edi gh 

First one d rs m 

other, then w ly h w 

as the whol q m estl all d 

Before, however. Lord Ipsden was 
caught, he had acquired a browner 
tint, a more elastic step, and a stouter 

The Aberfocd prescription had done 
wonders for hiiu. 

He caught himself passing one 
whola day without thinking of Lady 
Barbai-ft Sinclair. 

But even Aberford had misled 
him ; thei'e were no adventures to be 
found in the Firth of Fortli ; most of 
the days there was no wind to speak 
of; twice it blew great guns, and the 
man wore surprised at his Lordship go- 
ing out, hut nobody was in any dan- 
ger except himself ; the fishermen liad 
all slipped into port heibra matters 

He foand the merchantmen that 
could sail creeping on with three reefs 
in their mainsail ; and the Dutchmen 
lying to and breasting it^ lilce ducks 
in a pond, and with no more chance 



On 01 



1 of tl 



little steam-tug, going 
about a knot an hour, and rolling like 
a washing-tub. He ran down to her. 



and asked if ho could assist her ; she 
answered through . the medium of a 
sooty animal at her helm, that she 
was (like our universiljes) "satisfied 
with her own progress " ; she added, 
being under intoxication, "that, if any 
danger existed, her sdieme was to 
drawn it in the bo-o-owl " ; and two 
days afterwards lie saw her puffing 
and panljng, and fiercely dri^ging a 
gigaiiijc three-decker out into deep 
water, like an industrious ilea pidUug 
his phaeton. 

And now it is my office to relate 
how Mr. Fincker Johnstone comport 

As the yacht worked alongside 
Granton Pier, before cunning out, the 

id Flueker calmly and scientifically 
d ew his Lordship's ' 



The direction of the wind, — the 
ce of the wind, — and his opinion, 
a person experienced in the Firth, 
hat It was going to he worse instead 
of better ; in reply, bo received an or- 
der to.step forward to his place in the 
cutter, — the immediate vicinity of the 
jib-boom. On this, Mr. Fincker in- 
stantly hurst into tears." 

His LordsEup, or, as Mucker called 
him ever since the yacht came down, 
"the SItipper," deeming that the high- 
er appellation, inquired, with some sur- 
Erise, what was the matter with the 

One of the c 



of the passion of ifear." 
Fincker confirmed the tlieory by 
gulping out ; " We 'il never see New- 
haven again." 

On this the skipper smiled, and or- 
dered him ashore, somewhat peremp- 

Sn'aightway he hegan to howl, and, 
saying, "It was better to bo drowned 
than oe the laughing-stock of the 
place," went forward to his place ; 
on his safe return to port, this young 
gentleman was very serece on open 
boats, which, lie said " bred woman- 
ish notions in heans naturally daunt- 
less. Give me a lid to the pot," add- 
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sd he, '■ and I '11 enil with Old Niok, 
let liie ivind blow high oi- low," 

T)ie Aberibtti was wrong: ""hen he 
called love a cutaneous disorder. 

There nco cutHneous disorders that 
take that name, but they are no mon 
love than verso is poetry ; 

Than patriotism is love of country 

Than theology is religion ; 

Than science is philosophy; 

Than paintings ai'e pictures ; 

Than reciting an ^ia boards is act 

Than physic is medicine ; 

Than bread is bread, or gold gold, 



Love 



love 



« of being ; the be- 

ju^'hte, affections, schemes, and 
selves move bnt round it. 

We may diva'ge hither or thilhor, 
but the golden thread still holds us. 

Is fair or dark beauty the forest 1 
The world cannot decide; but love 
sliall dedde in a moment. 

A lialo surrounds her we love, and 
makes benQtirut to ns her movements, 
her looks, hor virtues, her fanlts, iier 
nonsense, her aDectation, and herself; 
aud that 'a love, doctor I 

Lord Ipsden was capable of loving 
like this ; but, to do Ludy Barbara 
justice, she had done mnch to freese 
tlio germ of noble passion ; she had 
not killed, but she had benumbed 

" Sanndara," said Lord Ipsden, one 
morning after breakfast, "have you 
entered everything in your diary 1 " 

" Yes, my Lord." 

"-AH these good people's misfbr- 

" Yes, my Lord." 

"Doyou think jou have spelt their 
names right?" 
 " Where it was impossible, my 
Lord, I substituted an English appel- 
lation, hidentical in meaning." 

" Have you entered and described 
my first interview with Christie John- 
Btone, and somebody somclJiing? " 

" Most minutely, my Lord,'*^ 

"How I mined Mr, Burke into 
poetry, — how she listened with her 



eyes all glistening, — how they made 
rae talk, — how she dropped a tear, 
he r he 1 he ! at the death of the first 
baron, — how shocked she was at the 
king striking him when ho was dying, 
to make a knigbl^banneret of the nooc 
old fellow ? " 



Snunders, with dry pomp. 

" How she tbtind out that titles a: 
but breath, — how I answered — son 



" Yonr Lordship will find all the 
topics included." 

" How she took me for a madman 1 
And yon for a prig ? " 

" The latter circnmstanco eluded 
my memory, my Loi-d." 

"Bnt when I told her I roust re- 
lieve only one poor person by day, 
she took my band," 

"Your Lordship will find all the 
ims realized in this book, my Lord," 
" What a beaatiful book '. '' 
" Alba ai'G considerably ameliorat 

"Aiba?"' 

"Plural of album, my Lord," ex- 
plained the refined factotum, " more 
than the vulgar 



" Mr. SAtiNDEna'a AiBru. 

" To illuBtrale the inelegance of the 

inferior classes, two juvenile vendors 

of the piseatoiy^ tribe were this day 

ushered in, and instantaneously, with- 

onl the accustomed prelim inaries, 

plunged into a fiimiliar conversation 

ith Xord Visconnt Imden. 

" Their vulgarity, shocking and re- 

ddve to myself, appeared to afford 

i Lordship a satisfaction greater than 

derives fi'om the graceful ameni- 

s of fashionable association — " 

" Saunders, I suspcet you of some- 

" Me, my Lord ! " 

" Yes. Writing in an Annual." 

" I do, ray Lord," said he, with be- 
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Bigiiaat han'ew. "It appears every 
month, — ' The Poljteohnic' " 

"I thonglit BO ! yon are palj-ajl- 
labic, Saunders ; ai mule ! " 

" In this halluoinntion I find it dif- 
ficnit 10 participate ; aaaocinted from 
jnfanej wicll tlie aiistoeraey, I shriok, 
like the sensitive plant, bom contact 
with anything vulgar." 

"I see I I b^n to understand yon, 
Sannders. Order tlie dog-c!irt, and 
Wordsworth's mare for leader ; we 'U 
gi?e her a tnaL You aie an ass, 
Samiders." 

" Yea, loj Lord ; I will order Eob- 
ert lo toll James to come for yonr 
Lordship's commands about you)' Lord- 
ship's vehicles. (Wliat could he intend 
by a recent observation of a discour- 
teous character ) ) " 

His Lordship soliloquized. 

"I never obaeiTed it before, bnt 
Sannders is ui as9 ! La Johnstone is 
one of Nature's duchesses, and she has 

ade me know some pi 
will be richer than the 
and she bas taught me that honey iB to 
be got from bantnol^s, — by merely 
giving tliem away." 

Amongst the objects of charity Lord 
Ipsdon iflscovered was one Thomas 
Harvey, a maker and player of the 
violin. This man was a person of 
great intellect ; he mastered every 
subject he attacked. By a careful ex- 
amination of ail the points that vari- 
ous jine-tonedinslruments tiad in com- 
mon, he bad arrived at a tbeoij of 
sound; he made violins to con-espond, 
and was remarkably successful m in- 
suring that which had been too hastily 
■' ' 'o accident, "  



This n 






a his Lord- 
ship that ten pounds vronld make his 
fortune ; because with, ten pounds he 
could set up a shop, instead of work- 
ing out of the world's sight in a room. 
Lord Ipsden gave him ten pounds 1 
A weak after, he met Harvey, more 
ra^ed and divfy than before. 

Harvey had been robbed by a friend 
whom lie had assisted. Poor Harvey ! 



Lord Ipsden gave him fe 

Kest week, Saunders, enh 
vej'a house, fotmd him in be 
because he had no clotbes U 

Saunders suggested that it would be 



bettei' to pve his wife the next . 
with strict orders to apply it usefully.' 

This was done I 

The next day, Harvey, iinding h 
clothes upon a chair, his tools r 






wife 

of having money, and meanly refusing 
him the beneiit of it. She acknowl- 
edged she had a, little, and appealed 
to the improved state of things as a 
proof that she knew better than be the 
use of money. He demanded the 
said money. Slie refused, — !ie leatb. 
erod her, — she put him in prison. 

Tliis was the best place for him. 
The man was a drunkard, and all the 
riches of Egypt would never have 
made him better off. 

And here, gentlemen of the lower 
classes, a wora with you. How can 
you, with yonr small incomes, hope 
to he well off, if you are more extrava- 
gant thMi those who have large ones f 

" Ua extravagant 1 " you reply. 

Yes 1 yonr income is ten shillings 
a week ; out of that yon spend thi'ce 
shillings in drink ; ay I you, the sober 
ones. You can't afford it, ray boys. 
Find me a man wliose income is a 
thousand a year ; well, if ho imitates 
yon, and spends three hundred upon 
sensuality, I bet you the odd seven 
hundred he does not make both ends 
meet ; the proportion is too great. 
And ttno iMrds of ihe dialreas of l}ie 
Iowa- orders ie ounng to this, — that they 
are laorB madty prodigal than the rich ; 
in the moral, tomesi, and most dangerous 
item of all hamart prodigalili/ 1 

Lord Ipsden went to see Mrs. Har- 
vey ; it cost him much lo go ; she 
lived in the Old Town, and he haled 
disagreeable smells ; he also knew from 
Saunders that she lad two black eyes, 
and he hated women with black eyes 
of that sort. But this good crciiliiro 
did go ; did reliovi; Mrs. Iliuviiv ; 
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and barc-heatled sulTcrad himself to be 
bedewed ten minntes bj her warfal 
twaddle. 

Fov once Virtue was rewarded : 
retnniing over the Nonh Bridge, he 
met Komebody whom, bnt " 
charity, he would not hnve m 



in two minutes lie had forgotten ev- 
ery haman event that bad passed 
sinoa he was by lier Bide, 

She seemed pleased to see him, 
too ; slie ignored entirely his obnox- 
ious proposal ; he wisely look her 
cue, and so, on this secret nnderstand- 
ing, they were (tiends. He made his 
ai'rangemenls, and dined with her &m- 
ily. It was a fiimily party. In Iho 
evening Lady Barbara allowed it to 
transpire that she had made inquiries 
about him. 

(He Wis bighiy fluttered.) And ehe 
had discovered he was lying hid s 



the nejgb 
ying the 



guili 



? " inquired 



"No," said ho, "studying a new 
class of the community. Do you 
know any of what they call the 
' lower classes ' 1 " 

" Yea." 

"Monstrous agreeable people, are 
they not?" 

"So, very stupid I I only know 
two old women, — except the servants, 
■who have no characters. They imi- 
tate us, I snspect, which does not say 
mucb for theu' taste." 

" But some of my friends are young 
i7omen ; that makes all the difference." 

"It does! and you oi^ht to be 
ashamed. If you want a low order of 
mind, wly desert our own circle f " 

" My friends are only low in sta- 
tion ; they have rather lofly minds, 
Bomooftbem." 

" Well, amnae yourself with these 
lofty minds. Amusement is the end 
of being, you know, and the aim of 
all the men of this day." 

" We imitate the ladies," said he, 
slyly. 



" You do," answered she, vej'y diy- 
ly ; and so the dinlogne went on, and 
Lord Ipsden found the pleasure of 
being with his cousin compensate him 
fiilly for the difference of their opin- 
ions; in fhct, he foaud it simply 
amusing that so keen a wit as his 
cousin's conld be entrapped into the 
humor of deciding the tune one hap- 
pens to live in, and admiring any 
epoch one knows next to nothing 
about, and entrapped by the notion of 
its originality, above all things; the 
idea bemg the stale commonplace of 
assea in every age, and the manner of 
conveying the idea being a mere imi- 
tiition of the German writers, not the 
good ones, ii'en entendu, bnt the quill- 
drivers, the snobs of tlie Teutonic 



bond, and that, when a clever 
and pretty woman chooses to be a 
fool, her lover if he is wise will be a 
greater, — if he can. 

The next time th^ met, Loi-d Ips- 
den found Lady Barbara occupied 
with a gentleman whose first sen- 
tence proclaimed him a papii of Mr. 
Thomas Caclyle, and lie had the mor- 
tilication to find that she )iad neither 
an ear nor an eye for him. 

Human opinion has so many shades, 
that it ia rare to find two people 
agree. 

But two people may agree wonder- 
fully, if they will but let a third think 
for them both. 

Thua it was that these two ran so 

smoothly in couples. 

Antiquity, they agreed, was the 

ne when the world was old, its hair 

ay, its head wise. Every one that 

id, "Lord, Lord!" two hundred, 

years ago was a Christian. There 

were no earnest men now ; Williams, 

the missionary, who lived and died 

for the Gospel, was not earnest in re- 

'igion; but Cromwell, who packed a 

„ iiry, and so murdered his prisoner, — 

Cromwell, in whose mouth was heav- 

n, and in hie heart temporal sover- 

'gnty,— was the pattern of earnest 
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religion, or, at tJl events, second ii 
einceiity to Mahomet alone, in thi 
absence of details respectins Satan, of 
whom HO knuw only that bis inont' 
fa a Sciiptare concordimee, and hi 
Imnds tbe liauds of Mr. Cai'lyle' 

Then (hey went Imck a century o 
tvpo, and were eloquent about th 
great antique heart, and ^e beauty of 
an age ■mioee Eamplea were Abbot 
Sampson and Joan of Are. 

Lord Ipsden hated argument 



a. bras 






this man fluent for _ 

He sHcgested " that five hundred 
jears addra to a world's life made it 
just five hundred years older, not 
younger, — and if older, grajer, — 
and if erayer, wiser. 

"Of Abbot Sampson," said he, 
" whom I conteEs both a great and a 
good man, his author, who with nil 
hia tfllsnc belongs to the claaa muddle- 
head, tella us tliat when he had been 
two years in authority his red. hair 
had turned gray, fighting against the 
apiritof his age; how the deuce, then, 
could he be a sample of the apirit of 

" Joan of Arc was hnmt by accla- 
mation of her age, and is admired by 
oar age. Which feci identifies an 
age roost with a heroine, to give her 
your heart, or to give her a blaang 
fagot and death 1 

"Abbot Sampson and Joan of 
Arc," concluded he, " prove no more 
in liiTor of their age, and no less 
agfunst it, than Lotifceafororagainat 
Sodom. Lot was in Sodom, hut not 
of it ; and so were Sampson and Joan 
in, but not of, the viltauous times 
they lived in. 

" The very best text-book of true 
religion is Iha New Testament, and I 
gather from it, tliat the man who for- 
gires his enemies whilst their axe de- 
scends on his head, however poor 
a creature he maybe in other reapects, 
is a better Chns^an than the man 
who has the God of Mercy forever on 
bis lips, and whose hands are swift to 
Bhed blood. 



■' The earnest men of former ages 
are not extinct in this," added he. 
" Whenever a aenifold is erected out- 
side a prison^door, if you are earnest 
in pursuit of truth, and can put up 
with disgusting objects, you shall see 
a relic of ancient manners bang. 

"There still exist, in parts of 
America, rivers on whose .banlis ai'e 
earnest men who shall take your 
scalp, the wife's of jour bosom, and 
the innocent chiid's of her boaom. 

"In England we are as earnest as 
e»er in pmiiuit of heaven, and of in- 
nocent worldly advantages. If, when 
the consideration of lifb and death 
interposes, we appear leas earnest in 

Eursnit of comparative triHes snch as 
ingdoms or dogmas, it is because 

in tliought, — beeanse reason, expe- 
rience, and conscience are things that 
check the unscrupulousness or beasts 
ly earnestness of roan. 

" Moreover, he who has the sense to 
see that questions have [bice sides is 
no bnger so intellectually as well as 
morally degraded as !» be able to citt 
every throat that utters an opinion 

" If the phrase ' earnest man ' means 
man imitating the beasts that arc deaf 
to reason, it is to bo hoped that civili- 
zation and Christianity will really ex- 
lingaish the whole race for the benefit 
of the earth." 

Lord Ipsden succeeded in annoying 
the fan' theorist, but not in convincing 

The medijeval enthnaissta looked 

him as some rongh animal that 

had burst into sacred grounds uncon- 

:ly, and gradually edged away 



CHAPTER X 

Lord Ipsden had soon themortifi- 
Ijon ofdiseovering that this Mr. * *» 
as a constant visitor at the house ; 
id, althongh his cousin gave him 
!r ear in this man's absence, on the 
arrival of ber fallow-enthusiast be had 
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-tificiition of finding liii 



e day Lady Barbara, beini 



tliis hint soon led to a piirty being oi'- 
t^aniacd, and a sort of picnic on tb 
island ofXnch Coombe; nis Lordship' 
cMCer being tlie mode of conveyance 
to and from that spot. 

JSow it happened on that very 
Jean Cai-nie s morriage wns cele- 
brated on tliat very isltmd by her 
lations and friends. 

So tbat we sball introduce our rei 



THE RIVAL PICSICS. 
We begin vi'ilbLesgens camiae ilfaat. 

Picnic No. I. 

The servants were employed in 
putting away dishes into hampers. 

There whs a calm Kileoco, 

" Horn ! " observed Sir Henry Tal- 
bot. 

" Eh ? " replied the Honorable Tom 
Hitherington. 

"Mamma," said Miss Vere, "have 
you brought any work 1/' 



mgton, "isn t It the thine for some- 

"Ipaden," said Lady Barbara, 
" there is an nndeiBlanding hAwem 
vou and Mr. Hitherington. I con- 
demn yon to turn him intfl English." 

" Yes, Lady Barbara ; 111 tell you, 
he menns, — do you mean anything, 
Tom ■> " 

Siljierini/lon, "Can't anybody guess 



Hither. Wliat I mean is, tliat peo- 
ple sing a, song, or run iiiees, or preach 
a sermon, or do something funny at 
" ""'""' iomebody geis' up 



Lady Bar. " Then perhaps Miss 
^ere, whose singing la famous, will 
LHvs the complaisance to sing to 



Ladg Bar. " 0, we are not critical ; 

the simplest air, or even a friigment 

of melody ; the sea and tlie sky will 

a better aceompanimoat than 

■ofldwood ever made." 

Mss T. " I can't sing a note with- 
out book." 

SirH. Talbot. "Yonv mnsie is in 
your soul, — not at your fingers' 

Lard Ipsden, to Lady Bar. " It is in 
her book, and not in her soul." 

Lady Bar., to Loi-d Ips. "Then it 
has diossn the better sitaation of the 

//IS. " Miss Vere istothefineartof 
music what the engrossers ore to the 
hlaclt art of law; it all liltcrs through 
them without leaving any sediment ,' 
and so the mnsic of the day passes 
through Miss Vein's mind, but none 

He bows, she smiles. 

Ladii Bar., to herself. " Insolent : 
and the little dunce thinks he is com- 
plimenting her." 
Ips. " Perhaps Talbot will come to 
ir rescue, — he is a fiddler." 
Tai. "An amateur of the violin." 
/pa. "It is all the same thing." 
Lady Bar. " I wish it may prove 
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Mhs T. " Boautiiiil. 

Mrs. Fere. " Cliavnii 

'Either. " Superb 1" 

Ips. " Ton are aware that good 
musio is a thing to be wedded to im- 
moclal verse, Ehall I recite a bit of 
poetry to match Talbot's slraia ? " 

Miss V. " jes ! how niea." 

Ips. (rheUirKaUy.) " A. B. C. D. 
E, F. G. H. I. J. K. L. M. N. 0. P. 
Q. R, S. T. U. V. W. X T. Z. T. X 
■W. V. U. T. S. 0. N. M. L. K. J. I. 
H. G. F. A. M. litHe p. little t." 

Ladu Bar. " Beautiful 1 Superb I 
IpsiSen has been taking lessons on the 
thinking iDstruraont." 

Hither. " He has been perda 
amongst vulgar people." 

Tm. " And expects a pupil of Hera 
W play bim tunes!" 

lady Bta: "What are tunes, Sir 

T<3,. " Something I don't play, 
Lady JBarbora." 

iMdu Bar. " I understand yon ; 
Boraelhing we onght lo like." 

Ips. "I have ft StradivariuB violin 
at home : it is yours, Talbot, if you 
can define a tnne." 

Tai. " A tune is — eveiybody 
knows what." 

Ladi/Bar. 
IS wha^ yon meEuiL co nay. 

Tal "Of course it is." 

Lady Bar. " Be reasonable, Ips 
den ; no man can do two things e 
once ; how can the pupil of Hora cor 
demn a tltingand know what it mean 
 mporajieonsly 1 " 
r. '* Tr tbe diinkh 



inrf£ Bar. {pathetiixilli/.) "They 



a tune, that 



Lady Uar, {pi 

arel They are! 

Ips. "And the 



I 'Ruaaan Antliem,' 
id the ' MarseiUftise,' and ' A!i, Per- 

Tal. "And Yankee Doodle?" 

Ladji Bar. " So that Sir Henry, 

who prided himself on his ignorance, 

has a, wide field for its dominion." 

Tut. " All good violinplayei^ do 



ic; they prelude. 



play 



a {ardon 



Ips. " Then Heaven be thanked for 
onr blind fiddlers. Tou like syllablea 
of sound in unmeaning rotation, and 
you despise its words, its purposes, its 
narradve. feats ; carry out your prin- 
ciple, i( will show you where you are. 
Buy a dirty palette fbr a picture, and 
dream the alphabet is a poem." 

ladi/ Bar., to herself. " Is this my 
cousin Richard ? " 

Hither, "Mind, Ipsden, you are a 
man of properly, and there are such 
things as commissions de haiaiiai." 

Ladi) Bar. " His defence will be that 
his &ionde pronounce him insane." 

Ips. " No ; I shall subprena Talbot's 
fiddle, eross-examiuatioa will get noth- 
 ig out of that but, do, re, mi, fe," 

Lada Bar. "Yes, it will; &, mi, 
:, do.^' 

Ta!. "Violin, if you please 

Lads Bar. "AskPidde 
dh:eot!y." 
Sound of fiddles is heard ii the Islance 

Td. " How lucky for you there a e 
iiddles and tunes, and the natires yo i 

e said » favor, why not jom thum 1 

Ips. [shaking his head sdeim^i/. J " I 
dread to encounter another prelude." 

Hither. " Gome, I know yon would 

te; it is a wedding-party, — two 

a monsters have been united. The 
sailors and fishevmen are all blue cloth 
and wash-leather gloves." 

Miss V. " He ! ho ! " 

Tal. " The fishwives unite the colors 
of the riunbow — " 

Lady Bar. " (Andweallknow bow- 
hideous they are) — to vulgm-, bloom- 
ing checks, stanng white teeth, and 
sky-blue eyes. 

Mrs. V. " How satirical yon are, 
ipocially you. Lady Barbara." 

Here Lord Ipsden, after a word to 
Lady Barbara, the answer to which 
■■*' not appear to be favorable, rose, 
e a litfle yawn, looked steadily at 
companions without sc^ng them, 
and departed without seeming aware 
that he was leaving anybody behind 
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Ilklier. " Let us go Gomewhero 
where we can qnizthe natives with- 
out being too near tliem." 

Lady Bar. "Iain tired of this un- 
broken solitnile, I must go and think 
to the sea," added ahe, in a, moci 
soliloquy ; and out slie glided with the 
siiniQ unconscious air as his Lordship 
had worn. 

The others moved off slowly to- 
gether. 

"Mamma," said Miss Vere, "I 
can't auderatiind half Barbara Sinclair 

" It is not necessary, my love," 
replied mamma ; " sho is rather eccen- 
tric, and I fear she is spoiling Lord 
Ipsden." 

"Poor Lord Ipsden," ronrmnted 
the lovely Vere, " he used to be so 
nite, and do like everybody else. 
Mamma, I shall bntig some work the 



PlCHIO No. 2. 

In a liousc, two hundred yards 
from, this scene, n merry dance, suc- 
ceeding a merry song, had ended, and 
they were in the midst of an interest- 
ing sKiry ; Christie Johnstone was 
the narrator. She had found the tale 
in one of ihe Viscount's books, — it 
had made a great impression on her. 

The rest wei-e listening intently : in 
a room which had lately heen all 



" Aweel, lasses, here are the three 
nee kista set, the lads are to chose, — 
the ane that chuses ceicht is to get 
Porsha, an' the lave to set the bag, 
and dee baitchelars ; — Flucter John- 
stone, you that 's sae clever, — arc ye 
for gowd, or siller, or leed 1 " 
1st FMwife. "Gowd for me 1" 
Sd diao. " The white siller 'a my 

Flacker. " Na ! there 's aye some 
deevelish trick in thir lassie's stories, 
I shall lie to, till the ither lads hae 
chused; the mair part will pnt thora- 
sels 00^ ane will hit it oft' reicht may- 



be, then 1 shall gie him a likliu' an' 
carry off the lass. You-hoo ! " 
Jean Coraie. " That 'a you, Flnck- 

CArielie J<Anstone. "And div ye 
really think we are gawn to let you 
see a' the world chnso ? Na, lad, ja 
are potten oot o' the room, like wit- 
nesses." 

Fheker. •• Then I 'd toss a penny ; 
for gien ye trust to inois, she whiles 
favors yo, but gien ye commence to 
reason and argefy — ye 're done 1 " 

Ckrislie. " The suitors had na your 
wit, my manny, or maybe they had 
na a penny to loss, aae ane claused 
the gowd, ane the siller; buttheygot 
an awfu' aD'ront. The gold kist had 
just a skuli intil't, and the siller a 
deed cuddy's head 1 " 

Chorus of Femttlfs. "He! he! he ! " 

IHtlo ofMaks. " Haw ! haw ! haw ! 
haw 1 Ho ! " 

Chrislie. "An' Porsha puttit the 
pair of gowks to the door. Then 
came Bassanio, the lad fra Veeneece, 
that Porsha loed in secret. Veeneece, 
lasses, is a wonderful city ; the streets 
andthe carriages are 



Chrislie. "What 's wrang?" 
Finder. "Ton's just as big alee 

The words wore scarcely out of his 
mouth ere he had reason to regret 
ihem ; a severe box on the ear was 
administered by his ind^nant sister. 
Nobody pitied him. 

dirisHe. "I '11 laern ye t' afiront 
me before a' the company." 

Jean Carnie. "Suppose it's a lee, 
there 's nae silver to pay for it, Fiucfc- 

Chrisik. "Jean, I never telt a lee 
iu a' my days." 

Jean. "There's fine to begin wi' 
then. Go ahead, Custy." 

Ciiristie. "She bade 'the music play 
for him, for music brightens thoucht; 
ony way, he chose the leed kist. 
Open'st and wasn't there Porsha's 
pictnr, aud a posy, that said. 
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Tui'D yon wbera your leddy tss^ 
Andgnet her wi* a loriD^ -^ ' ^ (Pause.) 

"Keas," roared tlie compnnj. 

Ckmajedbg Flvdnr. "HnnBih!" 

Cla-isiie {p^hetiattlg). " Fluckec, 
behave ! " 

Sartdi/ lAston (ifruafc), " Huf-raih I " 
He then aolomnly roflectod. " Na ! 
hut it 'a na hurcRih, deconCT requires 
amen first an' harraih aftenvarda; 
here's kisBin plenty, but I hear nae 
word o' the minister. Ta '11 obsauTe, 
yonng woman, tbat kisain 'b the pro- 
logue to sin, and I'm a decent men, 
air a graj-headed mon, an' your licht 

on' tak my quiet gill mj lane." 

Jean QiTnie. " And div ye l^allj 
think a decent cummer like Custy 
wad let ibe lad and lass misbohaTe 
thirsels ? Na 1 lad, the minister 
the door, but" (sinking her vot 
a confidential whisper) "I daurna let 
hiiaiu,forfcarhe'd see ye bae pulton 
tlie enemy in your mooth sae aerly. 
(That's Cusf/s word.") 

"Jeprniy Drysel," replied Sandy, 
addressing vacancy, for Jemmy waa 
mysteriously at work iu the kiiehen, 
"ye hae ^tten a thoughtfii' wife." 
(Then, with a strong revulsion of 
feeling.) " Dinna let the blitkgatlrd * 
in here," ciied he, " to spoil the yonog 
folk's sporrt." 

Chriatie. "Aweel, lassies, comes a 
letter to BasEanio ; he reads it, and 
turdsoapalo as death." 
A Fishwife. " Gnde help ns." 
Christie, "PoorshabehooTed token 
hJ3 grief, wha had a better reicht? 
• Here 's a letter, leddy,' says he, 
' the paiier 's the boedy of my freend, 
like, and every word in it a gaping 
wound.' " 
A Fisherman. " Mairay on na," 
Christie. " Lad, it was fra puir An- 

* At present this is a Bpomtcc io Bngland, 



tonio, yc mind o' Iiiin, lasses. Hech 1 
the ill luck o' yon man, no a ship 
come hame j ane foundered at sea, 
coming fra Tri-po-lis; the pirates 
scuttled another, an' ane ran ashore 
on the Goodwins, near Bcigbthelm- 
atane, that 's in England itsel', I duur 
say : sae he could na my the three 
thoosand ducats, an' Shylock had 
grippit him, an' sought the pund o' 
ilcali aff the breest o' him, pun body." 

Sandi/ lAsian. "He would na be 
the waur o' a wee bit hiding, yon 
thundering orang-utaiig ; let the man 
akme, ye cursed old cannibal." 

Christie. " Poorsha keepit her man 
but ae hoor till they were united, an* 
then sent him wi' a pnckle o' her uu 
ailler to Veeneeee, and Antonio, — 
think o' that, lassies, — pairted on 
leir wedding-day." 

Uia^ Jdaialooe, a Fishwife, aged 12. 
Hech! bechl it's lamentable. 

Jean Camie. " I 'm saying, mair- 

fe is quick warfc, in some pairts, 
ere there 's an awfa' trouble to get 



fishwife hides.) 

Christie. " Piil your taupsels, lada 
and lasses, and awa to Voneece." 

Saady Lislon {slarditi/). "I'll no 

ing to sea this day." 

Cirristie. " Koo, we are in the hall 
o' judgment. Here are set the judges, 
nwfu' to behold ; there, on his tlirone, 
presides the Juke." 

Ftueker. " She 's awa to her Eong- 
lish," 

lAizy Johjisione. " Did wO COmo to 
Tceneeee to speak Scoeteh, ye useless 
fnle?'; 

Christie. " Here, pale and hopeless, 
but resigned, stan^ the broken mair- 
chant, Antonio ; there, wi' sealeB and 
knives, and revenge in his murderin' 
eye, stands the crewel Jew Shylock." 

" Aweel," muttered Sandy, consid- 
iralely, "111 no mak a disturbance 
)n a wedding-day." 

Christie. "They wait for Bell— I 
linna mind his mind — a laerned law- 
yer, ony way; he's sick, but sends 
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anemair laerned still, and, when this 
ano comes, he looks nol older nor 
 wiser than mjflel." 

Flacher, " No poSEible I " 

Christie. " Ye needna be Eiie sarcy, 
Jlueker, for when ha comes to his 
warfc lie soon lets 'em ken, — rntishis 
een like lighh^ing ovrei the boend. 
" TbisboncL'sfbrteit. Is Antonio not 
able to discbaii^ the money 1 ' 
' Aj ! " cries Baesanio, 'here's the 
Bum thcice told.' Says the young 
judge, in a bit whisper to Sbylock, 
' Shyiocfe, ihera 's thrice thy money 
ofieii;d thee. Be raairceful, says he, 
ont loud. 'Wba'il mab me? says 
the Jew body. 'Makyel' sayahe; 
' maircy is no a thing ye strtun 
thioogh a sieve, mon ; it droppeth like 
the gentle dew fra! heaven upon the 
place beneath; it bleeses him that 
^ives and him that taks ; it becomes 
Uie king better than his throne, and 
airthly power is maistlike God's pow- 
er when matrcy seasons jastice.' 

Eobert Haw, Fisherman. " Dinna 
speak like that l« me, onjbody, or I 
^11 gie ye my hoat, and fling my 
neis intil it, as ye sail awa wi' her." 

Jean Caraie. " Sae he let the pair 
deevil go. Oh 1 ye ken wha could 
stand up against siccan a shower o' 
Ennglish as thaat." 

CliTistie. " He Just said, ' My deeds 
upon my heed. I claim the law,* says 
he ; ' there is no power in the tongue 
o' man to alter me. I stay here — 
my boend.' " 

Sai  ' 

disturb Jamie Drysel's weddin'; but 
ye carry the game ower far, Shylock, 
my lad. I'll just give yon blnidy- 
mmded Orii^-Hiang a hidin', and 
bring Tony off, the guda, puir-spir- 
ited creature : and him, an' me, an' 
Bassanee, an' Porshee, we '11 all hae 
a gill thegither." 

He rose, and was instantly seized 
by two of the company, fi'om whom 
he barst furiously, after a struggle, 
and the nest moment was heard to 
fall clean from tiie top to the bottom 
of the stairs, Flucker and Jean ran 



out ; the rest appealed against the in- 
tei-raptiou. 

Ckristie. " Hech I he 's killed ; Sandy 
Liston 's brake his neck." 

" What aboot it, lassy ? " said a 
young fisherman ; " it 's Antonio 1 'm 
leared for; save him, lassy, if poes- 
Bible; but I doot yell no get him 
clear o' yon deevelich heathen. 

"Aula Sandy's cheap saii-ved," 
added he, with all the indilFerence a 
human tone could convey. 

" Curaty," said Lizzy Johnstouo, 
with a peevish accent, "dinna break 
the bonny yam iot naething." 

Flucker (lEiinninj). " He 's a' 

Christie, " Is he no dead? " 
Flucker. "Him deed 1 he's sober, 

— that's a' the change I see." 

Christie. " Can he speak ? I 'm 

asking ye." 
jF?«e£a-. "Yes, he can speak." 
Claistie. " What does he say, puir 

Fhidcer. "He sat up, an' songht a 
gil! fra' the wife — puir body 1 " 

Christie. " Hech, hech I he was mv 
pupil in the airt o' sobriety 1 — aweel, 
the yonng jndge rises to deliver the 
sentence of the coort. Silence!" 
thundered Christie. A lad and a 
lass that were slightly flirting were 
disconntenanced. 

Christie. " A pund o' that same 
mairchnnt's flesh is thine 1 the coort 
awards it, and the law does mve it," 

A yoang Fisliioi/e, "There,! thoucht 
sae ; he 's gann to cut him, he 's gnun 
to cut him ; 1 '11 no can bide." [Ex^ 
ilial.) 

Christie. " There 's a fulish golo- 
shen. ' Have by a doctor to stop the 
blood.' — 'I see nae doctor in the 
boend,' saya the Jew body." 

Flucker. "Bait your hook wi' a 
boend, end ye shall catch yon carle's 
saul, Satin, m^lad." 

Christie {anih dismal pathos). "O 
Flucker, dinna speak evi! o' deegne- 
ties — that's maybe fishing for your- 
sel' the noo I — ' An' ye shall cut the 
flesh frae off bis breest.' — 'A sen- 
tence,' says Shylock, 'come, prepare,'" 
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Chrisiie mado a dash en Sh^lock, 
and ihe company trerabkd. 

C&rislie. " ' BiJe a wee,' sajs the 
judge, ' this boend giea je na a drap 
o' bluid; the words tacpreasly r - - 
pnnd o' flesh '.'" 

[A Dramatic Pause.) 



Christie Iwuk dismal pai/unl O 
Jean! you sanawfu'voolgar expras- 
s[on to come &a' a woman, s tnooth ' 

"Could je no hae said intil hi» 
bacon' 1"3atti Lizzy Johnstone con 
firming the remonstcance 

Chrisiie. " Then fak yonr boend 

nn' yoor pnnd o' flesh, but la cutting 

o' 't, if thou dost shed one drop of 

Christian binid, thoudicat' 

Jam Camie. "Hech 

Chrisiie. " Thy goods are by the 
laws of "Veneece con fia-cau, contis 



tel" 

Then, like an artful i 
began to wii d an h. 
idly. 

"Sao Shyl k g 

Bauey : ' Paj 1 d 

he, ' and lee h p tie 






U 1 



1 



■'He 



■e It 'a, 
young Judfi 
has roliised 
bawbee for bhylock j h Ibr- 
teitm'e; an' he daur na tak it' — 'I'm 
awa',' saya he. ' The doiril tak ye 

anoe they 'd gotten the Jew on the 
hep, they wotried liim, like good 
Christians, Chat 's a fact. The judge 
fimd. a law that fltted him, for conspir- 
ing against the iifit of a, citizen ; an' 
he behooved to give up hoose 3.n' lands, 
and be a Christian ; yon was a soor 
drap, — he tarned no weel, puir aiild 
villain, an' scairlit ; an' the lawyers 
Bent ana o' their weary parchments 
tilt his hoose, and tJie puir auld hea- 
ven signed awa' his siller, an' Abra- 
ham, an' Isaac, an' Jacob, on the heed 
o' 't. I pity him, an auld, anld man ; 
and his docbtcr had rin off wi' a, 
Chrisiiau lad, — they ca' her Jessica, 



and did n't she steal his very diamnnd 
ling that his ain iass gied him when 
he was young, an' maybe no sae haid- 
hairtsd 1 " 

Jean Camie. " O the jaud 1 sup- 
pose he was a Jew, it was aa her busi- 
ness to clean him oot." 

A j/DUBff Fiakv/ije. " Aweel, it waa 
only a Jew body, that 's my comfort." 

C'irisiie. " Te speak as a Jew was 
na ft man ; has not a Jew eyes, if ye 
please?" 

Lixtg Johnstone. "Ay, has be! — 
and the awfnest lang neb atween em." 

Chriatie. " Has not a Jew affections, 
paassions, oi^ans t " 

Jean. "Ha! Chriatie; thir lads 
comes fi-' Italy ! " 

Christie, " If you prick him, does 
he nut bleed 1 if yon tickle him, does 
na ho laueh^ " 

A yoaiiti Fishwife (perltg). "Inerer 
kittlel a Jew, for my pairt, — sae I '11 

Cliriitie. " If yon poison him, does 
lie not die ? and if you wrang him," 
Imthjia-i/i) "shall lie not revonge? 

ii23/ 'Johnstone. " Oh ! but ye 'te a 



Chriatie. " Wha '11 give me a sang 
for my bonny yarn?" 

Lord Ipsden, who had been an un- 
observed anditor of the latter part of 
the tale, here inquired whether she had 
brought her book. 

" What'n bulk ? " 

"Your musicrbook!" 

"Here's mymnsic-book," said Jean, 
iDghly tapping her head. 

"And here's mines," saifl Christie, 
bird-br, touching her bosom. 

" Eichavd," said she, thoughtfully, 
I wiah ye loayno hae been getting m 
voolgar company : div ye think we 
hae minds like rinning watei- 1 " 

Hacker {aiiec malice). "And tonguea 
like the mill-clack abnne it? Be-. 

USB if ye think sae, captain, — ye 're 

I far wrang 1 " 

Christie. "Nal we hae na mncMa 
gowd maybo ; but our rainda are 
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sieves, to let music an' metro through, 
and leave us none ttio wiser or betlei-. 
Dinoa gang in low vooljjar i»mpanj, 
or Toa a lost laddy." 

Ipsdea. " Vulgar, again I every, 
body has a difeunt sense for tMt 
worn, I think. What is vulgar 1 " 

Christie, " Voolear folk Eit on an 
chair, ane, twa, whiles Ihree hours, 
eatin' an' abune a' drinfcin', aa still aa 
hoeea, or gruntin' puir every-day 
clashes, goBBsip, mbbieh ; when ye are 
aside them, ye might as weel be aside 
a cuddy ; they caniia gio ye a sang, 
Ihoy canna gie yo a story, ihey canns 
think ye a thonoht, to save tlieii- use- 
losj lives ; that 'a voolgtu" folk." 

iffle sings. "A eaailer herrin' 1" 

Jenn. " A caaller herrin' I " 

Omfies. 

The music chimed in, and the mo. 
ment the son^ was done, without 
pause, or anything to separate or ehill 
ttie euecession of the arts, the liddles 
diverged with a sallant plunge ii 
" The Duety Miller." The danc 
found their feet hy an instinct as rap- 
id, and a rattling reel shook the floor 
like thunder. Jean Carnie assumea 
the privilege of a bride, and seized his 
Lordship ; Christie, who had a mind 
to dance with him too, tK>ok Tlncker 
captive, and these four were one reel 1 
There were seven others. 

The principle of reel dancing is ar- 
ticulation; the foot strikes the ground 
for every aceented note (and, by the 
by, it is tbwr weakness of accent 
which makes all English reel and 
hornpipe pltiyers sueh milnres). 

And in tiie best steps of all, which 
it hits in common with tbo hornpipe, 
such as the quick "heel and toe," 
'* the sailor's fling," and the " doable 
shuffle," the foot strikes the grannd 
for every sf'nif^ note of the instrnment. 

All good dancing is beautiful. 

But this articulate dancing, com- 
pared with the loose, lawless diffluence 
of motion that goes by that name, 
gives mc (I must confess it) as mucli 



more pleasure as articulate singing is 
superior to tunfs played on tho voice 
by a young lady : 

Or the dean playing of my mother 
to the piano-forte splashing of ray 
danghteri though the latter does at- 
tack the inafmment as a washerwoman 
her soapsuds, and the former works 
like a lady. 

Or skating to sliding : 
_ Or English verse to dactyls in Bng- 

Or painting to daubing: 

Or preserved strawberries to straw- 
berry jam. 

What says Goldsnaith of the two 
styles 1 

" They swam, sprawled, (risked, 
and languished ; bat Olivia's foot 
was as pat to the music as its echo." 
— Vicarof Wa^^d. 

Newhavcn dancing aims also at 
fun ; laughter mingles with agility ; 
grotesqne, yet graceful gestures are 
flung in, and little inspiring ci^es 

His Lordship soon entered into the 
spirit of it. Deep in the mystery of 
tile hornpipe, he danced one or two 
EtepB Jean and ChrislJe had never 
seen, bat their eyes were instantly on 
" " t, and they cau,ht in a minnt 






i^uted t! 



To see Christie Johnstone do tl c 
double-shnffle with her arms s) "a 
cily akimbo, and her quick eliat (, 
foot at an angle of toi^ five nao i 

The dance became inspiriting in 
spiring, intoxicating; and, when the 
fiddles at last left off, the feet went on 
another seven bars by the enthusias- 
tic impulse, 

AnQ so, altematelj spinning yams, 
singing songs, dancing, and making 
fnn, and mingling something of heart 
and brain in all, these benighted crea- 
mada themselves happy instead 
of peevish, and with a day of stout, 
vigorous, healthy pleasure, refreshed, 
indemnified, and warmed themselves 
for many a day of toil. 

Such were the two picnics of Inch 
Coombc, and these rival cliques. 
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agreeing in nothing else, would Iiav^ 
agroed in this : eaclj, if allowed (bu 
we won'b allow either) to jnclge th 
other, would have proaouno^ th< 
same verdict ; — 



"2ls«i 






ejs geiis-la.' 



CHAPTER SI. 



Loi'd Ijjsden enconntered Lady 
Barbara with Mr. * » * , who had 
joinsd her npon the island. 

He found them discoursing, as usu- 
al, about the shams of the present 
day, and the sincerity of Cromwell 
and Mahomet, and he found himself 
da trop. 

They made him, (br the first I 
r^rot the lose of those earnest t 
when, "to avoid the inconvenience of 
both addressing the same lady," joii 
coaH cut a rival's Ihroat at once, and 
be smiled on by the f^r and society. 

That a book-maker should blas- 
phonie high civilization, by which 
alone he eicista, and one of whose 
diseases and fiying pains he is, neither 
surprised nor moved him ; but that 
any human beiup^s actions should be 
aftected by such tempestuous twaddle 
was ridicnlous. 

And that the witty Lady Barbara 
should be caught by this chaff was in- 
tolerable ; he began to fbel bitter- 
He had the blessings of the poor, 
the good opinion of tlie world ; every 
living creature was prepossessed in 
his favor but one, and that one de- 



fine. 

His heart, for 3 moment, was in 
danger of deteriorating. He wasmis- 
eraUe ; the Devil an^ested to him, 
" make others miserable too " ; and 
lie listened to the advice. 

There was a fine breeze, but in- 
stead of sailing on a wind, as he might 



have done, ho made a scries of tacks, 
and alt were ill. 

The earnest man first; and Pluck- 
er announced the skipper's insanity to 
the whole town of Howhaven, for, of 
coarse, these ta^ika were all marine 

The other discontented Picnician 

was Christie Johnstone. Gatty never 

came; and this, coupled with five or 

days' previons neglect, could no 

jer pass unnoticed. 

ler gayely ftuled he]- before the 
afternoon was ended; and the last 
two hours were spent by her alone, 
watcliing the water on all sides for 
him. 

At last, long after the departure of 
his Lordship's yacht, the Newhavcn 
boat sailed from Inch Coombe with 
the wedding party. There was bow 
a strong bi^eeze, and the water every 
now and then came on board ; so the 
men set the foresail with two reels, 
and drew the mMuswl over the wo- 
. and there, as they huddled to- 
gether in tlie dark, Jean Camie dis- 
covered that OUT gay sKuy-teller's 

Jean said nothing; she embraced 
hor ; and made them flow fester. 
Int, when they came alongside the 
■, Jean, who was the first to get 
head from under the sail, whipped 
it back agmo, and said to Christio : — 

" Here he is, Christie ; dinna spei^ 
till him." 

And sare enough there was, in the 
twilight, with a pale face and an un- 
easy look, — Mr. Charles Gatty 1 

He peered timidly into the boat, 
and, when he saw Christie, an " Ah ! " 
that seemed to mean twenty difl^erent 
things at once, bacst from his bosom- 
He held 01 



lecastonhiroDi 



leofm 



reproach, and, phicing her foot 01 
boat's gunwale, sprang like an anie- 
ipon the pier, without accepting 



fore going further, we must g( 
back for this boy, and conduct bin 
from where we left him np to thi 
present point. 
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The moment he found himself alone 
wilJi Jean Carnio, in his own hi 
he began to tell her whnt trouble be 
was in ; howhismotlier had convinced 
him of his imprudenco iti falling 
lore with ChnsCio Johnstono ; and 
how she insisted on a connection be- 
ing broken off, which bad given him 
his first glimpse of heaven upon eartb, 
and was contraiy to common sen^e. 

Jean heavi him ont, and then, with 
the air of a tunadc-aaylum keeper to 
a rhodomontadiiig patient, told him 
" ho was one fool, and his motlier 
was another." First she look him up 
on the score of prudence. 

" You," said she, " are a. bc^arly 

C'nler, wiihout a rap ; Ctiiistle bus 
ises, boats, tiets, ami money ; yon 
are in debt; she lays by money every 
week. It is not prudent on her pare 
to take up witli yon, — the better 
your bargain, my lad." 

Under the head of common sense, 
which she maintained was all on the 
same side of the question, aha calmly 
inquired : — 

" How could an old woman of six- 
ty be competent to judge how far 
human happiness depends on love, 
when she has no expei-ienee of that 
passion, and the reminiscences of her 
youth liave become dim and dork J 
Ton might as well sat a judge in 
court, tMt has foi^lten the law, — 
common sense," said she, "the old 
wile is stjt^', and yon are twenty, — 
what can she da for yon the forty years 
yon may reckon to outlive her 1 Who 
iH to keep yoa throngb those weary 
years but the ivife of your own choice, 
not your mother's? You English 
does na read the Bible, or ye 'd ken 
that a lad is to ' leave his father and 
mother, and cleave until his wifb,'" 
added she ; then with great contempt 
she repeated, " common sense, in- 
deed I ye 're fbu wi' yoor common 
sense; ye hae the name iT 't pat enench, 
— but there's namucble o thatmair- 
chaniiso in your hams." 

Gatty was astonished : what i was 
tbei-e i-eally common sense on the side 
of Lilisa 1 and when Joan told him to 



join her party at Inch Coomto, or 
never look her in the face again, scaltg 
seemed to ilill from hisejea; and, wiik 
a heart tbat turned in a moment from 
lead to a. featJier, he vowed he would 
be at Inch Coombe. 

Ho then befrged Jean on no accotint 
to tell Chrislae the struggle he had 
been subjected to, since his scmples 
were now entirely conquered. 

Jean acquiesced at once, and said : 
" Indeed, she would be very sorry to 
give the lass that maclile pain." 

She hinted, moreover, that her nee- 
bor's spirit was so high, she was quite 
capable of breaking witli him at once 
upon such an intimation ; and she, 
Jean, was " nae miscliief-maker." 

In the energy of his gratitnde, he 
kissed tJiis dark-broived beauty, pro- 
fessing to see in her a sister. 

And she made no resistance to tlils 
way of showing gratitude, but mut- 
tered between iier teeth, "He 's just a 

And so she went about her business. 

On her retreat, bis raolbcr returned 
to him, and, with a sad air, hoped 
nothing that that rude girl had said 
had weakened his filial duty. 

" "So, mother," said be. 

She then, without explaining how 
she caine acqnainlfd with Jean's ar- 
guments, proceeded to demolish iJiem 
one by one. 

"If your mother is old and experi- 
enced, said she, " benefit by her age 
— " experieucs. She has not fbrgol- 
. . love, nor the ills't leads to, when 
not fortiflfid hy prudence. Scripture 
a man shall cleave to his wife 
he has left hil parents ; but in 
making that, the most important step 
of life, where do you read that he is to 
break the fifth commandment ? But I 
do you wrong, Charles, yon never 
could have listened to that vulgar girl 
when she told you your mother was 

Siur best friend." 
— no, mother, of course not." 
Then yoo will not go to tliat place 
break my heart, and undo all you 
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"You will break my lioart if JOU 

" Chvislio will feel lierself slightsd, 
End she lias not doBerrad lliis treat- 

" Tlie other will expliun to her, and 
if she is Ha good a girl as you say — " 

" She ia an angel I " 

" How can a fishwife ije an angel 1 
Wdl, then, she will not set a son to 
diaobey hia mother." 

"I don't think she would! but is 
all tlie goodness lo be on her side 1 " 

" No, Charles, you do yonr part ; 
deny yourself, be nn obedient chilli, 
and your mother's blessing and the 
blessing of Heaven will rest npon 






In short, lie was i 
Coonibe, 

He stayed at home, his mother set 
him to work ; he made a poor hand 
of it, he was so wretched. She at last 
took compassion on him, and in the 
evening, when it was now too lai« for 
a sail to Inch Coombe, she herself 
recommended a walk to him. 

The poor boy's feet took him to- 
wards Newhaven, not ^lat he meant 
to go to bis love, but he eonld not for- 
bear fraai looking at the place which 
held her. 

He was about to return, when a 
spaciQus blue jacket h^led him. 
Somewhere inside this jacket was 
Master !B1u«kcr, who had returned in 
the yacht, leaving his sister on the isl- 

Gatty instantly poured ant a flood 

The baddish boy reciprocated fln- 



FInckec, had seen her perched on 
a rock, like a mermaid, wateliiug their 
progi'ese, which had been slow, be- 
canse the skipper, infetnated with so 
sudden a passion, had made a series 
of ungrammatieni tacks." 

For his part bo was glad, sud the 
gracious Flucker ; the lasa was a pride- 
fol hassy, that had given some twenty 
tads a sore heart and liim many a sore 
haeic; and he tiopedjuti skipper, with 
whom be natocally identified himself 
rather than with his sister, would 
avenge the male sex upon het." 

In short, he went upon this tack lilt 
he drove poor Gatly nearly mad. 

Herewi^ anewfcelino;_supomdded; 
atSrathe feltinjnred, but on rcfiection 
what cause of complaint had he ? 

He had neglected her; he might 
have been her partner, — he had left 
her to find one where she could. 

Fool, 10 suppose that so bcautifnt a 
creature would ever be neglected — 
except by him ! 

It was more iJian he could bear. 

He determined to see her, lo ask her 
forgiveness, to tell hei- everyihing, to 
beg her to decide, and, for his part, he 
would abide by her decision. 

Christie Johnstone, as we hare al- 
ready related, declined his arm, sprang 
like a deer npon the pier, and walked 
towards her home, a quaiier of a mile 
distant. 

Gatty followed her, disconsolately, 
hardly knowing what to do. 

At last, observing that she drew 
near enough to the wall to allow room 
for another on the causeway, he had 
jnaC nons enough ta creep alongside, ' 
and pull her sleeve somewhat ^m- 



pany, and that, her own lad Raving 
stayed away, she had condescended to 
make a conquest of tlie skipper him- 
self. 

" He had come in quite at the 1^ 
end of one of her stories, but it hai 
been sufficient to do hia bnsinoas, — 
he had danced with her, had evei 
whistled whilst she sung. (Hech, i 
was bonny 1 ) 

"And when the cutter sailed, he 



idlj-. 






' Christie, I w 

"What can yehae to say till m. . 

" Chris^o, I am very unhappy ; and 

 to tell you why, but I h 



I come ben my hoose if ye 
re unhappy, and we '11 hear your sco- 
Y ; come away." 
He had never been admitted into her 
house before. 
They found it clean as a snowdrift. 
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TIioj-foundabrightfire.aMFluck- 
er frying innui " "'^' ' 

The bnddiBh 
in Iiis sister'a 
pense, at ilie fleshei-'s, imd claimed 
credit for liis aDection. 

Potatoes he had boiled in their jaclc- 
ets, and so sl^ilfully, that Choae jacl^ets 
hang b; a thread. 

Christie laid an nniileached table- 
cloth, that somehow looked sweetei 
than a -white one, as brawn favead h 
aweetei' than white. 

But lo, Gattj coold not eat ; so then 
Christie would not, because he refused 
her cheer. 

The baddish boy chuckled, and ad- 
dressed himself to the nice brown 
ste:iks with their rich gravy. 

On such occftsions a solo on the 
knife and fork seemed bettor than a 
trio to (he gracious Fiucker. 

Christie moved about the room, do- 
ing litl]o honsehold matters ; Gatty's 
eye followed hen 

Her beauty lost nothing in this small 
apartment ; she was here, like a bril- 
liant in Eome quaint, rongh setting, 
which all earth's jewelers should de- 
spise, and aU its poets admire, and it 
snciuid show off the stone and not 
itself. 

. Her beauty filled the room, and al- 
most made the spectators ill. 

Gatty asked himself whether he 
...... .......... . , fo(,iag 



Suddenly an idea occurred to him, 
a bright one, andnot inconsistent with 
a tiTie artist's character, — he would 
decline to act in so doubti'ul a case : 
he woald iloat passively dawn the tide 
of events, — he would neither desert 
her, nor disobey his mother ; he would 
take everything as it came, and to be- 
g^n, as he was there, he wonid for the 
present say nothing bnt what he f^lt, 
and what he Mt was that he loved her. 



Bnt our liero's appetite had retHrned 
with his change of purpose, and he in- 
staally volunteered to give the ra- 
quired proof of afiectioii. 

Accordingly two pound of steaks fell 
before him. 

Poor boy, ho had hardly eaten a 
genuine meal for a week past. 

ChiislJe sat opposite him, and eveiy 
tune he looked off his plate he saw 
her rich blue eyes dwelling on him. 

Everything contributed to warm his 
heart, he yiddcd to the spell, be bc- 



1, happy, gay. 
^r-cordiafled 



him, his 



Plueker ginger- cc 
sister bewitched him. 

She related the day's events in a 
merry mood. 

Mr. Gatty burst forth info singing. 

He sung two light and sombre tri- 
fles, sucb as in the pi-eseut day are 
docmedgencrally encouraging lo spir- 
its, and particularly in accordance 
with the sentiment of si^jper, — they 
were about Death and Ivy Green. 

The d<^'s voice was not very pow- 
erful, hut sweet and round as honey 
dro])ping from the comb. 



Histv 
thecrea 



, for 



sang with an inspi . . . 
good singers dare not indulge. 

He concluded by informing Christie 
that the ivy was symbolical of her, and 
tlie oak prefigured Chai-les Gatty, Esq. 

Ha might have inverted the simiio 
with more truth. 

In short, he never said a woid to 
Christie about parting with her, bat 
several about being buried in the same 
grave with her, sixty years hence, for 
which the spot he selected vras West- 

inster Abbm. 

And away ha went, leaving golden 
opinions behind him. 

The next day Christie was so affect- 
ed with his conduct, coming as it 
did after an apparent coolness, that 
she conquered her bashfnlness and 
called on the " Vile Count," and with 
>me blnshes and hesitation inquired, 
Whether a painter lad was a lit suL- 
ject of charity." 

" Why not 1 " said bis Lordship. 

She then told him Gatty's case, and 



Hostec by Google 



CHKISTIE JOHKfiTONE. 



145 



lie inetaQtly pTonised to sec th^il 
iat'a pictures, par^cularlj nne "i 
boony ane " ; the horo of which she 
described aa an English miniator 
blessing the boii'DS with one hand, 
and giving oiders la Mil the puic 
Scoetch with the other. 

" C'est e'gal," said Christie in 
Scotch, " it 's awfu' honnj." 

Gatty reached home tate; hismolh- 
er had rerired to rest. 

But the next morning sbe dretv 
front him what hod bttppened, 
theuenaned another of those dialogues 
which I am ashamed again to give the 
reader. 

Suffice it fo Bay, that she once more 
prevailed, though with far gL'eater dif- 
ficulty ; time was to be given him to 
Eusew a connection which he conld 
not eat sannder, and he, with tearful 
eyes and a heayy heait, agreed to 
take some step the very iirst opportn- 

Tbia concession was hardly out of 
his month, eve his mother rnado him 
kneel down and beaWwed her blessing 
upon him. 

He received it coldly and dully, and 
expressed a languid hope it might 
prove a charm (o save bim. from de- 
spair ; and sad, bitter, and dejected, 
forced himself to sit down and work 
on the picture that «-aB to meet his 
unrelenting creditor'a demand. 

He was working on his picture, and 
his mother, with her needle at the ta- 
ble, when a knock waa beard, and gay 
as a lark, and fresh aa the dew on the 
shamrock, Chris^e Johnstone stood in 
person in the apartment. 

She was evidently the bearer of 
good tidings; but, before she conld 
express them, Mrs. Gatty beckoned 
her son aside, and announcing, " she 
should be within hearing," bade him 
take, the occasion that so happily pre- 
sented itself, and make the mrst step. 

At another time, Christie, who Md 
learned from Jean the arrival of Mrs. 
Oatty, wonM have been sCmck with 
the old lady's silence ; but she came 
to t«U the d!epressed painter that the 
charitable Visconnt was about to viait 



him and his pictnve ; and she wos so 
full of the good fortune likely to en- 
sue, that she was neglectful of minor 
considerations. 

It ao happened, however, that cer- 
tain interrnlJtions prevented her from 
ever delivering herself of the news in 
question. 

First, Gatty himself came to her, 
and, casting uneasy glances at the 
door by which his mother had just 

" Christie I " 

"My lad!" 

" I want to paint your likeness." 

This was for a souuemr, poor fellow ! 

" Heoh I 1 wad like fine to be paint- 



should we be parted, I may se 
to be qnit« alone in the world." 

Here he was obliged to tnm his 
head away. 

" Bnt we '11 no pairt,'' replied Chris- 
tie, cbeerftdly. " Suppose ye 're puir, 
I 'm rich, and it's a' one ; dinna be 
BO cast down for nuchty pnnd." 

At tJiis, a slipshod SMvant entered, 
and said : — 

There 's n fisher lad, inquiring fpr 
Christie Johnstone." 

" It will be Flucker," said Christie ; 
" show him ben. What 's ivrang the 
noo, I wonder i " 

The baddish boy entered, took up 
a position, and remained apparently 
passive, bands in packets. 

C'hriaiie. " Aweel, what est ? " 

Flacker. "Custy." 

Christie. "What's jonr will, my 
raanny ? " 

Fbidcer. " Cus^', I was at Inch 
Keith the day." 

Christie. " And hae ye really come 
to Edinbro' to tell me thaat 1 " 

Ftaclcer (dtyli/]. "Ohi ye ken the 
lasses are a hantle wiser than we are, 
— will ye bear me 1 South Inch Kdth, 
T played, a bowl i' tJie water, just for 
divairsion, — and I catched twarree 



Hostec by Google 



146 



CHRISTIE JOHNSTONE. 



high ? 1 11 let you see Lis gills, and 
if je are s, retoht fishwife ye '11 smell 
blBid," 

Hero he opened his jacltel, and 
showed a bright little tish. 

In a moment all Christie's noncha- 
lance gave way to a fiery animation. 
She darted to Flucker's side. 

" Ye hae na been eae daft as tell ? " 
asked she- 
Flacker shoo): his bead conlemptn- 
ouely. 

" Ony birds at the island, Flucker ? " 

" Sea-maws, plenty, and a bird I 

diDoaken; he moontedsae high, then 

doon like thunder intil the sea, and 

IS high as Haman, 






IS big at 



"Porr-poiees, fnlishladdy, — yebae 
Been the berrin whale at his wark, and 
the solant guse ye hae seen her at 
wark ; and beneath the sea, Flacker, 
every coedlish and doegfish, and tish 
that has te^h, is aller them ; and half 
Scotland wad be at Inch Keith Island 
if they feenaed what ye hae tell 't me, 
— dinna speak to me." 

During this, Gatty, who did not 
comprehend this suoden excitement, 
or thought it childish, had tried in 
Tain to win her attention. 

At last he eiud, a little peevishly, 
" Will yon not attend to me, and tell 
me at least when you will ait tome? " 

" Set ! " cried she. " When there 'a 
nae wark to he done etanning." 

And with this she was gone, — At 
the foot of the stairs, she ssiid lo her 
brotlier ; — 

"Pair lad! Ill snne draw auohty 
ponds fra' the sea for him, with my 
feyther's nets." 

As she disappeared, Mrs, Gatty ap- 
peared. 

" And this is the woman whose 
mind was not in her dirty business," 
cried she. 

"Does not that open your eyes, 
Charles ? " 

" Ah 1 Charles," added she, ten- 
derly, " there 's no friend like a moth- 



And BO that happened to Chrislio 
Johnstone which lias befallen many 
a woman, — the greatness of her Iqtq 
made that love appear small to her 

" Ab 1 mother," cried he, " I mast 
live for you and my art ; I am not so 
dear to her as I thonght." 

And so, with a sad heart, be turned 
away from her; whilst she, *ith ;i 
light heart, darted away to think and 
act for him. 



CHAPTER XII. 

It was some two hoars after this 
that a gentleman, plainly dressed, bat 
whose clothes seemed a part of him- 
self (whereas mine I have observed 
hung upon me ; and the licv, Josiah 
Sptitalrs stick to him), — glided into 
the painter's room, with an inquiry 
whether he bad not a picture or two 
disposable. 

" 1 have one finished picture, sir," 
said tiie poor boy ; " but the price is 
high 1 " 

He brought it, in a faint-bcarl^d 
way; for he had shown it to five 
picture-denfers, and all five agreed it 

He had painted a lime-tree, distant 
fifty yards, and so painted it that it 
looked something- like a lime-tree fifty 
yards off- 

" That was mesquin," said his 
judges; "the poetry of painting re- 
quired abstract trees, at metaphysi- 
cal distance, not the various trees of 
natare, as rfiey appear under positive 
accidents," 

On this Mr- Gatty had deluged 
them with words. 

When, it is art, truth, or sense 
iise a cow, a horse, and a critic 
' one nndistinguisbahle quadruped, 
1 six legs, then it will he art ta 
melt an ash, an elm, and a lime, 
things that difler more than quadru- 
peds, into what you call abstract trees, 
that any man who has seen a tree, as 
well as Joolicd at one, would call 
drunken stinging-nettles. You, who 
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never look at natara, how can you 
judge the arts, which are all but cop- 
ies of nature^ At two hundred yards' 
iljitance, full-grown trees are more 
ilistinguishable than the animal tribe. 
Paint me an abstract human being, 
neither man nor n woman," said he, 
" and then I will agree to paint a 
tree that shall be no tree; and, if no 
man will buy it, perhaps the father of 
lies will take it ofT my hanils, and 
hung it in the oaly place It would not 
disgrace." 

In short, ho never left off till he had 
crushed the non-bayera with eloquence 
and satire; but he conid not crush 
them into buyers, — they beat him at 
the passive retort- 
Poor Gatty, when the momentary 
excitementof argument bad subsided, 
drank Ihe bitter cup all must drink 
awhile, whose bark is alire and strong 
enough to stem the cnrrent down 
which the dead, weak things of the 
world are drifang, many of them into 
siiffe harbors. 

And now he brought out his pic- 
ture with a heavy heart. 

"Now," said he to himself, "this 
gentleman will talk me dead, and 
leave me no richer in coin, and poorer 
in time and patience," 

The picture was placed in a light, 
the visitor sat down before it. 
A long pause ensued. 
" Has he fainted 1 " thought Gatty, 
ironically ; " he does n't gabble." 

"If yon do not mind painting be- 
fore me," said the visitor, " I should 
he glad if you would continue whilst 
I look into this picture." 
Gatty painted. 
The visitor held his tongue. 
At first the silence made the artist 
uneasy, bnt by degrees it began to 
give him pleasure ; whoever this was. 
It was not one of the flies that bad 
hitherto stung him, nor the jackdaws 
that had chattered him dead- 
Glorious silence I ho began to paint 
under its influence like one inspired. 
Half an hour passed ihns. 
" What is the price of this work of 



"Eighty pounds" 

"I take it," smil his vtsiWr, quietlv 

What, no more diffimlty thaa 
that 1 He felt almost disappomted 
at gaining his object io easily 

I am obliged to you, sir , much 
obliged lo you," he added, for he re- 
flected what eighty poands were to 
him just then. 

" It is my descendants who are 
obliged lo you," replied the gentle- 
man ; " the picture is immortal I " 

These words were an epoch in the 
painter's We. 

The grave, silent inspecHon that 
had preceded them, the cool, deliber- 
ate, mastei'ly tone in which thoy were 
said, made Uiem oracular to him. 

Woids of Eueh import took him hy 
surprise. 

He had thirsted fbr average praise 

A hand had taken him, and placed 
him at the top of the tree. 

He retired abruptly, or he would 
have burst into tears. 

He ran to bis mother. 

" Mother," said he, " I am a paint- 
er; I always tiiought SO at bottom, 
but I suppose it is the height of my 
ideas makes me discontented wi^ my 

What has happened ? " 



"Then 



a my ri 



fully, 

To her surprise he replied ; — 

" Yes I he has got it; only eighty 
pounds fbr an immortal picture." 

Mrs. Gaily was overioyed, Gatty 
was a little sad ; but, reviving, he 
professed himself glad ; the picture 
was going lo a judge. 

"Itis not much money," said he, 
" but the man has spoken words that 
are ten thousand pounds to me." 

Ho returned to the room ; his vis- 
itor, hat in hand, was about lo go ; a 
few words were spoken about the ai 
of painting, this led tc 
and then to a short di 
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The neiv-comer soon allowed Mr. 
Chatles Gaily liie ignorance of facts. 

This man had aat qnietly before a 
multitude of great pictures, new and 
old, in Gncland. 

Ha cooled down Charles Gatty, 
Ksq., monoi>oli8t of nature and trnlh. 

He quoted to him thirty painters in 
GJermany, who paint everjf stroke of a 
landscape in the open air, and forty 
in various nations who had done it in 
limes past. 

" Yon, sir," be went on, " appear 
to hang on ,tlio stilts of a certain 
clique, mlio handle the brush well, 
but draw ill, and look at nature 
throngh the spectdclea of certain igno- 
rant painters who spoiled canvas four 
hundred years ago. 

" Go no favtber in that direction. 

" Those hoys, like all qnoefcs, have 
one great truth which they disfigure 
with more than one falsehood, 

" Hold fast their trnlh, whidi is a 
tmib the world has always possessed, 
though its practice has been confined 
to the honest and labovions few, 

" Eschew their want of mind and 

" Shrink with horror from that pro- 
fene calle da laMeur, that ' love of the 
lop-aided,' they have recovered from 
the fonl receptacles of decayed art.' " 

He reminded him further, that 
" Art is not imitation, but illusion ; 
that a plumber and glazier of our day 
and a medicevid painter are more 
alike than any two representatives of 
general styles that can be found ; and 
for the same reason, namely, that with 
each of these art is in its iiifoney ; 
these two sets of bunglers havo not 
D produce the illusions 



learned how 



To all this he added a few words of 
compliment on the mind, as well as 
mechanical dexterity, of the parchased 
pictnre, bade him good morning, and 
gUded away like a passing sunbeam. 

"A mother's blessing is a great 
thing to have, and to deseive," said 
Mrs. QaWy, who had rejoined her 



s, indeed," said Char 



He 






conld not help heing strnok hy the 
coincidence. 

He had made a sacrifice to bis 
mother, and in a few boors oi 
troubles had melted away. 

In the midst of these reflei 
rired Mr. Saunders with a note. 

The note contained a cheek for one 
handred and fifty pounds, with these 
lines, in which tiie writer excused 
himself for the amendment : "Inma 
pdnter myself," said he, " imd it is 
impossible that eighty pounds can 
remnnerate the time expended on this 
picture, to Bay nothing of the skill." 

We have treated this poor boy's pic- 
ture hitherto with just contempt, hut 
now that it is gone into afiunous collec- 
tion, mind, we always admired it ; we 
always s^d so, we take onr oath we 
did; ifwe have hithcrtodeferred fram- 
ing it, that was merely because it was 



There was, hundreds of years ago, 
a certain Bishop of Durham, who used 
to fight in person against the Scotch, 
and defeat them. When he was not 
with his flock, the northern wolves 
sometimes scattered it ; but when the 
holy father was there, with his prayers 
and his battle-axe, England won the 

This nettled the Scottish king, so he 
penetrated one day, with a hirge band, 
as tar as Durham itself, and for a 
short time blocked the prelate up in 
ronghold. This was the period 
of Mr. Catty's pictnre. 

Whose tifle was ; — 

" Half Church of God, half Towa- 

•ainst Ihe Scol." 

In the backgronnd was the cathe- 

al, on the towers of which paced to 
and fro men in armor, with the west^ 
em snn glittering thereon. In the 
centre, a horse and cart, led by a boy, 
were carrying a sheaf of arrows, lied 
with a straw band. In part of the 
foreground was the prelate, in a half- 
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suit of armor, but liareheaded ; 
was taming away from Che boy 
whom his Biaking hand had indicated 
his way into the holy eastle, and his 
benignant glance rested on a child, 
whom its mother was holding up for 
his benediction. In the foreground 
the afternoon beams sprinkled gold o 
a long grasay slope, correspoading t_ 
tlie eleva^on on which the cathedrnl 
Blood, ae[)arated by the rirer Wear 
from the group ; and these culm 
lias of Nature, with the mother and 
child, were the peucefnl side of this 
twofold story. 

Such ore the dry details. But the 
90u[ of its charm no pen can fling on 



yet lived; and tho slory floated and 
lived, in the potable gold of summer 
afternoon. 

To look at this panted poem was 
to feel a thrill of pleasure in ba,re ex- 
istence ; it went through the eyes, 
where paintings stop, and warmed the 
depths and recesses of the heart with 



discomfited. 

In fact (he'eKpedition bora no signs 
of fishing. 

The six beats sailed at snndo\vn, 
led by Flocker ; he brought to on the 
south side of loch Keith, and nothing 
happened for about an honr. 

Then such boya as were awake saw 
two great eyes of light coming qp 

li'om Granlon ; rattle went tlie chain 
oable,'iind Lord Ijaden's cutter swung 
at anchor in fonr fathom water. 

A thousand questions to Flucker. 

A single paff of tobacco-smoke was 

And now crept np a single eye of 
light iVom Leiili; she came among 
tlie boats ; the boys recognized a cra- 
zy old cutter from IiBith harbor, with 
Christie Johnstone on boaid. 

" Wliat is that brown heap on her 



ofn< 



- fifty Bl 



IB and its glori 



CHAPTER XIII. 

" "What is in the wind this dark 
night 1 SiK Newhaven boats and 
twenty boys and hobbledehoys, hired 
by the Johnslones at liaif a crown 
each for a night's job." 

" Secret service 1 " 

" Wliat is it for ■> " 

"1 think it is a smuggling lay," 
suggested Flucker, " bat we shall 
know all in good time." 

" Smuggling 1 " Their coante- 
nnnces fm ; they had hoped for some- 
thing more nearly approaching the il- 

" Maybe she has fand the herrin'," 
said a ten-year-old.  

" Haw I haw 1 haw 1 " went the oth- 
ers. " She find the herrin', when 
tliere'a five hundred fishermen after 
them boith sides Che Firrtli." 



horting-ni 

Tunc mamfista fides. 
.' A yell burst from all tho boys. 

" He 's gann to lak us to Dunbar." 

" Half a croown ! ye 're no blate." 

Christie ordered the boats alongside 
her cutler, and five nets were dropped 
into cacli boat, six into Flucker's. 

The depth of water was given them; 
and they were instructed to shoot thmr 
nets so as to keep a fathom and a half 
above the racky bottom. 

A herring net is simply a wall of 
meshes twelve feet deep, fifty feet 
long ; it sinks to a vertical position 
by the weight of net twine, and . is 
kept from sinking to the bottom of 
the sea by bladders or corks. These 
nets are tied to one another, and paid 
oat at the stern of the boat Boat and 
nets drift wiUi the tide ; if, therefore, 
the nets touched the roclcs they would 
he mm to pieces, and the fisherman 
ruined. 

And this saves the herring, — tiat 
\b. lies honrs and hours at Che very 
bottom of the sea like a stone, and the 
poor fisherman shall drive with his 
nets a yard or two over a square rails 
of fish, and not catch a herring tail ; 
the other hand, if they rise W play 
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for five minutes, iu that Stc minutes 
tliey shall fill eoven hundred boata. 

At niio o'cloct! all the hoata had 
allot tlieir nets, and Cbnstie went 
alongside his Lordship's carter; he 
Bsked her many gaestions about her- 
ring Bsherj', to wtiich she gave clear 
answers, derived from her futher, who 
had alwavs been wbat the fishermen 
call & laeky fisherman ; that is, he had 
opened his eyes and judged for himself. 

Lord Ipsden ,(hen gave her blue 
ligbla to distribute among the boats, 
that the first which canght herring 
m^ht signal all hands. 

This was done, and all was expoc- 

Eleven o'clock came, — no signal 
from any boat. 

Christie became anxious ; at last 
she went round to the boats ; fonnd 
the boys all asleep except the baddish 
hoj J waked them up, and made them 
all hani in their first net. The nets 
came in as black ns ink, no sign of a 
herring. 

There was but one opinion ; there 
was no herring at Inch Keith ; they 
had not been there this seven years. 

At last, riucker, to whom she came 
in tarn, told her he wns going into 
two &thom water, where he would let 
out Uie bladders and drop the nets on 
tieir cursed backs. 

A strong lemonstmnce was Diade 
by Christie, btit the baddish boy in- 
sisted that he hod an equal right in 
all her nets, and, setting bis sail, he 
ran into shoal water. 

Christie began 10 be sorrowi'ul; in- 
stead of making money, she was going 
to throw it away, and the neer-do-weel 
I'lacker would tear six nets from the 

flnckev hauled down his sail, and 
unatepped his mast in two fkthom 
water ; but he was not soch a fool as 
to riiik his six nets ; he devoted one 
to bis experiment, and did it well; 
he let out his bladder line a fathom, 
so tbat one half his net would liter- 

ggledy-pi 
rocks, unless toe ii 



Ko long time was required. 

In five minutes be began to haul in 
the net; first, the boyshauted in the 
rope, and then the net began to ap- 
proatJi the surface. Plucker looked 
anxiously down, (he other lads in- 
credulously ; suddenly they all gave 
a yell of triumph, — an appearance of 
silver and lightning mixed had glanced 

up li'om the bottom ' " " 

two yards of the t 
three herrings '" ' 






came flie first 
These three 



proved riucker's 
three million. 

They hauled in the net Before 
they had a quarter of it in, the net 
came up to the surface, and the sea 
was olive with molten silvei The 
upper half of the net was emptj but 
the lower half u as one solid mass of 
fish. 

The bays could not find a mesh, 
they had nothing to handle but fish. 

At this moment the easternmost 
boat showed a blue light. 

rising," said Flucker, 



relln 






Soon after this a sort of song was 
heard from the lioat that had showed 
a light. Flucker, who had got bis net 
in, ran down to her, and found, as he 
Buspecled, that the boys had not pow- 
er to draw the weight of fish over the 

They were singing, as sailors do, 
that they might all pall together ; he 
gave them two of his crew, and ran 
down to his own skipper. 

The said skipper gave him four men. 

Another blue light I 

Cbrislie and her crew came a little 
nearer the boats, and shot twelve nets. 

The yachtsmen entered the sport 
with zeal, so did his Lordship, 

""  all full in a few min- 






s sm 01 



Then riucker b^aji to fear some 
of these nets wonld sink with the 
weight of fish; for the herring die 
after a while In a net, and a dead her- 

Whot was to be done ? 
They got two boats alongside the 
c'ltter, and unloaded them into her as 
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well 113 thej coald ; bat before tliey 
could hnlf do this tlie otJiei- boats 
hailed tliem. 

ame to one of tiiem ; the 

i strnggling with a 1 " _ 

r would have 



Tbej c 



bojya 



dreamed w 

Imagine a white sheet, fifty feet 
long, varnished with red-hot silver ; 
there wore twenty barrels in tliis sin- 
gle net. By dint of fresh hands Chej' 
g4it hidf of her in, and then the mesh- 
es boaan to break; the men leaned 
over the gunwale, and put their arms 
round blocliS and masses of fish, and 
so flung then) on board ; and the cod- 
fish and dog-lisb snapped them almost 
out of the men's hands like tigers. 

At last, they came to a net, which 
was a doable wall of herring; it had 
been some time in the water, and 
many of the fish were dead ; they 
tried their best, but it was impracti- 
cable ; they laid hold of the solid her- 
I'ing, and when they lifted up a hun- 
dred-weight clear of the watet, away 
it all tore, and sank back again. 

They were obliged W cut away this 
net, with twenty pounds sterling in 
her. They cnt away the twine from 
the head-ropes, and net and fish went 
to the bottom. 

All hands were now about the cut- 
ter ; Christie's nets were all strong 
,-j „.^, they i-.j I ...... 



. _..) the water, but thera were 
enough left. 

She averaged twelve harrela a net. 

Such of the yawls as were not quita 
full crept between the cutler and the 
nets, and caught all they wanted. 

The projector of this lortunatespec- 
□latjon suddenly wtnonnced that she 
was very sleepy. 

Flucker rolled her up in a sail, and 
she slept the sleep of infancy on board 

When she awoke it was seven 
o'clock in the morning, and her cu 
icr was creeping with a smart breczi 
about two miles an hour, a mile froi 
Hewhavcn pier. 



The yacht had returned to Qran- 
lon, and the yawls, very low in the 
water, were creejHng along like snails, 
with both sails set. 

The news was in Edinburgh long 
bsforo they landed. 

They had been discerned under 
Inch Keith at the dawn. 

And the manner of their creeping 
along, when there was such a biv^ize, 
lold the tale at once to the keen, ex- 
perienced eyes that are suro to ba 
scanning the sea. 

Donkey-carts came rattling down 
from the capital. 

Merchants came pelting down to 
Newhaven pice. 

The whole story began to be put 
together by bits, and comprehended. 

Old Johnstone's cleverness was re- 
called to mind. 

The few fishermen left at Newhaven 
were ready to kill themselves. 

Their wives were ready to do the 
same good office for La Johnstone. 

Pour Irish merchants agreed to 
work together, and to make a show 
of competition, the better to keep the 
price down within bounds. 

It was liardly fair, fbur men agamst 
one innocent unguarded female. 

But this is a wicked world. 

Christie landed, and proceeded to 
her own house ; on the way she was 
met by Jean Camio, who debarrttssed 
her of certain wrappers, anA a hand- 
kerdiief she had tied round her head, 
and informed her she was the pride 
of Newhaven. 

She next met these four little mer- 
chants, one after another. 

And since we oaght t« dwell as lit- 



is! Merchant. " Where are ye go- 
ng, Meggie ? " 

Christie JiAnsbxie. " If onybody 
Bsts ye, say ye dinna ken." 

ls( Mer. " Will ye sell yoiirfish?" 

Christie. "Suner than gie them." 
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1st Her. " Tou will be asMng fif- 
leen Ehillin' the cvan." 

Ckristie. " And tea to that" 

IstMer. " Good morning." 

id Mer. " Woald he not go oror 
fifteen sbillingB 1 0, the tins' o' the 
world I — I '!i gise Bixleen." 

Sd Met-. " Bnt I 'II give eighteen." 

2d Mer. "Moce fool yon I Take 
him np, my girl." 

Cknstie, " Twentj-fire ia mj price 
the aay." 

3d Mer. "Ton will keep them till 
Snoday week and sell their bones." 
[Exeind iJie three Merdiants, 
Enter 4tk Merchant. 

Hh Mer. " Are your fish soW 1 
I '11 give sixteen shillings." 

Cfyisde. "I'm seeking tweiity- 
fiye, an' I 'm offered eighteen." 

4(Aifer. "Takeit.'*^ [Exit. 

Christie. " They hae patteci their 
heads the^ther." 

Here Flnckor came m to her, and 
told her Iheio wbs a Leith mei'chant 
looking for her. " And, Cuaty," said 
he, there's plenty wind getting up, 
your dsh will he sair hashed ; pat 
them off your hands, I rede ye." 

Christie. "Ay, lad 1 Plucker, hide, 
an' when I play ray hand sao, je'll 
run in an' ciy, ' Ciraty, the IrishroaQ 
will gia ye twenly-tffo schellin the 



The Leith merchant was Mr. Mil- 
ler, and this is the way ho worked. 

Miller {in a rMlUjliioiit voice). "Are 
ye no fitigued, my doear 1 " 

Cla-islie {affecting fatiffae). "Indeed, 

Miller. " Shall I have the pienswa 






ye? 



Ciriatie. " It' it 's your 
air. I'm seokin' twenty-five sehel- 

Miiler [pretending not tohear). "As 
j'ou aie a bettinner, I most offer fair; 
twenty schslliQ you shall have, and 
that's three shillings above Dnnbar." 

Christie. " Wifl yo even carted 



henin with nay fish caller fVa' the sea ? 
andDunbar, — O flue I yo ken thera 'b 
nae herrin at Dunbar the morn ; tiiis 
is the Dunbar schule that slipped 
westward : I 'm the mairket, ye II 
hae to bay o' me or gang to jonr 
bed " {here she signalled to Flucker). 
" 1 11 no he oot o* mine lang." 

Ester Flaeker hastily, crying : " Cira- 
ty, the Iriahman will gie yo twenty- 
two schellin." 

" I 'II no tafc it," said Christie. 

" They are, keen to hae them," said 
Flucker ; and hastily reared, as if to 
treat furlJier with the small mer- 
chanbs. 



"Twenty-three shillings, or they a 

" Tak tfie cutter's freight at a hun- 
dre' ei'an, aa' I'm no oaring," said 
Christie, 

" They are mine 1 " said Mr. Miller, 
very shanily. " How much shall I 
give you Iho day 1" 

" Auchty pund, sir, if you pleaaoj — 
the lave when vou like; I ken ye, 
Mr. Miller." 

Whilst coanting her the notes, the 
pm'chaser said sljly to her : — 

" There 's more than, a hundred 






r, my w 



A little, sir," cephed the vendor; 
" buS, ere I could count them till ye 
by baskets, they would lose seven or 
eight cran in book,* your gain, my 

" Tou are a vara intelligent young 
person," ssdi Mr. Miller, gi'*™?- 

" Te had measnred them wi' yonr 
waiting-stick, air; there's just ae 
scale ye didna wipe off,, though ya are 
a careiU' mon, Mr. Miller ; aae I laid 
the bait for ye an' fine ye took it." 

Miller took out his anuff-box, and 
tapping it said ; — 

" Will ye go int« partnership with 
me, my dear 1 " 

" Ay, sir ! " was the reply. " When 
I 'm aiiWer an' ye 're joongei'." 

At this moment the fonr merchants, 

believing it useless to dii^uiae Ihair 

tBaik. 
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letumed t 



I what 



hall gi\e you a giinea a 

" Whv ve offered her twenty two 
shillings before 

" That we never did, Mr. Miller." 

" Haw ! haw 1 " went Flncker. 

Christie looked down and blnahed. 

E3-es met ejes, and without a word 
spoken all was comurehendecl and si- 
lently approved. There was no non- 
sense attered abont morality in con- 
nection with dealing. 

Mr. Miller took an enormons pinch 

of snuff, and drew for the benefit of 

all present the following inferenee : — 

Mr. Mii,leb'b Apoihgcm. 

" Friends and naghbora ! when a 
man's heed is gray with age and 
thunchl ijxaise), he 'b just fit to go 
to schule to a young lass o' twenty. 

There was a certain middle-ngcd 
fishwife, called Beony Liston, a tenant 
of Ciiristie Johnstone's ; she had not 

Eaid her rent for some time, and she 
ad not been jtreesed for it ; whether 
this, or the whisk e)[ she was in thehabit 
of taking, rankled in her mind, certain 
it is she had atwaya an ill word for her 
landlady. 

She now met her, envied her suo- 
ci^B, and called out in a coarse 

" O, ye 're a gallant quean ; ye 11 









They strut round, eight yards apart, 
lails up, look carefully another way to 
mnke the other think it all means 
nothing, and, being both equally sly, 
their homa come together as if by- 
Even so commenced this duel of 
tongues between these two heroines. 

Becny Liston, looking at everybody 
but Christie, address^ the natives 
who were coagiegaling thus : — 

" Did evec ye hear o' a decent Inss 
taking the herrln' oot o' the mt-'n's 






mooths? — is yon 
I 'm asking ye i " 

On this, Christie, looking carefally 
at all the others except Beeny, in- 
quired with an air of simple curiosi- 
ty:— 

" Can onybody tell me wha Lislon 
Camie's drunken wife is speakin' till t 
no to ony decent lass, though. Na ! 
ye ken she wad na hao th' impu- 
dence 1 " 

" O, ye ken fine I 'm speakin' till 

Here the homs-clashcl together. 

" To me, woman 1 " (mlh odminM/i 
acted surprise.) "Oo, ay! it will ije 
for the twa years' rent you're awin 
me. Giestr' 

B^ay Lislon. " To 're just the im- 
pudentest pcd V the l«on, an' ye haa 
proved it the day " {her arms akimbo). 

Christie (amis oiambo). "Me, im- 
pudent' howdanr ye speak against 
my characklor, that s kenned for de- 
cency o' baith aides the Pirrth." 

Beeag {costeBiptuoaslu). "0, ye 're 
sly enough tfl beguile tne men, but wo 

clrisUe. "I'mnoBly,and"(rfra!U. 
ing near and hissing Vie words) "I'lnno 
liketlie woman Jean an' I aawin Rose 
Street, dead drunk on the causeway, 
while her mon was working for her at 
sea. If ye 're no ben your boose in 
ae minute, I '11 say that will gar Lis- 
ton Cairnie fling ye owei' the pier-head, 
ye foo!-moothed drunken leeur — 

If my reader has seen and heard 
Maiiemoiselle Bachel utter her famous 
Sortez, in " Tirginie," he knows ck- 
actly with what a gesture and tone 
the Johnstone uttered this word. 

Beeny (in a voice of whirtioi) sar- 
prise). " Hech ! what a spite Flncker 
Johnstone's dochter has taen against 

Ckrislie, "Scairtl" 

Beeng {in a coaxing voice, and iiiov- 
iRgaatep], " Aweel 1 what 's a' your 
paession, my boenny woman 1 " 

Ckiislie. "Seairt!" 

French Sories. 
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Becny i-EtJi-fiLl before tlio tlmnder 
unil liglitning of indignant virtuo. 

Then all the fishbojs struck up a 
dismal cliant of victory. 

" Yoo-hoo — Custy 's won the day 

— Benny's scairiil, going upon the 
last sjliable. 

Christie moved slowly nway towards 
hec own house, but . before she could 
reach the door she iMgau t« whimper, 

— litliafooL 

Thereat chorus of yonug Athenians 
chantecl ; — 

" Yu-hoo ! come back, Beeny, ye '11 
Inaybe win jet. Custy 's away gree- 
tiit" {going up on tie lost syllaile}. 

"I m no greetin, ye rude baims," 
eaid Christie, bursting- info taars, and 
retiring aa socai as she had emoted 
that proof of lier philosophy. 

It was about four hours later; 
Christie had snatched some rapoEe. 
The wind, as Flucker pTOgnosticated, 
had grown into a very heavy gale, 



e Filth V 



i brown and boil- 



Suddenly a clamor was heard on 
the shore, and soon after a fishwife 
made her appearance, with rather a 
siagulur burden. 

Her husband, ladies ; rien que cela. 

She had him by the scrnfF of the 
neck ; he was dis-a-dos, with his boot- 
ed legs kicking in the air, and his fists 
making wurli&e but idle demonstra- 
tiouB, and his month uttering inefk^X- 
ual bad language. 

Thia wocihy nad been called a cow- 
ard by Sandy Iiiston, and being about 
to fight with him, and get thrashed, 
hia wife had whipped him up, and 
eortied him away ; she now flung 
him down, at some risk of hia eqnilib- 

" Ye are not fit to feioht wi' Sandy 
liislon," said she ; "ifyeareforieicht- 
in, here 's for ye," 

As a comment to this proposal, she 
tucked up the slea»ea of her diort 
gown. He tried ta run by her ; she 
caught him by the bosom, and gave 
him a violent push. Chat sent Mm sev- 
eral paces backwards ; he loolted half 
fierce, half luilouuiied; ere he could 



quite recover himself, his little servant 
forced a pipe into his hand, and he 
smoked contented and peaceable. 

Before tobacco the evil passions jhll, 
they tell me. 

The cause of this quarrel soon ex- 
plained itself; up came Sandy Listen, 
corsing and sweating. 

"What! ye hae gotten till your 
wife's ; that 's the place for ye ; — to 
say there 'a a brig in distiess, and ye 'U 
lot her fio on the rocks under your 
noses ; but what are ye afi'uid o' t 
there 's na danger ? " 

"Nae danger! " said one of the re- 
proached, " are ye fou 1 " 

" Ye ate fou wi' fear yonrsel' ; of 
a' the beasts that crawl the airth, a 
cooward is the ugliest, I think." 

" The wifes will no let us," said 
one, sulkily. 

" It 'b the woman in your bairts 
that keeps ye," roared Sandy, hoarse- 
ly ; " curse ye, ye are sare to dee ane 

day, and ye are sure to be 1 " (a 

past partidple) "soon or late, what 
signifies when f Oh 1 curse the hour 
ever I was bom amang sic a cooard- 
lycrew." (GWa(sat.l 

" There ! ** 

" She speaks till ye, hersel* ; she 
cries for maircy ; to think that, of a' 
that hear ye cry, Alexander Listen is 
the only mon mon etiongh to atiswer," 
iGun.) 

" You are mistaken, Mr. Alexander 
Liston," said a clear, smart voice, 
whose owner bad mingled unobserTed 
the throng'; "lliere are always 

my lads, your boats have plenty of 
beam, and, well handled, shouldliva . 
any sea ; who volunteers with Al- 
lander Liston and rae 1 " 
The Epeaker was Lord Ipsden. 
The fishwives of Newharen, more 
accustomed to measure men than poor 
little Ijady Barbara Sinclair, saw in 
''"" man what in point of fact ho 
— a cool, daring devil, than whom 
more likely to lead men into 
mortal danger, or pull them through 



their natural c: 
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my, and colleoWd together i^^nst Mm, 
liko liens ac the sight of a hawk. 

" And would you really entice our 
men till their death t " 

" My lil^ 'a worth as mnch as theirs, 
I Buppose." 

" Kae ! your life ! it 's na worth a 
button ; when you dee, year next kin 
will dance, and ivha 'II greet ^ but our 
men hae wife and b^rna to look liQ." 
{Gmiatsea.) 

 " Ah 1 I did n't look at it in that 
light," Baid Lord Ipsden. He then 
demanded paper and ink; ChriEtJe 
Johnstone, wlio had come out of her 
house, supplied it from her treasures, 
and this cool- hand notuaily began '" 



named his r^iduary legatee, and dis- 
posed of certcuD large hequeets, he 
camo to tiie point, — 

" Christie Johnstone, what can these 
people live on 1 two hundred a year 7 
living ia cheap here, — confound the 
mind ! " 

" Twa hundi'ed ? Fifty 1 Vile 

" DoQ't call mo Vile Count. I am 
Ipsdan, and my name 's Richard. 



" Stay," siud Lord Ipsden, writing. 
"To Christina Johnstone, out of re- 
spect for her character, one thousand 
poanda." 

" Richard I dinna gang," cried 
Christie, " O, dinna ganK, dinna gang, 
dinna gang ; it 'a no your business." 

" will you lend me your papa's 
Mushing jacket and sou'wester, my 
dear ! If I was sure to ba drowned, 
I'd ■" 



Christ 



._ _n for them. 
In the mean time, discomposed by 
the wind, and by feelings whose exist 
ence neither ho, nor I, nor any one 
suspected, Saunders, alter a sore strug- 
gle between the frail man and the per- 
fect domcBtio, blurted out : — 



" My Lord, I beg your Lordship's 
pardon, but it blowa tenipestuons." 

"Tiutt ia why the jjrig wants us," 
was the reply. 

" My Lord, I beg your I/irdship'a 
pardon," whimpered Saundeis. 

" But, my Lord, don't go ; it 'a 
al! very well for fishermen to ba 
drowned j it is their hnsiness, but not 
yours, my Lord." 

" Saunders, help me on with (hia 

Chrislie had brought it. 

" Yes, 'my Lord, said Saunders, 
briskly, hia second nature reriving. 

His Ixjrdship, whilst putting on the 
coat and hat, undertook to cool Mr. 
Saunders's aristocratic pr^ncUees. 

" Should Alexander LisConandlbo 
drowned," said he, coolly, " when our 
bonea come ashore, jou will not know 
which are the fisherman's, and which 
the Viscount's." So saying, ho joined 
the enterprise. 

" I shall pray for ye, lad," said 
Christie Johnstone, and she retired for 
that purpose. 

Saunders, with a heavy heart, to the 

of what he ctUled " Heroism in High 
Life," loi^B letters, and the usual signs 
of great astonishment ! ! 1 ! I ! for the 
"Polytechnic Magazine." 

The commander of the diatreased 
vessel had been penny-wise. He had 
declined a pilot off the Isle of May, 
trustine to ^11 in with one close to the 
port of Leith ; but a heavy gale and 
t(^ had come on ; he knew himself in 
the vicinity of dangerous rocks ; and, 
to make matters worse, his ship, old 
and sore battered by a long and 
stormy voyage, was leaky; and, unless 
a pilot came alongside, hia fate would 
be, either to founder, or run upon the . 
rocks, where he muat expect to go to 
pieces in a quarter of an hour. 

The Newtiaven boat lay in com- 
paratively smooth water, on the lee 
side of the pier. 

Our adventurers got into her, 
stepped the roast, set a small sail, and 
ran out ! Sandy Listen held the sheet, 
passed once round the belajiiig-piu. 
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and whenever b. larger v/sve than 
usual came at them, he slacked the 
sheet, and the boat, losing her way, 
rose gentlj, like it cork, upoD seas that 
had seemed about to swallow her. 
But saen from the shore it was 
> make the mast experi- 
this 



e ; BO completely was i 
II bat to sight, as she 



wooden 

ecended 

her reappearance seemed u 

from tho dead. 

The lYcathcc was misty, — the boat 
was soon lost sight of; the atoiy 
loaiuB ashore. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

It whs an hour later ; the na 
the New Town had left the pier, and 
were about their own doors, when 
three Buckhaven Ushermen came 
slowly up from (be pier ; these men 
had arrived in one of their large fish- 



ing-boats, which defy all weather. 

The men came slowly up ; thi 
petticoat trousers were drenched, ai 



theie neck - handkerchief and hair 
were wet with spray. 

At the foot ot ilie New Toivn.they 
stood still and whispeted to eaob 

There was something abont these 
men that drew the eye of Newhaven 
upon them. 

In the tirsf place a BuckhaTen man 
rarely communicates with natives of 
Newhaven, except at the pier, where 
he brings in his cod and ling from the 
deep sea, ilings them out like stones, 
and sells them to the fishwives ; then 
up sail and away for !Fifeshire. 

But these men evidently came 
ashore to speak to some one in the 

They whispered together ; some- 
thing appeared to be proposed and 
demnrred to ; but at last two went 
slowly back towards the pier, and tho 
eldest remained, with a lisKcnaan's 
long mackintosh eo^t in his hand 
which the others had given him as 
they letl liiin. 



With this in his hand, the Bnckha- 
ven fisherman stood in an irresolute 
posture ; he looked ftovi'n, and seemed 
to ask himself what course he should 

" What 's wrang ? " said Jean Car- 
nie, who, with her neighbors, had ob- 
served the men ; " I wish yon man 
may na hae ill news." 

" What 1|J news wad he hae ?" re- 
plied another. 

" Are ony freends of Liston Carnio 
here 1 " sfud the fisherman. 

"The wife's awa' to Granlon, 
Beeny Liston they ca' her, — there's 
his house," added Jean, pointing up 
the row. 

"Ay," said the fisherman, "I ken 
he lived there." 

"Lived there 1 " cried Christie 
Johnstone ; " 0, what 's this 1 " 

" Freends," siud tho man, gravely, 
" his boat is driving keel uppermost 
in Kiccauldy Bay; — via pased her 
near enough to read the name upon 

"But the men will have won to 
shore, please God ! " 

The fisherman shook his head. 

" She 'II hae conpit a mite wast 
Inch Keith, an' the tide rinning atf the 
island an' a heavy sea gSun. This is 
a' Newhaven we '11 see of them " {hold- 
iitg up the coal) " till thev rise to the 
lopin thi-ee weeks' time,' 

The man then took the coat, which 
was now seen to he drenched with 
water, and hung it np on a line not 
very far fVom its unfortunate owner's 
house : then, In the same grave and 
subdned tone in which he had spoken 
all along, he said, " We are sorry to 
bring siecan a tale into your toon," 
and slowly moved off to rejoin hia 
comrades, who had waited for him at 
no groat distance. They then passed 
through the Old Town, and m iivc 
minutes the calamity was known to 
the whole place. 

After the first stupor, the people in 

(he New Town collected into knots, 

id lamented their hiutardoua calling, 

and fbared for tho lives of those that 

had just put to sea in this fatal gnis 
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&r the vescne of strangers, and lbs 
older ones failed not to match this 
preaeiit sorrow with others within 
their recollection. 

In the middle of thie. Flacker 
Johastona came hastily in from the 
Old Town, and told tliem he had 
Ee«n the wife, Beeny Liston, coming 
thiough from Granton. 

The sympathy of all was inaiantly 
turned in this direction. 

" She wonld bear the news." 

" It wonld fall on her like a thun- 
dor-clap." 

" What wonld become of her? " 

Every eye was strained towards 
the Old Town, and soon the poor wo- 
man waa seen about to emerge from 
it ; but she was walking in her usual 
way, and they felt she could not carry 
hei* person so if she knew. 

At the last house she was seen to 
stop and speak to a hsherman and his 
wife that stxiod at their own door. 

" They are telling her," was then 

Beeny Liston then proceeded on 
hee way. 

Every eye was strained. 

No f they had not Wid her. 

She came gayly on, the nnconscious 
object of every eye and every heart. 

The hands of this people were hard, 
and their Cona;ue9 rude, but (hey 
sliinnk from telling this poor woman 
of her bereavement, — they thought 
it kinder she ehonid know it -under 
her own roof, from her friends or 
neighbors, than from comparative 

She drew near her own door. 

And now a knot collected round 
Christie Johnstone, and urged her to 
undertake the Had task. 

" You that speak sa learned, Chris- 
tie, ye should tell her ; we dauc na." 

" IIow can I tell her?" said Chris- 
tie, turning pale. "How will I tell 
lier? I 'so try." 

She took one trembling step to 



Beeny's eyo fell upon her. 
"Ay! here's the Qneen o' New- 
iiavcn," cried Bh% in a loud and ralher 



leave the place n< 
I, I dau 



" The m 
vy'a 






"O, dinna fleicht on me! dinna 
fleicht on me ! " cried Christie, trem- 
bling. 

"Maircy on us," said the other, 
"anid Fluoker Johnstone's dochter 
tnrned humble. What nest 1 " 

" I 'm vexed for speating hack till 
ye the morn," faltered Christie. 

"Hett," said the woman, carelessly, 
"let yon fleastick i" the wa'. Ifancy 
I began on ye. Aweel, Cirsty," said 
she, falling' into a friendlier tone ; 
"it's the place we live in spoils us, — 
Newhaven 'a an impudent coon, as 

" I passed through the Anid Toon 
the noo, — a place 1 never speak in; 
an' if they did na elower at me as I 
had been a strangelieiist. 

" They cam' to their very doors to 
glower at me ; if ye 'II believe me, I 
thoucht shame. 

"At the hinder end my paassion got 
up, Ba\ I faced a wife East-by, and I 
said, ' What (jars ye glower at me 
that way, ye ignorant woman ? ' ye 
would na ihink it, she answered like 
honey ilsel' : ' I 'm aakin' your paarr- 
doH,' snys ^o; and her mon by her 
side said, ' Gang hame to your ain 
, _ joman, and Gudehelp ye, 
and help us a' at onr need,' the decent 
on. ' It 's just there I 'm Ibr,' said 

' to get my mon his breakfast.' " 

All who hoard her drew their 
breath wilh diiHcalCy. 

The woman then made for her own 
house, but in going np the street she 
passed the wet coat hanging on the 

■stopped directly. 

y all trembl"' 

n the coat, — 

b would tell the tale. 

Aweel," said she, " I could sweer 

that 's Liston Carnie's coat, adrouMt 

 the rain "; then she looked again 

., and added, slowly, "if I did na 

he has his away wi' him at the 

piloting." And in another moment 

she was in her own house, leaving 
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tbem all DCmiJmg tl 



it tell it 






uth 



Whilst tbe; stood lookmg at one 
acothei, ani) aC Beenj Ijstoii s <loor, 
a, voice tliol; eeemecl incredii>ly rough, 
load, aad haish jarred upon them ; 
it wai Sandy Listoo, who came in 
from Loith, shouting : — 

" Fifty pounds for etdvage. lassee i 
ia na ihaat better than staying cooard- 
Lke aside the women ' " 

" Whisht 1 whisht I " cried Christie. 
" We are in heavy sorrow ; puir Lis- 
ton C^mie and his son Willy lie deed 
at tlia bottom o' the Pirrth." 

" Giiide help us ! " said Sandy, 

" An', O Sandy, the wife doe 
ken, and it 's iIair^breaki^g Co 
her, and hear her ; we canna get her 
tell't; yo're the anldest mon Y 
ye 'U tell her, willye no, Sandy 1 



; ye c 






fra' facing tJio sea 

" The sea and the -wind," ciied he, 

contemptuously ; " they be , I 'm 

used wi them ; but to look a woman 
i' the face, an' tell her tier mon and 
her son are drowned since yesuieen, I 
hae na coorago tor that." 

All further debate was cut short b; 
the entrance of one who came ex- 
pressly to discbarira the sad duty alt 
had found GO difficult. It was the 
Presbyterian cletgyman of the place ; 
he waved them Back. "I know, I 
know," said he, Eolemnly. 

"Where is the wife?* 

She came out of her honse at this 
moment, as it happened, lo purchase 
something at Drysale's shop, which 
was opposite. 

"Beeny," said the clergyman, "I 
have sorrowful tidinjta." 

" Tell me them, sir," said she, un- 
moved. " la it a dceth 1 " added she, 
quietly. 

"It is I — death, sudden and terri- 



ble ; in your own house I mutii 

)u — ( and may God show mo now 

breaJ: it to iier)." 

He entered her house. 

"Aweel," said the woman to the 
others, "it maun be some far-awa cous- 
in, or the like, for X4stoQ an' me hae 
nao nearfreends. Meg, yeidlehiiay," 
screamed she to hei" servant, who was 
one of the spectatorSj " your pat is no 
on yet; div ye think the men will no 
be hungry when Hiey come in fra' the 

" They will never hunger northirat 
ony mail'," said Jean, solemnly, as 
the bereaved woraari entered her own 
door. 

There ensued a listless and fearful 
silence. 

Every moment some sign of bitter 
sorrow was expecl«d to break forth 
from the house, but none came ; and 
amidst the expectation and silence the 
waves dashed louder and louder, as it 
seemed, against the dike, cousdous 
of wliat they had done. 

At last, in a moment, a cry of ago- 
ny arose, so terrible that all who 
heard it trembled, and mora than one 
woman shrieked in rctuiTi, and Hcd 
from the door; at which, tlie next 
moment, the clei^yman slood alone, 
collected, but pale, and beckoned. 
Several women advanced. 

Jean Camie was admitted ; and 
after & while returned. 

" She is come to hersel'," whis- 
pei'ed she; "I am no weel myacl'." 
And she passed into her own house. 

Then i'lueker crept to the door to 

" O, dicna spy on her," cried 
Christie. 
"O yes, riucker," sdd many 



him, nor hear him; he will hae he:-. 
He has won her to kneel, — he i-; 
prayin, an' gi'eetin aside her. I can- 
na see noo, my eon 'b blinded." 
" He 'a a gnde mon," said Christie, 
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" 0, what wad, v 



) nitliout life 



Siiiidy LisCoii had been leaning sor- 
rowfully against the ivall of the next 
honse ; ho now broke out : -^ 

" An aold shipmate at the whale- 
fishing i 1 I an' noow wo '11 never Dft 
the dredging suns tiiegither again, in 
yon dirty dBieh that 's droowned him ; 
I maun liae whiskey, an' forget it a'." 

Hs mode for the spirit-shop like a 
jnadmon ; bat era ho conld reach the 
door a hiutd was laid un Mm like a 
vice. Christie Johnstone had liceFaJlj' 
sprung on him. She hated this hor- 
rihie vise, — had often cheeked him ; 
and now it Eecmed BO awful a moment 
for saeh a sin, that she forgot the wild 

i savage nature of the 



had St 









y hurt her, bnt a month 
she saiv nothing hut tlie vice and its 
victim, and she seized him by the 
collar, with a grasp from which he 
in vain attempted to .sbalie himself 

" No ! ye 'II no gang there at sicoan 



he, ' 

At the noise Jean Cai'nie ran In. 

" I-et the ruffian go," cried she, in 

dismay. " Chi^jtie, dinna put your 

"Yes, III put my hand on Ills 
mane, ere I'll let bim inak a beast 
o' hinisol'." 

" Sandy, if ye bntt her, I'll find 
twenty lads that will lay je deed at 
her feet." 

" Hand your whisht," said Chriade, 
very sharply, " he 's no to be tJireet- 

Sandy Liston, black and white with 
rage, ground his teelJi together, and 
said, lifting his hand, " WuU ye let 
me go, or mnat I tak my hand tM 



They glared on one anothar, — ha 
fiercely and unsteadily; she fimily and 
proudly. 

Jean Camia said afterwards, " Her 

" Ye are doing what nae mon i' 
the tooQ danr; ye are a banid, un- 

" It 'a you raak me bauld," was the 
instant reply. " 1 saw ye face the 
mad sea, to save a ship fra' the rocks, 
an' will I feac a raon's hand, wheo 
I can save" {rising io double her 
height) " my feyther's auld freond 
fra' the pair mon s enemy, the enemy 
o' mankind, the cursed, cnrsed drink? 
Sandy Liston, hoow could ye tJiink 
to put an eaemy in your mooth to 
steal awa your brains ! " 

" This 's no Newhaven chat; wha 
laima ye sic words o' power ! " 

" A deed mon I " 

" I would na wonder, y' are no 
canny ; she 's tn'en a' the poower oot 
o' my body, I think." Then sudden- 
ly descendi ng t o a lone of abject sub- 
misaion, "What's your pleesnr^ 
Flndcer Johnstone's dodit«r 1 " 

She instantly withdrew the oifen- 
, and, leaning afBic 

joulder, she melted it... 

rich Ionic tones. 

" It 'fl no a time foe sin ; ye 11 sit 
by my fire, an' get your dinner; a 
bonny ha^a hae 1 for yoa an' Flucfc- 
er. an' we '11 imnrove this sorrowfu' 
ill ms o' auld 
o' my teylJier dear, that likeit 

nae weathared, side by side, — o' the 
muckle whales ye killed Greenland 
way, — an', abune a', o' the lives ye 
hae saved at sea, by your daoiin an' 
yonr skell ; an', Sandy, will na 
that ho better as sit aa'poor leequid 
danination doown your throat, an gia 
awa the sense an' feeling o' a mon Ibl 
a aair heed and an ill name 1 " . 

"I'se gang, my lamb," said the 
rough man, quite subdued; "I daur 
say whiskey will no pass my teeth the 
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Jean and Christie went towards the 
bouts. 

Jean, after taking it philoaophicftUy 



Here a jouiig flshwife, with a hax 
in her hantl, who hart followed thera, 
pulled Jean by the coats. 

" HetB," said Jean, pulling herself 



" Hew," said Cbriatie, f 



ChriBtie smiled proudly, was silent, 
hut did not disonii the comparison. 
The little iishwife, unable to attract 



and, sajing, "Lasses, I'll let ye see 
my presoner : hech ! be 's boenny 1 " 
polled oMt a moase by a string fastened 
to his tail, and set him in the midst for 
friendly admii^tion. 

" I ditina likely — Idinna likeit! " 
screamed Christie ; " Jean, put it 
away, — it ffears me, Jean!" This 
she iittei'Cd (her eye3,9Jmost starting 
from her head with unaffected terror) 
at the distance of about eight yards, 
whither she had nrrired in tno bounds 
that would have done no discredit U> 
an antelope. 

" Het, said Jean, unea,sily, " hae 
ye coowed yon savage, to ha soared at 
lio wee beastie 1 " 

Christie, looking askant at the ani- 
mal, explfdned: "A moose is an 
awesome beast, — it 's no like a mon I " 
and still her eye was fixed by fascina- 
tion upon the tour-footed danger. 

Jean, who bad not been herself in 
genaine tranquillity, now tartied sav- 
agely on the little Wombwelless ;" An' 
div ye really think ye are to come here 
wi' a' the beasts i' the Airk 1 Come, 
awa ye go, the pair o' ye." 

These severe wonls, and a smart 



pasb, sent tTie poor little biped offi'onr. 
ing, with the siring over her shoulder, 
recklessly dragging the terrifit qnadm 
ped, which made fruitless giabs at the 
shingle, — Motal Dont temfy big 
ger folk than yonteelf 

ChrisUe had mtended to go up to 
Edinburgh with her eighty pounds 
but there was more trouble m etoi-e 
this eventful day 

Flncker went out after dmnei and 
left her with Sindy Liston who was 
in the middle of a }am when some 
one came rnnning m and told hei 
Flucker was at the pier ciying for hei 
She inquired what was the matter 
" Come, an' ye '11 see," was all the 
answer. She ran down to the pier. 
There was poof Blocker lying on his 
hack; ho had slipped from the pier 
into aboat that lay alongside; the fall 
was considerable ; for a minute he liad 
been insensible, then he had been 
dreadfully sick, and now he was be- 
ginning to feel his hurt ; he was in 
gi-eflt ananish ; nobody know the ex. 
tent of his injuries ; he would iet no- 
body touch him ; all his cry was for 
bis sister. At last she came ; they all 
made way for her ; he was Ciying lor 
hor ai she came up. 

" My bairn 1 tny bium I " cried 
she, and the poor little fellow smiled, 
and tried to raise himself towards 



n-icd hiir 



way home, and laid 
bed. Willy Lislon. 
hei' discarded suitor, ran for the sni- 
geoB. There were no bones broken, 
but his ankle was severely sprained, 
and he had a terrible bmise on the 
loins; his dark, ruddy feoe was 
streaked and pale ; but he never com- 
plained alter he found himself at 

Christie hovenjd rotind Mm, a min- 
istering angel, applying to him with a 
light and loving hand whatever could 
ease his pain ; and he watched lier 
with an expression sho had never no- 
ticed in his eye before. 
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At last, after two honra' silencs, he 
mai^G her sit in. full view, and then he 
Bpolte to her; and what think joa 
was the subject of his diseonrae 1 

He turned to and told iicr, one after 
cnother, without preface, all the lov- 
ing things she had done to him over 
since ho was five years old. Poor boy, 
he had never aliown much gratitude, 
hut lie had forgotten nothing, lit«ridly 

Christie was quite overcome with 
this unespBcted trait; she drew him 
gently to her bosom, aud wept over 
him ; and it ivas sweat to see a broth- 
er and sister treat each other almost 
like lovers, as these two began to do, 
— tliej watched each otliei''s eye so 
leudorlj. 

This new care kept the sister in her 
own house all the next day; but to- 
wards the evening, JeBH,,who knew 
liev other anxiety, slipped in and of- 
fuved to take her place toi an hour by 
Flucker's side ; at the same time she 
looked one of those signals whieh are 
too subtle for amy but woman to un- 
derstand. 

Christie drew her aside, and learned 
that Gfltty and his mother were just 
coming throagh from Leith; Christie 
ran tor her eighty pounds, placed tiiem 
in her bosom, cast a hasty glance at 
a looking-s^lass, little lai;ger than an 
oyster-shell, and van out. 

"HechI What pleased the'auld 
wjfb will be to see, he has a lass that 
can mak auchty pund in a morning." 

This was Cliristie's notion. 

At eight of tbem she took out the 
bank-notes, and with eyes glistening 
and cheeks flushing she cried : — 

" O Chairles, ye 'il no gang to jail, 
— I haethe siller 1" and she offered 
him the money with both hands, and 
a look of tenderness and modesty 
that embellished human nature. 

Ere be could speak, his mother put 
out her hand, and not rudely, but very 
coldly, repelling Christie's arm, said 

" We are much obliged (o you, hut 
my son's own talents have rescued him 
from his little emboi'rassmcnt." 



" A nobleman has bought my pic- 
ture," said GatQ", proudly. 

"J'or one hundred and fitly 
pounds," said the old hidy, meaning 
to mark the contrast between tliat sum 
and what Christie hod in her hand. 

Cbnstie remained like a statue, 
with her arms extended, and the 
bank-notes in her hand ; her features 
worked, — she had much ado not to 
cry ; and any one that liad known the 
whole story, and seen this unmerited 
repalse, would have folt for her; but 
her love came to her aid, she pat the 
notes in her bosom.sigbed, and said: — 

" I would hae lUteit to hae been the 
first, ye ken, but I 'ni real pleased." 

" But, mother," said Gatty, " it was 
very kind of. Christie all the same. 
O Chrisfie 1 " said he, in a lone of 
deBpair. 

At this kind word ChristJe's forti- 
tnde was sore tried ; slie turned aw&y 
her head ; — she was far too delicate 
l^ let them know who had sent Lord 
Ipsden to buy the picture. 

Whilst she turned away, Mrs Gat- 
ty said \a her son's ear ; — 

"Now, I have your solemn prom- 
ise to do it here, and at once ; you 
will find me on the beach behind these 
boats, — do it." 

The reader wili understand that 
daring the last few days Mrs. Gatty 
had improved her advantage, and that 
Charles had positively consented to 

with the struggle, — he felt he must 
have peace or die ; ho waa thin and 
pale, and sudden twitches came over 
him ; his temperament was not fit for 
such a battle ; and, it is to be observed, 
nearly all the talk was on one side. 
He told made one expiring straggle, 
— he described to his mother an art- 
ist's nature, his strength, his weak- 
ness,— 'he besought her not to bea 
slave to general rules, bat to inquire 
what sort of a companion the mdi- 
vidual Gatty needed ; he lashed with 
(me but brilliant satire the sort of ivifo 
his mother was ready Co see him sad- 
dled with, -—a stupid, unsympathizing 

creature, whose ten children would. 



Hostec by Google 



102 



CIIEISIIE JOHNSTONE. 



by nature's law, be also atupid, and 
so be a weight on him till his dying 
daf. He painted Christ Jobnatone, 
mind and body, in words aa tnie and 
bright as his colors ; he showed his 
own weak points, her strong ones, and 
how the latter would fortiTy the for- 

He displayed, in short, in one luin- 
nte mote intalleet than his mother 
had exhibited in sixty years; and 
that done, with all his nnderstatiding, 
wit, and eloquence, he succumbed 
like a eliild, to her stroni|;er will, — he 
promised to break with Christie Joho- 

Wlien Christie had recovei'ed her 
composare and tnrneii round to her 
companions, she found herself alone 
with Charles. 

" Chah'les," said she, gravely. 

" Chrisde," siud he, uneasily. 

"Your mother does na like me. 
O, ye need na deny it ; and we are na 
together as we used to be, my lad." 

" She is prejudiced, but she has 
been the best of mothers to me, Chris- 

" Awoel." 

" Circumstances compel me to re- 
turn to England." 

(Ah, coward I anything but the real 
truth I ) 

" Aweel, Chairies, it will no be for 
lang." 

" I don't know ; you will not be so 
nnhappy as I shall, — at least I hope 

" Hoow do ye ten that i " 

" Chvistifl, do you rememhor the 
flrat night wo danced together 1 " 

"Ay." 

" And we walked in the cool by the 
seaside, and I told ;fou the names of 
Ihe Stan, and you said those were not 
theif real names, but nicknames we 
give them hai-e on earth. I loyed yon 
that flrst night." 

" And I fended you the first time I 
set eyes on you." 

" How can I leave you, Christie 3 
Wliat shall I do r" 

" I ken what I shall do," iinewcrcd 
Christie, coolly; tlien, bursting into 






e but 



An' I 'II live as T am a' my days 

for your sake. O England ! I haa 

likeit ye sae weol, ye suld na rob me 

o' my lad, — he 's a' the joy I hae ! " 

"Ili>yoyou,"3iudGattj. "Doyoa 



!r head upon 



All the ^31 
his shoulder. 

" I can't do it," thought Gatty, 
"and I won't 1 Christie," said he, 
" stay here, don't move fram hero." 
And he dashed among the boats in 
great agitation. 

He found his mother rather near 
the scone of the late conlerence. 

"Mother," said he, fiercely, lite a 
coward as he was, " ask me no more, 
my mind is made up forever ; I will 
not do this scoundrelly, heartless, 
beastly, ungrateful action you have 
been pushing me to so long." 

" Take care, Charles, take care," 
said the old woman, trembling with 

CHSsioa, for this was a new tone for 
er son to take with her. " You had 
my blessing the other day, and you 
saw wliat followed it ; do not tempt 
me to curse an undutifnl, disobedient, 
ungrateful son." 

" I mcflt take my chance," said be, 
desperately : " for I am under a 
curse any way 1 I placed ray ring on 
her finger, and held up my hand to 
God ajid swore she should be ray 
wife ; she has my ring and my oath, 
and Iwill not perjure myself even for 
my mother." 

" Your ring ! Not the rubv ring I 
gave you from your dead & 



ger,- 



"Yesl 



n your 
9.tl not ._ 
I tell 



itl" 



you yes! and 
lier, and knew 



alive, and saw lier, and knew 
her goodness, he would have pity on 
mo, but I have no friend ; you see 
how ill yon hare made me, but you 
have no pity ; I could not have be- 
lieved it ; but, since you have no mer- 
cy on me, I will have the more mercy 
on myself; I marry her to-morrow. 
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and pnt an end to all tliis slitiffling 
and omrKeavnng agiunst an angel J 
I am not worthy of iier, but I '11 maii 
ry her Ki-monow. Good by," 

" Stay I " said the old woman, in a 
terrible voice; "before yon destroy 
jiie and all I have lived tor, and suf- 
fered, and pinched for, hear me ; if 
that ring is not off the hussy's linger 
in half an hour, and you my Eon 
HgEJn, I fall on this sand and — " 

" Then God have morcj npon mo, 
for I '11 see the whole creaUon lost 
eturnally, ere I'll wrong the only 
creature f 
world." 



that i: 



It was bv Heaven's mercy that 
neither mother nor son had time to 
speak again. 

As tlicy faced each other, with 
flaming eyes and faces, all self-com- 
mand gone, about to atter hasty 
woids, and lay up regret, perhaps for 
all their lives to come, in a moment, 
at if she had started from the earth, 
Christie Johnstone stood between 
tliem I 

Gatty's words, and, still more, his 
hesitation, had made her qnick intel- 
ligence suspect : she had resolved to 
know the truth; the boats offered ev- 
ery facility for listening, — she had 
heard every word. 

SliB stood between the mother and 

They were confosed, abashed, and 
the hot blood began to leave iheir 

Siio stood erect like a statue, her 
cheek pak as ashes, her eyes glitter- 
ing like basilisks, she looked at neither 
of them. 

She slowly riused her left hand, she 
withdrew a ruby ring from it, and 
dropped the ring on the sand between 

She tnrned on her heel, and was 
gone as she had come, without a word 

They looked at one another, stupe- 
fied at first ; after a considerable pause 



the SI 



noldw 



stooped, picked 
up Uia ring, and, in spite of a certain 
chill that the young woman's maiestlc 
sorrow had given her, said, placing it 
on her own finger, " This is for your 

" It will bo for my coffin, then," 
said her son, so coldly, so bitterly, 
and so solemnly, that the mother's 
heart began to quake. 

"Mother," said he, calmly, "for- 
give me, and accept your son e arm." 

" i will, my son I 

" We are alone in the world now, 
mother." 

sirs. Gatly had triumphed, but she 
felt the price of her triumph more than 
her victory. It had been done in one 
moment, that for which she had so 
labored, and it seemed that had she 
spoken long ago to Christie, instead 
of Charles, it could have been done at 
any moment. 

Strange to say, for some minutes 
(he mother felt more uneasy than her 
son ; she was a woman, after all, and 
could measure a woman's heart, and 
she saw how deep (he wound she had 
given one she was now compelled to 
respect 

Charles, on the other hand, had 
been so harassed backward^ and for- 
wards, that to him certainty was re- 
lief; it was a great matter to be no 
longer called upon to decide. His 
mother had said, "Part," and now 
Christie had said, " Part " ; at least 
the affair was taken out of his hands, 
and his first feeling was a heavenly 

In Iliis state he continued for about 
a mile, and ho spoke to his mother 
about his art, sole object now; hut 
after the first mile he became silent, 
distrait ; Christie's pale face, her mof- 
tified air, when her generous offer waa 
coldly repulsed, filled him with re- 
morse : finally, unable to bear it, yet 
not daring to speak, he broke enddcn- 
ly from his mother without a word, 
and ran wildly back to Newhaven; 
he looked back only once, and there 
' ' ' mother, pale, with her hands 
lifted, towards heaven. 



Hostec by Google 



164 



CHRISTIE JOHS3T0NE. 



By the time he got to Newhaven 
he was as BoiTy for her as for Chris- 
tie. He raa lo the hooee of the lat- 
ter; Plucker and Jean lold him she 
was on the beach. He ran to the 
beach '. he did cot see her at first, but, 
presently looking back, ho saw her, 
at the edge of the boats, in company 
with a gentleman in a boaling-di'ess. 
He looted — contd he believe his eyea 1 
he saw Chris^e Johnstone hiss this 
man's hand, who then, taking her head 
gently in his two hands, placed a kiss 
upon her brow, wlulst she seemed to 
yield lovingly ut the caress. 

Gatty turned faint, sick ; tor a mo- 
ment every tiling swam befbra his eyes; 
he recovered himself, iJiey were gone. 

He darted romid Co intercept them ; 
Christie had slipped awaysomewhere; 
he encountered the muu alone t 



CHAPTER XV. 

Chbistib's situation requires to be 
e:ipliuned. 

On leaving GaUy and bis mother, 
she want to her own honse. FIneker 

— who after looking upon her for years 
as an incijpvement appendage, except 
at dinner-time, had fhilen in love with 
her in amanner that was half pathetic, 
half langhnble, all things considered 

— saw by her face she had received a 
blow, and, raising Iiimself in the bod, 
inquired anxiously, " What ailed 

At these kind words, Christie John- 
stone laid hef cheek upon the pillow 
beside Flneker's, and said : — 

" O my kamb, he kind to your 
puir sister fra' this hoor, Ibr she has 
naothing i' the warld noo but your- 

FlHCker b^an to sob at this. 

Christiecouldnptcry; her heart was 
like a lump of lead in her bosom ; hut 
ehe put her arm round his neck, and 
at the Ersht of his sympathy she pant- 
ed heavily, but could not shed a tear, 

— she was sore stricken. 
Presently Jean came in, and, as the 



poor girl's lieaii ached as well aa her 
liaart, they farced her Co go and sit in 
the air. She took her creepieand sat, 
and looked on the sea ; but, Whether 
she looked seaward or landward, all 
seemed unreal ; not things, bat haid 
pictnres of things, some moving, some 
s^l. Life seemed ended, — she hud 
lost her love. 

An hour she sat in this miserable 
trance; she-was divertedintoabetter, 
because a somewhat less dangerous 
form of grief, by one of those trifling 
ciFCumstances that often penetrate to 
(he human heart, when inaccessible to 
greater things. 

Willy the fiddler and his brother 
came throagh the town, playing as they 
wenti according to custom; their 
music fioaied past Christie's ears like 
some drowsy idiime, nntil, ail of a sud- 
den, they struck up the old English 
air, "Spued the Plough." 

Now it was to this tune Charles 
Gatty had danced with her their first 
dance the night they made acquaints 

Christie listened, Ufted up her hands, 
and crying, — 

" 0, what will I do T what will I 
do 1 " hnrst into a passion of grief. 

She put her apron over her head, 
and I'ocked herself, and sobbed bitter- 

She was in this situation when Lord 
Ipsden, who was prowling about, ex- 
amining riiB proportions of the boats, 
discovered her. 

" Some one in distress, — that was 
sH in his way." 

" Madam I " said he. 

She lifted up her head. 

" It is Christie Johnstone. I 'm so 
glad ; that is, I 'm sorry you arc cry- 
ing, but I'm glad I shall have the 
EleasDre of relieving yon"; and his 
otdship began to fcel for a cheek- 

" And div ye really think siller 's a 
cure for eveiy grief I " said Christie, 
bitterly. 

■" ' I't know," said his Lordship ; 



"It will n 



d them all ai 
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slie covered her hend witli her apron 

" I am very son'y," said ho ; " tell 
me " (nihispisring), " what is it! poor 
little Christie I ''^ 

" Dinna speak to tne ; I think 
shame; askJean. Richai'd, I'll DO 
be lang iq this wallA II!" 

" Ah 1 " said he, " I know too well 
tvhut it is now ; I know, by sad o:cpe- 
rience. But, Chrisrio, money will cure 
it in your cnse, and it shall, loo ; only, 
instekd of Ave pounds, we must put a 
thousand pounds or two to your bank- 
er's account, and then they will all see 
y<mi beauty, and run after you." 

"How clanrye eventii me that I'm 
seekin a lad ? ' criad she, rising from 
her stool ; " I would na care suppose 
there was na .a lad in Britain." And 
off she flounced. 

" Offended herbymy gross want of 
toct," thought the Viscount. 

She crept back, and two rolvet lips 
tOQched his hand. That was because 
she had spoken harshly to a friend. 

" O Bidiard," said she, despairingfy, 
"I'll no be lang in this warld." 

He was touched ; and it was then 
he took her head and kissed her brow, 
and said : " This will never do : my 
child, go home and have a nice cry, 
and I will speak to Jean ; and, rely 
upon me, I will not leave the neigh- 
borhood till I hare armnged it all Ki 
your satisfaction," 

And BO she went, — a little, a, irery, 
very little, comforted by his tone and 
words. 

Now this was all veiy pretty ; bnt 
then seen at a distance of fifty yards 
it looked veiy ugly ; and Gatty, who 
had never h^re known jealonsy, the 
strongest and worst of human pas- 
sions, ivas ripe for anything. 

He met Cord Ipsdon, and said at 
once, in his wise, temperate way : — 

" Sir, yon are a viUain ! " 

ijristfen. "Plait-U?" 

Gatty. " You are a villain 1 " 

Ipsikn. " How do you malce that 

Guili/. "But, of coui'se, yon are 



Ipsden {ironkolli/). "You surprise 
lae with your moderation, sir." 

Gatli/. " Then you will wwve your 
rank, — yon are a Lord, I believe, — 
and give me satisfacdon." 

Jpsden. "My ranit, sir, such as it 
is, engages me to give a proper an- 
swer to proposals of this sort ; I am 
at your orders." 

Gaitg, " A man of your character 
must often have been called to an ac- 

(hesitating] "perhaps you will tell 
me the proper course." 

Ipsdea. " I shall send a note to the 
castle, and the Colonel will send me 
down somebody with a mustache ; I 
shall pretend to remember mustache, 
mustache will pretend he remembers 
me ; he will then communicate with 
your friend, and they will avrange it 

Golty. "And, perhaps, through 
your licentiousness, one or both of na 
will he killed." 

Jpsdeti. "Yes! But we need not 
trouble onr heads abont that, — the 
Beeonda undertake everything." 

Gal^. " I have no pistols." 

Ipsdea. "If you will do me Ilia 
honor to use one of mine, it shall be 

Gallu. "Thank yon." 

fysJen. " To-morrow morning ? " 

Galtg. " No. I have four days' 

painting to do on my picture, I can't 

^ie till it is finished ; Friday mom- 

" (He is mad.) I ivish to 
ask you a question, you will excuse 
my cmiosity. Have you any idea what 
we are agreeing to dilFer about ! " 

Gaily. " The qnestion does jou 
little credit, my Lord ; that is to add 
insult to wrong." 

He went off hurriedly, leaving Lord 
Ipsden mysdfied. 

He thought Christie Johnstone was 
somehow connected with it ; but, con- 
of no wrong, he felt little dis- 
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educate 

to fight, simply bow, fuid load 
piEtols, and get tbemselves called at 
hia ; instead of taking down tomes of 
casnistiT' and puzzling their poor 
brains to find out whether they are 
game-cocks or capons, and why. 

As for Gutlj, he hurried home in a 
fever of passion, begged his mother's 
pardon, and reproa^ed himself foe 
ever having disobeyed her on account 
of such a peciidioas creature as Chris- 
lie Johnstone. 

He then told her what be had seen, 
as distance and imaginntion had pre- 
sented it to him; to his snrprise the 
old lady cnt him short. 

" Chtti'les," said she, " there is no 
need to take the girl's character away ; 
she has but one ^ult, — she is not in 
the same class of life as you, and such 
marriages always lead to mtsei'y ,- but 
in other respects she is a worthy 
young woman, — don't speak against 
her character, or'jou will make my 
flesh creep; jondon't know what her 
character is to a woman, high or 

By this moderation, pcrliaps she 
held him still faster. 

Friday morning arrived. Glatty 
had, by hard vork, finished Ills pic- 
ture, coUected his skeldies from na- 
ture, which were numerous, left by 
memorandum everything to his moth- 
er, and was, or rather felt, as ready to 

He had hardly spoken a word, or 
eaten a meal, these four days ; Ills 
mother was in anxiety about him. 
He rose early, and went down to 
Leith ; an hour later, his mother, find- 
ing him gone out, rose, and went to 
aeeic hira at Newhaven. 

Meantime Flucker had entirely re- 
covered, but his sister's color had left 
her cheeks ; and the boy swore ven- 
geance against the cause of her dis- 

On Fnday morning, then, there 
paced on Lcith Sands two figures. 
One was Lord Ipsden. 
The other seemed a raihtaiy gen- 



tleman, who having swallowed the 
mess-room poker, and found it insuf- 
ficient, had added the ramrods of his 
company. 

The more his LordEhip reflected on 
Gattyj the less inclined he had felt to 
invite a aalirical young dog from 
barracks to criticise such a reruxnlrs ; 
he had therefore ordered Saunders to 
get np as a Field - Marshal, or some 
such trifle, and what Saunders -wonlil 
have called incomparable verlicality 
was tJiB result. 

The Painter was also in sight. 

Whilst he was coming up, Loi-d 
Ipsden WM lecturing Marshal Saun- 
ders on a point on >riuch that worthy 
had always thought himself veiy su- 
perior to hia master, — " Gentlemanly 
deportment." 

" Now, Saundora, mind and behave 
like agentloman, or wc shall bo found 

" I trust, my Lord, my conduct — " 
" What I mean is, you must not be 
rpoweringly gentleman-IIke as 









gentleman-like as all that ; it could 
not be borne, c'est stiffoqaant; and a 
white handkerchief is nnsoldier-like, 
and nobody ties a white handkerchief 
so well as that ; of all the vices, 
perfection is the most intolerable." 
His Lordship then touched with his 
cane the Generalissimo's de, wliose 
countenance straightway fell, as 
though he had lost tiives successive 
Iwttles. 

Qatty came up. 

They saluted. 

" Where is yoiu' second, sir ? " scid 
the Maiechal. 

" My second 1 " said Gatty. " Ah i 
I foi^t to wake him, — does it mat- 

" It is merely a custom," said Lord 
Ipaden, with a very sightly saliricul 
manner. " Savanadero," said lie, 
" do us the honor to measnra the 
ground, and be everybody's second." 

Savanadero measured the ground, 
and handed ft pistol to each comba- 
tant, and struck an irapOEing attitude 
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"Are you ready, gen tleraeu "!" said 
this Jack-o'-both-flidB3. 

"Yes I" said both. 

Just as the signal was about to he 
MTeri, an inlerrup^oa occurred. " I 
beg yon pardon, air," said Lord 
Ipsden to his antaj^niat ; " I am go- 
ing to take a libeiii/, — a great liberty 
with you, but I think you will find 
yourpistol is only at half cock." 

" Thank you, my Lord ; what am 
I to do witli the tiling? " 

"Draw back the cock so, and be 
ready to fire ? " 



" Hallo i " cried Mr. GaJty. 

"Ahi oh I I'm a dead man," 
whined the GeneraL 

" Honsense 1 " said Ipsden, after a 
momeni of anxiety. " Give yoncself 
no concern, sir," said he, soothingly, 
to his antagonist, — "a mere acd- 
dent. — Marechal, reload Mr. Gatty's 
pistol." 

" Excnsa me, mv Lord — " 

"Load Ms pistol directly," said his 
Iiordsliip, sternly : " aud behave like 

" My Lord I iny Lord 1 but mhere 
shall Istaud to be safe ? " 

" Behind me ! " 

The Commaoder of Division ad- 
vanced reluctantly for Gatty's pistol. 

" No, my Lord 1 " said Gatty, " it 
is plain I am not & lit antagonist ; I 
shal! hut expose myself, — and my 
mother has separated us ; I Irnve lost 
her, — if you do not win her, some 
worse man may ; but oli I if yon are 
a man, use her tenderly." 

" Whom 1 " 

" Christie Johnstone ! sir, do 
not make her regret me too much ! 
Blie was my treasure, my consolation, 
— ^ was to be my wife, she would 
have cheered the road of life, — it is a 
desert now. I loved hor — I — I — " 

Hero the poor fellow choked. 

Lord Ipsden turned round, aud 
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threw his pistol to Saunders, sayiug, 
" Catch that, Saunders." 

Sannders, on tlie contrary, by a 
single motion chained his person from 
a vertical straight line to a horiiioa- 
lal line, exacfly parallel with the 
eaith'a surface, and iho weapon sang 



His Lordship then, wiih a noble 
defiance of etiquette, walked up to his 
antagonist and gave him bis hand, 
with a motion no one could resist; 
for he felt for tlio poor fellow, 

" It is ail a mistake," said he. 
" There is no seadment between La 
Johnstone and me but mutual esteem, 
I will esplaio the whole thing : / ad- 
mire her for her virtue, her wit, her 
innocence, her goodness, and all that 
sort of thing; and she, what ske 
sees in me, I am aure I don't know," 
added he, slightly shrugging hia aris- 
tocratic shoulders, " Do me the hon- 
or IX) breakfast with me at Newha- 

"I have ordered twelve sorta offish 
at the ' Peacock,' my Lord," said 
Saunders. 

"Divinel fl hate fish) Itold Sann- 
ders all would he hungry and none 
shot ; by the by, you are winged, I 
think you said, Saunders? " 

" No, my Lord I but look at my 
troasers." 

The bullet had cut his pantaloons. 

"laee, — only barked; bo go and 
see about our breakfast." 

" Tes, my Lord " fJaintM, 

" And draw on me for fiity pounds 
worth of — new trousers." 

" Yes, my Lord " (amanrndf). 

The duelliata aeparat«d, Gatty tak- 
ing the short cut to Newhaven ; be 
proposed to take his favorite awim 
there, to refresh himself before break- 
last; and he went from his Lordship 
a little cheered by vcmarlis which fell 
from him, and which, though vague, 
sounded friendly ; — poor follow, ex- 
cept when he had brush in hand ha 
was a dreamer. 

This Viscount, who did not seem 
to trouble his head about dasa dig- 
nity, was to convert his mother from 
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Iscr aristocratic tendoucles or fiom& 
thing. 

Q«e saia-Je ? wbet, will not a ctream- 

Loi-d Ipsden Btrolled along tlis 
Bands, and j iidga his euxpriat wlien, 
attended by two footmen, ha met at 
tbat time in the morning Lady Bar- 
bara Sinclair. 

Iiord Ipsden had been bo diBbeart- 
ened and pii^ned by this lady's 
duc^t, that for a wliole week he hnd 
not been near her ; this line of beha- 

She met him with a grand display 
of cordiality. 

She inquired, "Whether he had 
heard of a most gallant action, that, 
coupled with another circa mslance " 
{iere she smiled] "had in part recon- 
dled her to the age we live in ? " 

He asked for further particafars. 

She then infbroied him "that a 
ship had been ashore on the rocks, 
that no fisherman dared ventore out, 
that B, young gentleman had given 
them his whole fortune, and so bribed 
them (o accompany him ; that he Imd 
saved the sbip and the men's lives, 
paid anay his fortune, and lighted an 
odious cigar, and gone home, never 
minding, amidst the blessings and ae- 
claraationa of a maritime population." 

A beautiful sto>7 she toM him ; so 
bcantifnl, in Jk;t, that until she had 
diseonrsed ten minutes he hardly rec- 
OH:nized liie own feat; hut when he 
did he blushed inside as well as out 
with pleasure. Oh! music of music, 
— praise from eloquent lips, and those 
lips the lips we love. 

The nest moment he felt ashamed ; 
ashamed that Lady Barbara should 
praise him beyond Ms merits, as he 
conceived. 

He made a fhint hypocritical en- 
deavor to moderate her enlogium ; 
this gave matters an unexpected tnm, 
LadyBarbHra'" ■i-i -i =-c 



I say It 






one nursed in effeminacy (as you all 

ace), should teach the hardy seamen 

to mock at peril, — noble fellow ! " 

" He did a man's duty, Barbara." 



"Ipsden, take care, you will make 
me lialo you, if you detract from a 
deed you cannot emulate. This gen- 
tleman risked his own life to save 
others, — he is a hero I I should 
know him by liis face the moment I 

find such a crea- 



him by lui 
im. thi 
or knew where 

The wat«r car 



I into Lord Ipsden's 
oyca ; lie uiu aub know what to say 
or do ; he turned away liis head. 

Lady Barbaia was surprised; her 
conscience smote her. 

" O dear," said she, " there now, I 
have j^ven you pain — foi^ve mo; 
we can't all be heroes ; dear Ipsden, 
don't think I despise you now as I 
used. no ! T have hoard of yonv 
goodness to the pooi', and X have more 
experience how. There is nobody I 
esteem more than yon, Richard, so 
you need not look so." 

" Thank yon, dearest Barbara." 

" Tes, and if yoo were to be sneh a 
goose as to write me another letter 
proposing absurdities to me — " 

" Would the answer be difierent ' " 

"Very different.". 

" O Barbara, would you accept 'i " 

" Why, of conrse not ; but I would 
refuse civiily ! " 

"Ah!" 

" There, don't sigh ; I hate a sigh- 
ing man. I 'II teU yon something 
that I know will make you laugh. 
She then smiled saucily in his foce, 
and said, " Do you remember 
Mr. «*KJ" 
I/tffronl^ 1 this was the earnest 

But Ipsden was a match for her 
this time. 

I think I do," said he; "a gen- 
tleman who wants (o make John Ball 
ttle again into John Calf; bat It 
i-on't do." 
Her ladyship laughed. " Why did 
you not tell us that on Inch Coombe ? " 
" Because I had not read ' The 
Catspaw' then." 
" ' The Catspaw ? ' Ah! I thought 
could not be you. Whose is it ! " 
"Mr. Jerrold's." 
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" Then Mr. Jeirold is cleverer than : 






" It is p 






Well, Mr. Jerrold 
and Lord Ipsden, j'ou will both be 
glad to hear that it was, in point of 
fact, a ball tliac confnted the ndvo- 
eat4 of the Middle Ages ; we were 
walking ; he was telling me manhood 
was extinct except in a few enraest 
men who lived upon the past, its 
associations, its truth ; when a horrid 
hull gave — — snehabellow! and 
cnine tKptting up. I screamed and 
ran — I rBniember nothing but arriv- 
t the stile, and lo, on the other 









s lite wooden barrier 






"Well?" 

" Wei! I don't you see ! " 

"No — O — yea, I see! — fancy- 
ah ! ShaU I tell j-on how ho came 
get first over? He ran more eame! 
\y thiin vou," 

" It is not Mr. Jerrold this time, 1 
presume," said her Eatirical Ladyship. 

" No '. you caiiuot always have 
liim. I venture to predict your Lady- 
ship on your return homo give this 
meiliffivai personage his confi." 

"No!" 

"1 gave it him at the stile 1 Let 
us be serious, if yon please ; I have 
a confldence to make j'ou, Ipsden. 
Frankly, I owe yon some apology for 
my conduct of lato ; I meant to he 
reserved, — I have been rude, — but 
you ahall judge me. A year ago you 
made me some proposafc ; I rejected 
ihcm because, though I like you — " 

" You like me ? " 

"I detest you a a S n 

then, my West Ind a estate h 












hulk of my fbrtun p ated o 

think so, — she has n been h 
if." 

" My dear cons n 

" Do you comp h d h n 

;entlemcn who h g "' 



He kissed her lovely hand. 

said he. 

" Tou ought, for it has been a hard 
^*1"gSle lo me not to adore you, 
because you are so impiined, man 

" Is it possible f In what respect 1! " 

" Tou are browner and oharitablor ; 
and I should have been very kind to 

lu, — mawkishly kind, I fear, my 

reet cousin, if tJiia wretched money 

id not gone down in the ' Tisbe.' " 

" Hallo ! " cried the "Viscount. 

" Ah ! " squeaked Lady Barbara, 
uiiused to such inteijections. 

" Gone down in what ! " said Ips- 
den, in a loud voice. 

" Don't bellow in people's ears. 
The 'Tisbe,' stupid,' cried she, 
screaming at the top of hev voice. 

" Hi turn, ti turn, ti tnm, tum, tum, 
tiddy, iddy," went Lord Ipsden, — 
be whistled a pol!u. 

La^ Bai^ra (inspectinff Mm ffixme- 
Ig). " I have heard it at a distance, 
but I never saw how it was done be- 
fore. /( is vera, verg prdti/ ! HI" 

Tpsifen. " Polte-uoaa, modame F " 

Ladji Baii. " Si, j'e polke, Mon- 

larU Vicomte," 

They polked for a second 0( two. 

" Well, I dare say I am w^ng," 
. led Lady Barbara, " but I like yon 
better now yoci are a downright — 
nhera ! — than when you were only 
insipid non-intellectual — you are 
greatly improved." 

' ". " In what respects t " 

Ig Barb. "Did I not tell you? 
browner and more impudent ; but 
lell me," said she, resuming her sly, 
satirical tone, "how is it tliat yon, 
who nsed to be the pink of uonrtesy, 
dance and sing over the wrecli of my 
fortunes ? " 

Because they are not wrecked." 
I thonghl I told you my specie is 
gone down in the ' Tisbe.' ' 

Ipsden. "But the 'Tisbe' has not 

me down." 
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Ladu Barb. " I tell yoii it 



"It is J 
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"Barbara! I am too hap- 
lia K> nourish such, sweet 
e more. O, I couM fall on 
mj knees and bless you for something 
yousaifl jnst now." 

Ladj Barbarft blushed to the tem- 
ples. 

" Then wby don't yon 1 said she. 
" All you want is a little enthnsiiism." 
Then recovering herself, sho eaid : — 

" Ymi kneel on wet sand, with 
Wack tvonsera on; that will never 
bo! I!" 

These fivo were so occupied that 
tbey did not observe the appraach of 
n stranger untjl he broke in upon 
their dialogue. 

An Ancient Mariner had been for 
some minotes standing- off and on, 
reconnoitring Lord Ipsden; he now 
bore down, and with great rougli, 
roaring cordiality, that mode Lady 
Barbara, start, cried oat ; — 

"Give me jonr hand, sir, — give 
me your hand, if yon were twiue a 

" I could n't spaaif to yon Ijll tlie 
brig was safe in port, and you slipped 
away, but I 've bcoi^ht you up at 
last; and — g^ve me your hand again, 
air. I say, is n't it a pity you are a 
Xiord insKad of % sailor 1 

Ipsden. " But I am a sailor." 

Ancient Mariner. " That ye are, 
and as smart a one as ever tied a tme- 
lover's knot in the top ; but tell the 
tnith, — yon were never nearer losing 
the number of your mess than that 
day in the old ' Tisbe.' " 

lada Barb. " The old ' Tisbe ' 1 
Oh!" 

Ipaden, " Do you remember that 
nice little lurch she gave to leeward 
as we brought her round 1 " 

lady Btstb. " Richard ! " 

AnaeiA Marion. " And that I'eel 
fliB old wench gave under our feet, 
north the pier-head. I would n't 
have given a washing-tub for her at 
that moment." 

ZpsdWi. " Past danger becomes 



pleasure, sir. Otiia et Aiec meminisss 
— I beg your pardon, sir." 

J.iiciatJ Mariner (taking off his lint 
with Jeding). "God bless ye, sir, and 
send ye many happy days, and well 
spent, with the pretty lady I see 
alongside ; flsMng your pardon, raisa, 
for parting ]deasanter company, — so 
I '11 sheer off." 

And away went the skipper of the 
" Tisbe," rolling fearfully. In the 



round. Imagine his surprise ! 

Her Ladyship was in ^ars. 

" Dear Bai'hara," said Lord Ipaden, 
" do not distresis yourself on my ae- 

"It ia not your fe-feelings I care 
about ; at leiat, I h-h-hope not ; hut 
1 have beaa so unjust, and I prided 
myself so on my j-iu-justice." 

" Never mind ! 

" Oh ! if yow don't, I don't. I hato 
myself, so it is no wondei- yoa h-ha£e 

" I love yon more than ever." 

" Then you are a good soul I Of 

course yon know I always i-esleemcd 

yon, EichaL'd." 
" No 1 I had an idea you despised 



that prove ? 

" That depends upon the wit of him 
that.reasons thereon." (Coming to 
herself.) 

" I love jfoti, Barbara ! "Will you 
honor me with yonr hand ! " 

"No I I am not so base, so selfish : 
yon are worth a hundred of ma, and 
here have I been treating you de liaut, 
m Jos. Dear Richard, poor Riehaid., 
Oh 1 oh ! oh ! " (A perfect flood of 



■■'J , 
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"Well, then, I Willi since jou 
preBBing me. There, lot ma c 
uiast !m alone ; I must tdl tH 
how unjust I was, and how happy I 
am, and whsa yoit see me again you 
shall see the better side of your ei" '" 
Barbara." 

Sha was i Temp j S 
hsr folly and hi m k to t 
she said ; bu h p mis d 
through Newha n and h lould 
put her into h pony ph ton which 
would meet h n n> 

Lftdy Barbara was y a ool by 



thee} 



iBofh 






_ .:e; and L d Ipsd 

misplaced, for she had a gi-eat hentt 

which she hid from little peoplf 



pany wj , 

IpEUen, and ordered her nunky into 
the horiKin, will probably give our 
Tiseouutjuatlialfaoontury of conju- 
gal bliS9. 

As ha was going, she stopped him 
and said: "Your friend hadhrowner 
hands thun I have hitherto conceived. 

rsil)le. To idi the irjith, I took them 
the claws of a muhogaiLy table 
when he grappled you, — is diat the 
teim! (rett^al — I like him — " 

She stopped him again. " Ips- 
den, in t}ie midst of all this that 
poor man's ship is broken. I feel 
It is 1 Tou wiU buy Mm another, 
if you re^y love me, — for I like 

And BO these lovers parted for a 
time ; and Loi'd Ipsden with a bonnd- 
ing- heart rotiiraeii to Newhaven. He 
ti'ent to entertain his late vis-a-vis at 
the "Peacock." 

Meantime a shorter and less pleasant 
rencoBire had taken place between 
Leith and that village. 

Gatty felt he should meet his lost 
sweetheart; nnd sure enough, at a 
turn of the road, Christie and Jean 
caiue suddenly upon Mm. 

Jean nodded, but Christie took no 
notice of him ; they passed him ; he 
turned and followed them, and said, 
" Christie ! " 



" What is your will wi' me ? 
ebe, coldly. 
" I— I — Hoiv pale yon ai 



muckle wi' Flncker," said Jean. 

Christie thanked her with a look. 

" J hope it is not — not — " 

" Nac fears, lad," said abe, brisk- 
ly ; "I dinna think that muckle o' 
ye." 

" And I think of notliing hut yon," 
said be. 

A deep flush ci'Imsoned the young 
womau's brow, bat she restrained 
herself, and said icily : " Thnnt 's very 
gudo o' ye, I'm sura." 

Gatty felt all the contempt her 
maimers and words expressed. He 
bit Ms lips ; the tear started to his 
eye. " Xou will forgot me," said 
he ; " I do not deserve to be remem- 
bered, but I shall never foi^t yon. 
I leave for England ; I leave Sew- 
haven forever, where I have been so 
happy. 1 am going at three o'clock 
by too steamboat : won't you bid me 
good by 1 " be approached her timid- 

"Ay 1 that wuU do," cried she ; 
" Gude be wi' ye, lad ; I wish ye nae 
ill." She gave a commanding ges- 
ture of dismissal ; he turned away, 
 vent sadly fi-om her. 
e watched every motion when Ms 
back was turned. 



/ the ra 

" Jean, my bairt 's broken. I'm 
inst deeing for him." 

" Let me speak till him then," said 
'ean ; " I 'II sune bring Mm till his 
narrow-banes " ; and she took a hasty 
ten to follow him. 

Christie held her fast. "I'd dee 
ve I 'd give in till them. Jean I 
I 'm a lassie clean flung awa ; he baa 

itber hairt nor spunk ava, yon 



lad!'- 

him r Christie inveighed ag: 
Jean spoke up fbc Mm ' 
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Now observe, Jean despised the 
poor boy. 

Christie adored him. 

So Jean spoke for Jiim, because^ 
men of every degree are often one i 
id mass of tact ; and ChrisCio abused 
him, because she wanted to hear him 
defcnded. 



CHAPTEE XVI. 

RicHAHD, Loi'd Viscount Ipsden, 
having dotted the sea-shore with sen 
tineis, to teil Jiim of Lady Ba,rl>ara' 
apprwu^, awaited his guest in th 
"Peacock"; bn^as Gatly wasalitlje 
behind time, ho jilaced Sitnnders sen- 
tinel over the " Peacock," and strolled 
eastward ; as he came out of tho " Pea- 
cock," Mrs. Gattj came down the lit- 
tle hill in ftonl, nnd also proceeded 
eastward ; meantime Lady Barbara 
and her escort were not far from the 
Now Town of Newhaven, on their way 
liv>m I.eith. 

Mrs. Gatly came down, merely 
with a vague fear. She had no rea- 
son lo suppose hor son's alliance with 
Christie either wonld or could be re- 
newed, bnt she was a cnrefnl player 
and would not ^ve a chance away ; 
Ehe found he was gone out unusualJy 
early, so she came straight to the 
only place she di'caded ; it was her 
son s last day in Scotland. She had 
packed his clothes, and he had in- 
spired her with confidence by arrang- 
ing pictares, &e., himself; she had no 
idea he was packing for his departure 
from this life, not Edinbni^li only. 

She came then to Newhaven witli 
no serious misgivinos, for, even if her 
son had i^in vacillated, she saw that, 
with Christie's pride and her own 
firmness, the game must be hers in 
the end ; but, as I said before, she was 
one who played her cards closely, and 
such seldom lose. 

Butmystory is with the two young 
fishwives, who, on their return from 
Leith, fbnnd themselves at (he foot 
of the New Town, Newhaven, some 



minutes before any of the other pec- 
sons who, it is iJD be observed, were 
appcoaching it from different points ; 
they came slowly in, Christie in par- 
ticuiar, with a Jistlessness she had 
never known tUl this last week; for 
some days her strength had fiiiled her, 
— it was Jean that carried the creci 
now, — before, Christie, in the pride of 
her strength, would always do more 
than her sliare of their joint labor: then 
she eonld hardly'be forced to eat, and 
what she did eat was quite tasteless 
to her, and sleep leil her, and in its 
stead came nneasy slumbers, from 
which she awoke quivenng from head 
to foot. 

Oh ! perilous venture of those who 
love one object with the whole heart. 

This great but tender henrl was 
breaking day by day. 

Well, Christie and Jean, strolling 
slowly into the New Town of New- 
haven, ibnnd an assemblage of tho 
natives all looking seawai-d ; the fish- 
ermen, except Sandy Listen, weiu 
away at the herring fishery, but all 
Ihc boys and women of the New 
Town were collected ; the girls felt a 
momentary curiosity ; it proved, how- 
ever, to he only an individual swim- 
ming in towards shore from a greater 
distance than nsaal. 

A little matter excites curiosity m 
such places. 

The man's head looked like a spot 

Sandy Lislon was minding his own 
bnsutess, InzUy mending a skait-nct, 
which he had attached to a crazy old 
herring-boat hauled up to rot. 

Christie sat down, pale nnd lan- 
gaid, by him, on a ereejiie that a lass 
Who had been baiting a line with 
mnssels had just vacated; suddenly 
she seized Jean's arin with a convul- 
sive motion ; Jean looked up, — it 
was the London steamboat running 
out from LraUi to Granton Pier to 
take up her passengers for London. 
Charles Gatty was going by that 
boat ; the look of mute despair the 
poor girl gave went to Jean's heart ; 
■'-- — hastily fi-om the group, and 
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cried out of eight for poor Chris- 

A fisbwife, looking through a tel- 
escope at the swimmer, remarkefl: 
" Hb 'fl coming m fast ; he 's a gallant 
Bivimmer jon — " 

" Can. ho dee 't ? " inqnirad ChriB- 
tie of Sandy Liston. 

" Tine thaat," was the reply ; " he 
does it aye o' Snodaya when ye are 
at the kirk." 

" It 's no oot o' tlie kirk-window 
ye '11 hao seen him, Sandy, my mon," 
said a young iishwife. 

"Bin formy^iasa on^ way, Elnck- 
er," Baid Chnstie, forcing herself 10 
take aome little intereEt. 

Mncker brought it to her, she put 
her hand on his shoulder, got slowly 
op, and stood on the creepie, and ad- 
justed the focus of her glass; aftera 
short view, she said to fflucker ; — 

" Rin and Bee the nock." She then 
levelled her glass again at the swim- 



Christie whipped out a, well- 
thumbed almanac. 

" Yon nock 'a aye ahint," said 
she. She swept iho sea once move 
with her glass, then brought it to- 
getlier with a click, and jumped off the 
Btool : her quick intelngcnco viewed 
the mattw difiercutly fi'om all the 
others. 

" Noow," cried she, smartly, " wba 
'11 lend me his jawl ! " 

" Etets ! dinna be sae interferin, 
iossie," said a flshwifc. 

" Hae nane o' ye ony spunk ? " 
said Christie,' taking no notice of the 
woman. " Speak, laildiea 1 " 

" M' ancle s yawl is at the pier- 
head ; ye '11 get her, mj woman," 

"A schell'n for wha's first on 
board," sidd ChrisUe, holding up the 

" Come awa', Plucker, we 11 bao 
her schell'n " ; and these two worthies 
instantly offccfcd a false slart, 

" It 's no under your Jackets," said 



s rapidly a] 
made little 



Christie, as she dashed after l^em 
like the wind. 

" Haw 1 haw I haw 1 " laughed San- 
dy. 

" What 's her business picking up 
a mon against bis will t " said a wo- 

" She 's an awfu' lassie," whined 
another. 

was then continued, and the croivd 
would bare it he 
approaching, othevs that 
.. .. little or no way. 
Wba est ? " said another. 
" It 's a lummy," said a gii'l. 
" Na 1 it 's no «. lummy," sajd 
another. 

Christie's boat was now seen stand- 
ing out fi'om ttae pier. Sandy Lis- 
ton, casting ft contemptuous look on 
all Che rest, lifted himself lazily in- 
to the herring-boat and looked sea- 
ward. Hia manner changed in a mo- 

" The Deevil I " cried he ; " the 
tide's lurnedl Ton ivi' your glass, 
could you no see yon man 's drifting 

" Hoch ! " cried the women, " ho 11 
bedi'ooncd, — he'll he drooned I" 

" Yes ; he '11 ba drooned I " cried 

Sandy, "if yon lassie does na come 

alongside him deevelich quick, — he 's 

-"ir spent, I doot." 

Two spectators were now added lo 

le scene, Mrs. Gatty and Lord Ips- 

!n. Mrs. Gatty inquired what was 



a drooning," 



i the 



The poor follow, whom Sandy, by 
aid of his glass, now discovei'ed to be 
in a worn-out condition, was about 
half a mile east of Newharen pier- 
head, and unfortunately the wind was 
nearly due east Christie was stand- 
ing north-northeast, her boat-book 
jammed against the sail, which stood 
— "-vtasakniie. 

le natives of the Old Town were 
seen pouring down to the pier 
the bench, and strangers were 
coUcoling like bees. 
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" After wit is evenbody's ivit III" 
— OldProYCTb. 

The ftfikir was Jn the Jotinslone's 
hands. 

" That boat is not going to tlio 
poot maa," s^d Mrs, Gatty, ■' it ia 
tanmig its back upon bim." 

" She cftnna li« in the wind's eye, 
fbr as clever as she is," answered a 
fialiwife. 

" I ken wha it is," suddenly 
eqnei^ed a little fishivife ; " it 's 
Christie Johnstone's lod ; it 's yon 
. daft pdnter ft^ England, Hech i " 
ciied she, anddenly, observing Mrs. 
Gattj', "it's your son, womtm." 

The nnfortunate woman gave a 
fearful scream, and, flying like a tiger 
on LisWu, commanded him "to go 
straight out to sea and save her 

Jean Camie seised her arm. " Div 
ve see yoii boat ? "cried she; "anddir 
ye mind Christie, tlie lass whft 'a hairt 
yehae broken? aweel, woman, — ii's 
Just a race b^weeii dedh and Cirsti/ 
JelaisUmejor yoar son." 

The poor old woman swCMined 
dead away ; they curried her into 
Christie Johnstone's house, and laid 
her down, then hunied hack, — the 
greater teiTor absorbed the less. 

Lady Barbara Sinclair was there 
from Leith ; and, seeing Lord Ipsden 
standing in the boat with a fisherman, 
she aaked him to tell her what it 
waa ; neithei' he nor any one answered 

"Why doesn't she come about, 
Uston ?' cried Lord Ipaden, stamp- 
ing with anslefy and impatience. 

She li no be lang," stud Sandy ; 
"but they'll mak a mess o' 't wi' 
na'ei' a man i' the boat." 

" Yo 're sure o' liiaat ? " put in a 

" Ay, about she comes," said Lia- 
ton, as the sail came down on the 
first tack. Ho was jnistaken; they 
dipped the lug as cleverly as any man 
in the town could. 

" Hech ! look at her hauling on the 
rope like a mon," cried a woman. 
The sail flow up on the other tack. 



"He's 



a awfii'li 



, groaned Listen, " 

" No i he 'h up again," 
Tpaden ; " but I fear ho can e jive tin 
the boat comes *o bim." 

The flshennan and the Viscount 






held 






)r maybe he 'd 



"I'dff 



„ thouaaiid pounds if 

only he conld aee her. My God, tho 
man will bo drowned nnder our eyes. 
If he but saw har 1 1 1 " 

The words had hardly left Lovd 
Ipsden's lips, when the sound of !i 

note across the water. 

"HtUTflili!" roared Liston, and 
every creature joined the cheei-. 

"Shell no let him doe. Ah I 
she's in flie bows, hailing him an' 
waring the lad's iwinnet owei' her 
head to gie him coorage. Gude bless 
ye, lass ; Gude bless je 1 " 

Christie knew it was no use hail- 
ing bim against the wind, but the mo- 
ment she got tho wind she darted into 
the boivs, and pitched ia its highest 
key her fnU and brilliant voice ; 
after a moment of suspense she re- 
ceived proof that she must "" ' ' ' 
by him, fbr on the pier ni 
men and women, elostered Hkb oeeo, 
breathless with anxieh', and the mo- 
ment aiier she hailed the drowning 
man, she saw and heard a wild yeU 
of applanse barst from tho pier, and 
the pier waa more distant than the 
man. She snatched Flueker's cap, 
planted her foot on the gunwale, held 
on by ft rope, h^ed the poor fellow 
again, and waved the cap round and 
round her head, to give him courage ; 
and in a moment, at the sight of this, 
thousands of voices thundered back 
their cheers to her across the water. 
Blow, wind, — spring, boat, — and 
you, Christie, still ring life towards 
those despairing ears, and wave hope 
to those' sinking eyes ; cheer the boat 
on, you thousands that look upon 
this action; hurrah 1 from the pitr ; 



t hung 
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hnrr^ ! from the town ; liurrah I fvom 
the shore ; hurrah ! now, from the 
yery ships in the toqiIs, whose crews 
aie Bwarming on the jarde to look ; 
five minutes ago thej laughed at you ; 
three thousand eyes and hearta hang 
npon you now ; ay, these are tJie mo- 
ments we Ure for ! 

And now dead silence. The boat 
is within fifty yai-ds, ihey are all three 
consulting together round the rooEt ; 
an error now is death ; liis forehead 
only seems above water. 

" If they miss him on that tack i " 
eaid Lord Ipsdeu, significantly, to 
Listen. 

" He '11 never see London Brigg 
again," was the mhiepored reply. 

They carried on till all on shore 
thoueht they would run over him, or 
past nim ; hnt no, at ten yards dis. 
tant they were aU at the sail, and had 
it down like lightning ; and tJien 
Plncker sprang to the bows, the other 
iHjy to the helm. 

TJnfortHnntely, thei'e were but two 
Johnstonea in the boat ; and (his boy, 
in his huny, nctiiaJIy put the helm to 
I)Ort, instead of to starboard. Chris- 
tie, who stood amidships, saw the er- 
ror; she sprang aft^ flung the boy 
from the helm, and jammed it hard- 
n-starboard with her foot. The boat 
answered the helm, bnt too late for 
Plncker; the man was four yaida 
from him as flie boat drifted by. 

" He 's a deed mon ! " cried Listen, 

The boat's length gaye one more 
little chance ; the after - part must 
drift nearer him, — thanks to Christie, 
riucker flew aft; flung himself on 
his back, and seized his sister's pet- 
ticoats. 

" Fling yonrself over tbo gun- 
wale," screamed he. " Ye II no hurl ; 
I 'so haud ye." 

She flung herseif boldly over the 
gtinwale; the man was sinking, her 
nails touched his hair, her fingers 
entangled themselves in it, she gave 
him a powerful wrench and bronght 
him alongside; the boys pinned him 
like wild-eats. 



Christie dai'ted away forward to 
the mast, passed a rope round it, 
threw it we boys, in v. moment it was 
under his shoulders. Christie hauled 
on it from the fore thwart, the hoys 
lifted him, and they tumbled him, 
gasping and gurgling lllte a dying 
salmon, into the bottom of the boat, 
and flung net and jackets and sail 
over him, to keep the life in him. 

Ah I draw yonr breath all hands at 
sea and ashore, and don't try it again, 
young genfleman, for there was noth- 
ing to spare ; when you were missed 
at tlie bow two stout hearts quivered 
for yon ; Lord Ipsden hid his face in 
his two hands, Sandy IJston gave a 
groan, and, when you were grabbed 
astern, jumped out of bis boat, and 

" A gOl o' wliiskey for ony favor, 
fbr it's tumedmeassaeckasadoeg." 
He added ; " He may bless yon lassie's 
fowr banes, for she s taen him oot o' 
Death's maw, as sure as Gude 's in 
heaven I " 

Lady JBarbM'a, who had all her liffe 
been longing to see perilous adven- 
tures, prayed, and trembled, and cried 
most piteously; and Lord Ipsden'a 
back was to her, and he paid no atten- 
tion to her voice ; bnt when the battle 
was won, and Lord Ipsden turned and 
saw her, she clung to his arm and 
dried her tears; and then the Old 
Town cheered the boat^ and the New 
Town cheered the boat, and the towns 
cheered each othei-; and t!ie John- 
stones, lad and lass, set their sail, 
and swept back in triumph to the 
pier ; so then Imdy Barbara's blood 
moanted and tingled in her vans like 
fire. " 0, bow noble ] " cried she. 

"Tes, dearest," said Ipsden, "Yon 
have seen something great done at 
last; and by a woman, fool" 

"Yes," said Barbflj'a, "how beauti- 
ful ! oh 1 how beantiful it all is ; only 
the next one I see I should like tlie 
danger to be over first, that is all." 

The hoys and Christie, the moment 
thev had saved Gatty, up sail again 
for Newhaven; they landed ir ' -- 



n about 
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10 pier, gcdng fi-ee , 



They came in to the pier, Christia 
sitUng quietly on tlio thwavt after her 
\FOrl:, the boy altering, and Tluclcer 
standing against the mast, hands in 
his pockeis ; tho deportment this 
jonng gentleman thought fit to as- 
sume on this occasion was " complete 
apathy " ; he came into port with tlie 
air of one bringing; home the ordinary 
l-esvilts of Ma day^ fishing ; this was, 
I suppose, to impress tiie spectators 
with tne notion that aaving lives was 
an every-day afKiir with La Faniille 
Johnstone ; as for Gatty, he came to 
himself under his heap of nets and 

C':et3, and spoke once between 
th'a jaw and the pier. 
" Beautiful 1 " murmured he, and 
was ailent. The meaning of lliia ob- 
servation never transpired, and never 
will in tins world. Six months Rfter- 
wards, being subjected to a searching 
interrogSitory, he stated that he had 
alluded to the majesty and freedom 
of a certain pose Christie had adopted 
whilst hailing him from the boat; but, 
reader, if he nad wanted yon and me 
to believe it was this, he should not 
have been half a year finding it out, 
— incrediili odmus.' They landed, 
and Christie sprang on shore ; whilst 
she waa wending her way through 
{he crowd, impeded by greetings 
and acclamatioua, with every now 
and then a lass waving her Iterehief 
or a lad his bonnet over Che hero- 
ine's head, poor Mrs, Gatty was re- 
ceiving the attention of the New 
Town ; they brought her to, they told 
her the good news, — she thanked 
God. 

Tho whole atory had spread Uke 
wildfire ; they expostulated with her, 
they told hor, now waa tho time to 
shovr she had a heart, and bless the 
' young people. 



d them with a valnsblc 
is I " said 



a donr wife ! " 



" Mind yonr o 

Newhaven. 

The dour wife bent her eyes on the 
ground. 

The people were still collected at 
the foot of the street, but thej were 
now in knots, when in dashed Flncker, 
arriving by a short cut, and crying ; 
" She does ne. ken, ahe does na ken, 
ahe was ower moedest to loot, I daur 
say, and ye 1\ no tell her, for he 's a 
blacliguard, an' he 's just making a 
fale o the puir lass, and if sho kena 
what she has done for him, she '11 be 
fiindei' o' him than a eoow o' her 

"b Fluckerl we raann tell hw, 
it's her lad, her ain lad, she saved," 
expostuJatecI a woman. 

"Did ever my feyther do a good 



tomtiUye?" 


Tied Fiucker 


"Aweel, 


then, ye'Iln 


tell the las 


ie, she 's 


weelaasheis, 


he'sgaunf 
nnie gie ye a' 


Enngland 


the day. IcB 


a hidin," 


Bdd he, with a 


n eye that flashed vol- 


nmesofgood 


ntention, on a hundi-ed 


and fifty peop 


e; "but I a 


n feyther- 



and motherlesa, an' I Ci .. _ . ._ 

my knees an' curse ye a' if ye do us 

sic an ill turn, an then ye '11 see 

whether ye 'II thrive." 

"We'n no tell, riucker, ye need 

His Lordship, with all the sharp 
authority of a skipper, ordered Master 
Flncker to the pier, with a meaaage to 
the yacht ; Hacker qua yachtsman 
a machine, and went as a matter 



of C( 



"lai 



Dined to tell 



her," aaid Lord Ipden to Lady Bar- 



" He won't curse me." 

" How do you know that t " 

"Because tie little blaekgnard'a 

gri^ would bfl stopped on board ihe 

yacht if he did." 
Fluclior had not been gone many 
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minute? liefbre load clieering was 
heard, and Christie Johnstone ap- 
peared convoyed by a lai^ detaoli- 
ment of the Old Town ; she had tried 
to slip away, bat they wonid not let 
her. They conToyed her in tri- 
nmph till thej- saw the New Town 
people, and then they turned and let^ 

She came in amongst the groups, a 
changed woman, — her pallor and hec 
listlessnesB were gone, — the old l%ht 
was in her eye, and the hright color in 
her cheek, and she Beemed hardly to 
touch the earth. 

" I 'm jest droukit, lasses," cried 
she, gayly, wringing her sleeve. 
Every eye was upon her ; did she 
know, or did she uot know, what she 
had done 1 

Lovd Ipsden stepped forward ; ths 
pecmle tadtly accepted him as the ve- 
hicle of then- enrioaity. 

" Who was it, Christie ? " 

" I dinna, ken, for my pairt ! " 

Mrs. Qatty came oat oftJiehonse, 

" A handsome young fiQIow, I hope, 
Christie ? " resumed Lord Ipsden, 

" Ye mann ask Mucker, was the 
reply. "I conld no tak muckle no- 
tice, ye ken," ])utljne her hand before 
her eve, and half srruling. 

""(V^elll 1 henr he is veiy good look- 
ing ; -and I hear you think so too." 

She glided to him, and looked in his 
face. He gave a meaning smile. The 
poor ^rl looked qnitepevplexed. Snd- 
dsnly she gave a violent start 

" Christie ! where is Christie i " hai 
cried a well-knbwn voice. He had 
learned on the pier who had saved 
him, —he had slipped up among the 
boats to find her, — he could not find 
his hat, — he eouM not wait for il, — 
his dripping hair showed where he had 
been, — it was her love whom she bad 
just saved out of Death's very jaws. 

She gave a cry of love that went 
through every heart, high or low, 
young or old, that hcurtl it. And 
she went to him, through the air it 
seemed ; but, qnick as she was, anothra* 
was as quick ; the mother had seen 
him first, and shewaa there ChristlB 



saw nettling. With another cry, the 
very k<y-nole of hec great and loving 
heart, she flung her arms round — 
Mrs. Gat^, who was on the same er- 
rand as herself. 



The old woman felt Cliristie touch 
her. She turned from her son in a 
moment, and wept upon her neck. 
Her lover took her hand and kissed it, 
and pressed it to his bosom, and tried 
to speak to her; bnt all he could do 
was to sob and choke, — and kiss her 
hand again. 

"My daughter 1" aobbeil the old 



cry. 

"I am not a stone," cried Mrs. Cat- 
ty. " I gave him life ; bnt you have 
saved him from death. Charles, 
never make her repent what she has 
done for you." 

She was a woman a^r all ; and 
prndence and prejudice melKd like 
snow before hei' heart. 

There were not many dry eyes, — 
least of all the heroic Lady Bar- 

The three whom a moment had 
made one were becoming calmer, and 
taking one another's hands for life, 
when a diabolioal sound arose, — and 
what WES it bnt Sandy Liston, who, 
after furious resistance, was blubber- 
ing with explosive but short-lived vi- 
olence ' Having done it, he was the 
first 10 draw everybody's attenUon to 
the phenomenon ; and afCeclitig to 
consider it a purely physical attack, 
like a co'^ da soleil, or so on, ho pro- 
ceeded instantly to Drysel's for liis 
panacea. 

Lady Barbara enjoined Lord Ips- 
den to watch these people, and not to 
lose a word they said ; and, after she 
had insisted upon kissing Christie, 
she went off to her carriage. And 
slie too was so happy, she cried three 
disdnot times on her way to B'din- 
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Lord Ipsdon, having reminded 
Gattv of Ilia engagement, begged him 
to add Ilia motlier and Chrisrie t ' 



" That old lady's faee seems femil- 
jar to me," said Lord Ipsden, as he 
stood on tbe little natural platform 
hy the " Peacock." " Do yoa know 
who she is, Saunders t " 

" It is Peggy, that was cook in 
Lordship's uncle's time, my J 
She married a green-groeer," added 
Sftundei'B, with an injmed air. 

" Heeh 1 hech I " ei-ied iFlucker, 
" Christie lias ta'en up her head wi' 

Mrs. Gattywas ushered into the 
" Peacock," with mock civility, by 
Mr. Saunders. No ree<^^ition took 
place, each bang ashamed of the oth- 
er as an acquaintance. 

The next arrival was a beavitiful 
young lady, in a black silk gown, a 
plain DuC duck-like plaid shawl, who 

t roved to be Chnstie Johnstone, in 
er Sunday attire. 

When they met^ Mrs. Gatty gave a 
little scream of joy, and said : " 
my child; iflhad seen you in that 
dress, I should never have said a 
word against you." 

His Lordship stepped up to her, 
took off his hat, and said: "Will 
Mrs, Gatty take from me a commis- 

^f, and as bonny ^ " added he, doing 
a little Scotch. He handed her a 
check ; and, turnmg to Gatty, add- 
ed, " At your convenience, sir, bien 
attertdii." 

" Ilech ! it's for five hundred pund, 
Chairles." 

" Good gear gangs in little book," * 

" Ay, does it," replied Kucker, as- 
suming the compliment.  

" My Lord ! " said the artist, " yon 

treat Art like a prince; and she soall 

' Bulk. 



treat you like a qaeen. When the 
sun comes out again, I will work fov 
yon and fame. Yon shidi have tivo 
things painted, every stroke loyally 
in the sunlight; In spite of gloomy 
winter and gloomier London, I will 
try if I caa't hang natm'e and sum. 
mer on your walls forever. As for 
me, you Know I must go to Gerard 
Doiv and Cuyp, and Pierre de Hoogh, 
when my little sand is rwn ; hut mv 
handwriting shall warm your chil- 
dren's chitdven's hearts, air, when 
tliis hand is dust." His eye turned 
inwards, he walled to and fh>, and 
his companions died out of his sight, 
— he was in the kingdom of art. 

His Lordship and Jean entered the 
"Peacock," followed by Fluckei-, 
who merely lingered at the dooi" to 
moralize as follows : — 

"Hech! hechl isna ihnat lainenta- 
ble 1 Christie's mon 's as daft as a 

But one stayed quietly behind, and 
assLuned that moment the office of her 
life. 

" Ay I " he burst out agmn, " the 
resottrces of our art are sKS vnfailiomal ! 

Pictures are yet to be paintea that s/io/i 
re/reak men's irmer soiUs, and help ihdr 
torte againU tlie artifiaol world ; and 
cluaia Siejknd atnay, like David's 
harp!! The world, after centaries of 
lies, will give j/ature and Irath a trioi, 
Wiai a paradise art v/ilt be, when 
tTuihs, iasUxid ofUes, shoU be told on pa- 
ns-, OB marble, on oonuas, and on tlie 

"Dinner's on the-boarrd," raur- 
raurod Christie, alluding tfl Lord 
Ipsden's breakfast; " and I hae the 

large o' ye," pulling his sleeve, hard 

lough to destroy the equilibrium of 

flea. 

" Then don't let us waste our time 
here. O Christie ! " 

" What est, my laddy % " 

" I 'm so preciously hungiy Ml!" 

" C-way • then 1 " 

Off they ran, hand in hand, sparlis 
of beauty, love, and happiness flying 
all about l^em. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

"TuERE 13 nothing but me 
and pnrting in this woi'lJ ! " and you. 
may ba sure the incongruoaa pei'son- 
ages of our tale could not lone be to- 
gether, Th^ separate paths had 
met for an instant, in one focus, fur- 
nished Chen and theia ths matter of 
an eccentric stotj, and then divei^ed 
forevei'. 

Our lives have a general current, 
and nlso an episode or two ; and tho 
episodes of a commonplace tif^ nre 
oten ratlier startling ; in like manner 
this tale is not a specimen, but an 
episode of Lord J^dea and Ladj 
Barbara, who soon afEer this married 
and lived like the rest of thabeau mo'ide. 
In so doinjr, they passed out of m; 
hands ; sudt as wish to know how 
Viscounts and Viscountesses feed, and 
sleep, and do the domesdc (so called), 
and the social (so called), arerefort^d 
to the fashionable novel. To Mr. 
Saunders, for instance, who has in 
■he press one of those cerbcrns-levia- 
thans of Action, so common now ; 
incredible as folio to future ages. 
Saunders will tnke yon by iJie hand, 
and lead you over carpets two inches 
thick, — under rosy curtains, — lo 
dinner-tables. He will l€te yoQ, and 
opera jou, and dazzle your yonng 
imagination with ^pkrgaei, and sal. 
Ters, and bubl, and ormolu. No fish- 
wives or painters shall intrude upon 
bis polished scenes ; all shall be as 
genteel as himself Saunders is a 
good authority ; he is wore in the so- 
ciety, and far more in the confidence 
of the great, than most fashionable 
novelists. Mr. Saunders's work will 
be in three volumes ; nine hundred 
and ninety pages I M I M 

In other words, this single work, of 
this ingenious writer, will equal in 
bnlk the aggregate of all the writings 
extant by Moses, David, Solomon, 
Isaiah, and St. Paul ! ! ! 

I shall not venture into competidon 
with this behemoth of the salon; I 
will evaporate in thin generalities. 

Lord Ipsden then lived very bappi. 



ly with Lady Barbara, whose hero ha 
straightway became, and who nobly 
and poetically dot«s upon him. He has 
gone into political life to pleuse her, 
and witt remain there — to please him- 
self. They were both very giweful to 
Newhaven ; when they married they 
vowed to visit it twice a year, and min- 
gle a tbrtnigbt's simple life with its 
simple scenes ; bnt lour jeors have 
passed, and they have never been 
there again, and I dare say never will ; 
but when Viscount Ipsden tails in 
with a brother aristocrat, who is 
crushed by 4he fiend ennui, he remem- 
bers Aberford, and condenses his Fa- 
mous recipe into a two-edgod hex- 
ameter, which will make mv learned 
reader langh, for it is full of wis- 



Fluckor Johnstone meditated dnr- . 
ing breakfast npon the five hundred 
pounds, and r^retted he had not 
yeare ago adopted Mr. Catty's profoa- 
sion ; some days atlerwards he invit- 
ed his sister to a conference. Ch^rs 
being set, Mr. Flucker laid down 
this observation, that near relations 
shoiUd be deaccd carelbl not to cast 
discredit upon one another ; t)iaCnow 
ister was to be a lady, it was re- 

Sugnant to his sense of right to be a 
Sherman and make her ladyship 
btnsh for him ; on the contrary, he 
felt it his duty to rise lo such high 
consiileratjon that she should be proud 

Christie acquiesced at once in this 
position, but profossed herself embai^ 
rassed to know how such a " ' ' 






e of 



pride ; then she kissed Flncker, and 
said, in a tone somewhat inconsistent 
with the above, " Tell me, my 
laamb 1 " 
Her lamb informed her that the 
a has many paths; some of them 
disgracefnl, such as line or net fish- 
ing, and the periodical laying down, 
on rocky shoals, and taking np again, 
of lobster-creels ; others, superior to 
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anything the dry land can ofFer in 
importance and dignity and generitl 
estimation, snch as the commtind of 
B, merchant vessel trading to the East 
or West Indies. Her lamb thon sng- 
geeted that if she would be so good 
aa Co launch him in the merchant- 
service, with a good 1% of clothes 
and money in his pocket, there was 
that in his head which would enable 
him to work to windward of most of 
his contemporaries. He hade hor 
calculate upon the following results ; 
in a year or two he would be sec- 
ond mate, and next year first mate, 
and in a few yeai'a more shipper 1 
Think of that, lass 1 Skipper of a 
vessel, whose rig he generously left 
his sister free to determine ; preinis- 
ing that two raaats were, in his the- 
ory of DarigBtion, indispensable, and 
that three weie a great deal more 
like Cocker than two. This led U> a 
gener^ consulM-tion ; Pluctw's am- 
bition was discussed and prised. 
That modest young gentleman, in 
spite of many injunctions to the con- 
tj'ary, communicated his sister's plans 
for hiiD Wi Lord Ipeden, and affected 
to doubt their prudence. The b^t 
took ; Lord Ipsden wi'ote fo his 
of business, and an Tiiiexpeoted Mow 
Tell upon the ingeniona Plucker. He 
was sent to school ; there to learn a 
little astronomy, a little navigation, a 
little seamanship, a little manners, 
&C. ; in the mygtcries of reading and 
writing his sisler had already per- 
fected him by dint of " iJie taws." 
This school was a blow ; hut Fluck- 
er was no foot ; he saw there was no 
way of getting from school to sea 
wimout working. So he literally 
worked out to sea. His first voyage 
was distinguished by the following 
peculiarities : attempts to put tricka 
upon this particular novice generally 
ended in the laagh turnii^ against 
the experimenters ; and instead of 
drinking his grog, which he hates, 
he secreted it, and sold it for various 
advantages. He has been now four 

»t4iad of going to haunts of folly and 



vice, he instnntly bears up for hia 
sister's honse, — Kensington Gravel- 
pits, — which he makes in the follow- 
ing manner : he goes up flie river, 
— Heaven knows where all, — this lie 
caUs running down the longitude ; 
then he lands, and bears down upon 
the Gravel-pits ; in particular knowl- 
edge of the names of streets he is 
deficient, hut he knows the exact 
bearings of Chrisde'a dwelHng. Ha 
tacks and wears according ea mason- 

Z compels him, and he arrives at 
s gate. He hails the house, in a 
voice that brings all the inhabitants 
of the row to meir windows, inclnd- 
ing Christie; he is fallen upon and 
dragged into the house. The first 
thing is, he draws out fkim his boots, 
and his back, and other hiding-places, 
China crape and marvellous silk tmnd- 
kerchiefe for Christie ; and she takes 
jrom his pocket a moss of Oriental 
sngar - plums, with which, but for 
this precaution, she knows by expc- 
"' """would poison young Char- 



ley ; and si 
ting with I 



he it 






and Oatty opposite, adoring him as 
a specimen of male beauty, and some- 
times making furtive sketcbes of him. 
And then the tales he always brings 
with him; the house is never veiy 
dull, but it is hvelier than ever when 
this inexhaustible sailor casts anchor 
in it. 

The friends (chiefly artists) who 
used to leave at 9-30, stuy till eleven ; 
for an intelligent sailor is hotter com- 
pany than two lawyers, two bishops, 
three soldiers, and four writers of 
plays and tales, all rolled together. 
And still he tells Christie he shaU 
command a vessel some day, and 
leads her to the most cheermg in- 
ferences from the fact of his prudence 
and his general width.awake ; in par- 
Ijcular he bids her contrast with him 
the general fate of sailors, eaten np hy 
land-sharks, pai'tioularly of the femate 
gender, whom he demonatratea to be 
the worst enemies poor Jack has ; he 
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calls tliose sunken locks, iiro-ships, 
and other metaphors. He eonulniies 
ijins : " Yon are all the loss I mean 
lo have, IJii I'm a skipper, and then 
I'll bear Dp alongside some pretty, 
decent lass, like yourself, Christie, 
and well sail in oorapany all onv 
lives, Jet the wind blow liisli or low." 
Sncn is the gracious riu<ier become 
in his twentieth year. Last voyage, 
with Christie's aid, he producect a 
sextant of his own, and "made it 
twelve o'clock " (with the Bun'a eon- 
sent, I hope), and the eyes of anthovi- 
ty fell upon him. So, who knows ? 
perhaps hs may one day sail a ship ; 
and, if he does, he will be prouder 
and happier than if we made him 
monarch of the globe. 

To return to our chiefs ; Mrs. Cat- 
ty gave her formal consent to hec son's 
marriage with Christie Johnstone. 

There were examples. Aristocracy 
had ere now condescended to wealth ; 
earls had married women rich by tal- 
low-importing papas ; and no doiibt, 
hod these same earis been consults In 
Gatty's cose, they would have decided 
tliat Christie Johnstone, with her real 
and ilinded property, was not a vE- 
Janous match for a green-grocer's son, 
without a rapp • ; but Mrs. Gatty did 



), did n 



,t all. 



luckily, her heart ran away with her 
judgment, and, her judgment ceasing 
to act, she became a wise woman, 

13 peculiar. Gatty 
sang, — and Cb-' 

t have been the w 
a petit laaitre, was the wife of 
for him. 

He wanted a beautiful wife to em- 
beiliah his canvas, disfigured hitherto 
by an injndicious selection of models ; 

prudent wife lo save him fiim ruin ; 
a cheerful wife to sustain his spirits, 
drooping at times by virtue of his 
artist's temperament; an intellectaal 
wife to preserve his children from 
being born dolts, and bred dunces, and 
to keep his own mind from sharpening 
to one point, and so contracting and be- 



coming monomanincal : and he found 
all these qualities, together with the 
snn and moon of homan ejustent-e, 
-:-true love and trae religion, — in 
Christie Johnstone. 

In similar coses, ti>oIish men have 
set 10 work to make, in six months, 
their diamond of nature, the exact 
out and gloss of other men's pastci, 
and, nervously watching the proces', 
have suffetBd torture; luckily Charles 
Gfttty was not wise enough for thio ; 
lie saw nature had distinguished her 
he loved beyond hev fellows ; here, as 
elsewhere, he had faith in nature, — 
he believed that Christie would charm 
everybody of eye, and ear, and mind, 
and heart, tlmt approached her ; he 
adiuired her as she was, and left her 
to polish herself, if she chose. He 
did well ; she came to London with a 
fine mind, a broad brogue, a delicate 
ear ; she observed how her husband's 
friends spoke, and in. a very few 
months she had toned down her 
Scotch to a rich Ionic coloring, which 
her womanly instinct will never let 
her exchange for the thin, vinegar 
accents that nre too prevalent in Eng- 
lish and Fi'ench society ; and in 
other respects she caught, by easy 
gradation, the lone of the new society 
to which her marriage introduced her, 
without, however, losing her diaim- 
tng self. 

The wise dowager lodges hard by, 
having resisted an invitation to be in 
the same house ; she comes to that 
house to sasist the young wife with 
her experience, and to be welcome, — 
not to interfere every minute, and 
tease her ; she loves her daughter-in- 
law almost as much as she does her 
and she is happy because he bids 
to be an immortal pmnter, and, 
above all, a gentleman; and she, a 
wifely wife, a motherly mother, and, 
above all, a lady. 

This, then, is a happy coiiple- 
Their life is full of purpose and in- 
dnstry, yet lightened by gayety ; they 
- to operas, theatres, and lalls, for 

iy are young. They have plenty 
society, real society, not the ill-as- 
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le, but the rich 
tion of various and ferlile minds ; 
they very, very seldom consent to 
squat four mortal hours on one chair 
(like oM hares Etiffening in iheir hot 
foi-ms), and nibbling, sipping, and 
tmadiing, in four mortal honra, 
what could have been eaten, drunken, 
and said, in tbirtj-live niinntes. The^ 
are both aitista at heart, and it shocks 
th^r natures to see foU^ mix so very 
largely the mulik with the imipidinii, 
and waste, at one liuge but barren 
incubation, the soul, and the stomacli, 
and tlie irrevocable hours, tilings 
with which so much is to be done. 
But thoy have many desirable ae- 

SLiMntances, and not a lew ti'ienda ; 
le latter are mostly lovers of 
trntli in their several departments, 
and in all things : among them are 
painters, ECnlptX)rs, engineers, writers, 
conversers, thinkers; these acknowl* 
edging, even in England, other gods 
besides the intestines, meet often cte 
Gatty, chiefly for mental inlsrcourse ; 
a cup of tea with such is found, by 
experience, to be bettsi: than a stalled, 
elk where chit-chat reigns over the 
prostrate hoars. 

This, then, is a happy couple ; the 
very pigeons and the crows need not 
blush for the nest at Kensingion 
Gravel-pita. There the divine institn- 
tion Marriage takes its natnral colors, 
and it is at once pleasant and good 
to catch such glimpses of Heaven's 
design, and snd to ttiink how often 
this great boon, accorded by God to 
man and woman, mnst have been 
abused and perverted, ere it could 
have sunk to be the standing bntt 
of farce-writers, and the theme qf 
weekly panaters. 

In this pair we see the wonders a 
male and fomale can do for each oth- 
er in the sweet bond of holy wedlock. 
In that blessed relation alone two in- 
terests are really one, and two hearts 
lie safe at anchor side by side. 

Christie and Charles are friends, — 
for Ihey are man and wifQ. 



Christie and Charles are lovers still, 
— for they are man andwifii. 

Christie and Charles are ouc for- 
ever, — for they are man and wife. 

This wife brightens the houso, fioni 
kitchen to garret, for her husband; 
this husband works like a king for 
his wife's comfort, and for hia own 
fame, — and that fame is his wife's 
glory. When one of these expresses 
or hmts a wish, the other's first im- 
pulse is to find the menus, not the 
objections. 

They shore all troubles, and, by 
sharing, halve them. 

They" share all pleasures, and, by 
sharing, double lliem. 

They climb the hill l^ether now, 
and many a canty day they shaU have 
with one another ; and whan, by the 
inevitable law, they begin to descend 
t«wai'ds the dark valley, they iviH still 
go haad in hand, smihng so tenderly, 
and supporting each other, with a 
care more lovely than when the arm 
was strong and the foot firm. 

On these two temperate lives old 
age will descend lightly, gradoally, 
genfly, and late, — and late upon 
Uiese cvergi-een hearts, because they 
are not tuned to some eeltish, isolated 
key ; these hearts beat and ring with 
llie young hearts of their dear chil- 



di-en, and ycai's hence papa and a 
ma willb^in life hopefully, wish" 
warmly again with each loved ni 



wifliyon; to you, poor follower of sa. 
mon, fox, and pheasant, whose jointa 
are stiffening, whose nerve is gone, — 
whose Golgotha remains ; to you, 
poor faded oeanty, who have staked 
all upon man's appetite, and not ac- 
,ted goodness or sense for jour 






; to you, poor drawlng- 
wboae sarcasm haa turned 
lom and ia turning 1« drivel, 
lat terrors has old age for this 
' pair 1 it cannot make them 
for, though the parple light of 
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youth recedes, a new kind of 
qui! beauty, the Bloe-blossum of many 

like a dove npon, the aged faces, where 
Boodnesa, sympathy, and inteliigence 
have harbored toge^er so long ; and 
■where evil passions have flitwd (fijr 
we are all human), but found no rest- 
ing-place. 

Old age is no caloniitr to them : 
it cannot territy them ; for ere they 
had beeu marri»i a week the woman 
taught the man, lover of tluth, to 
search fbr tho Mghest and greatest 
truths in a book written for men's 
souls by the Aufhor of the worlcl, 
the sea, (he stars, the sun, the soul ; 
and this book, Dei ffralia, will, as the 
good bishop slugs. 



n make them sad, for, e: 



comes, loved souls will have gone 
trom earlJi, and from their tender ho- 
EOm, but not fi^im their memories ; and 
will se^m to beckon tliem now across 
the cold valley to the golden land. 

It cannot make them sad, for on 
earth the happiest must drink a sor- 
rowful cup more than onco in a long 
life, and so their brightest hopes wiU 
have come to dwell habitually on 
things beyond the grave; and the 
great painter, jam Senex, will chiefly 
meditate npon a richer landscape, and 
brighter figores than human hand has 
ever painted ; a scene whose glories 
he can see firom hence but by ghmpsea 
and through a glass darkly; the great 
meadows on the other side of Jordan, 
which are bright with the spirits of the 
just that walk there, and are warmed 
with an eternal snn, and ring with the 
triumph of the humble and the true, 
and the prais«s of God Ibrever. 
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NOTE. 

This story -wsa written three years ago, and one or two topics in it are 
not treated exactly as they won]d be if ivritten by the same hajid to-day. 
llut if the author had retoudted those pages with his colors of 1853, ho 
would (he thinks) hare dcstioyed the only merit they baye, viz. that of 
cont^ning genuine contemporaneous verdicts upon a ctint that wea flourish- 
ing like a peony, and a truth that was etni^ling for bare life, in the yeiu' 
of truth 1850. 

He prefers to deal fairly with the public, and, with this explanation and 
apology, to lay at iis feet a faulty but genuine piece of work 
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CHAPTER r, 

IT is the London Sesson ! Come 
into the countiy I Ic ia hot, and 
dustj, and muddy here; and this 
opening of all the drains, which ia to 
hridle all iJie disorders by and by, 
poisons ns dead, meanwhile, Board 
of Health ! Come into the conntrjr I 

In Oxfordshire, about two miles 
from the Thames, and on the skirts of 
the beech forest that lies between Wal- 
lingfocd and Hendloy, stands an ir- 
regnJar bmt-houee ; it looks like two 
honses forced to pass for one ; for one 
part of it is all gables, and tile, and 
chinrneixmners, and antiquity; the 
other 13 sqnai'e, slated, and of the 
newest cut outside and in. The 
whole occupies one entire side of its 
own farm-yard, being separated from 
the straw only by a small RnMcon of 
gravel and a green railing ; though 
at its back, out of the general view, 
ia a pretty garden. 

In this favm-house and its neigh- 
borhood the events of my humble 
Btory passed, a very few years ago. 

Mrs. Mayfield, proprietor of the 
Eicni, had built the new part of the 
bouse for herself, though she did 
little more than sleep in it. In the 
antique part lived her cou^n, old 
Farmer Hathom, with his wife and 
his sou Robert. Hathorn was him- 
self proprietor of a little land two 
miles olT, but larraed Mrs. Mayfleld's 
acres upon some friendly agreement, 
wliich they contrived to understand, 
but few else could, least of all a 
shrewd lawyer. 



The U-uth is, the inmates, like the 
house, were a little behind their age : 
they bad no relations that were not 
contained within these four walls, and 
the feeling and tie of blood whs very 
s&ong between them all. 

The Hathotus had one son, Eob- 
ect, a character ; he was silent, and 
passed with some for sulky ; but he 
was not snlfcy, only reserved and 
thoughtful ; he was, perhaps, a little 
more devoid of all levity than be- 
comes a young man. He had great 
force and weight of character ; you 
might see that in his brow, and his 
steady manner, free from flonrishes. 
With the Hatboma lived Mr. Case- 
nower, a retired iondon tradesman. 
This gentleman had been bought out 
of a London firm for his soientifio 
way of viewing things ; they had lost 
such lota of money by it. 

He had come to the Hathorns for a 
month, and had now been with them 
a year, with no intention, on either 
side, of parting yet awhile. This 
good accord did not prevent a perpet- 
ual strife of opinions between Case- 
nower and old Hatiiorn. Caseuower, 
the science-bitten, had read all the 
books chemists wrote on affriculCure, 
and permitted himself to believe ev- 
ery word. Hathom read nothing on 
agiiculture, but liie sheep, the soil, 
the markets, and the clouds, &c., and 
sometimes read them wrong, but not 
so very often. 

Rose Mayfield was a joang widow, 
fresh, free, high-spirited, and jovial ; 
she was fond of company, and its life 
and soul wherever she was. She loved 
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fli a n and she loved work ; and 
h n h could not combine them 
she ^ uld take them by turns; she 
wo W 1 aye the farm eveiy now and 
th Q o a friend at Oxford, Bead- 
n Abin^on, and ilirt like wild- 
fi fo a fortnight ; then she would 
return to the farm, and men, boys, 
horeea, and work would seem to go 
more lively before she bad been back 

Mrs. Mnyfield iras B grazier. 
Though she abandoned her arable 
land lo her conain's care, she divided 
with him hei' grass oci^, a,nA bred 
cattle, and chnmed butler, and made 
cbeesea, and showed a working arm 
bare till dinner-time (one o'clot^) six 
da^ in the week. 

This little iarm-bause then held a 
bealdty, happy party ; bst one was 
not quit« content. Parents are mat- 
rimonial schemers ; they cannot help 
it ; it 's no use talking. Old Hathorn 
■wanted Rose Mayfidd to marry bis 
son Kobert, and so make all sure. 
Tbe taiTBer was too wise to be always 
tormenting the pair to come tc^ether, 
but he secretly worked towards that 
end whenever he could without being 
Been through by them. 

Their ^cb were much the same ; 
and finer Epedraens of mstic stature 
and beauty in either sex wore not to 
be seen for miles. But their disposi- 
tions were so difierent, that when, 
npon a kind word or n civility passing 
between tliem, old Hsthom ased to 
look at Mrs. Hathorn, Krs. Hatbom 
naed to shako ber heail, asmuch as to 
say, " Maybe, bnt I doubt it." 

One thing the fnrmer built on was 
this ; that, though Mrs. Mnjfield was 
a coquette, none of her beaux followed 
hrar to the ftirm. " She won't have 
them here," argued Hatliom, "and 
that shows she liae a lespect for Bob- 
ert at bottom." 

The good fermer's security was 
shaken by a little circumstance. BLx 
Farm, riiat lay but a mile fium our 
ground, was to let, and, in course of 
time, was taken by a stranger from 
Berkshire. Coming into a farm is a 



I s surprise. 



business of several months ; but the 
new tenant, a gay, dashing yoong 
fellow, came one day to look over his 
new farm ; and, to Halhorn's i 
called on him, and inquirt 
Mayiield. Atsiglitof thei . . , 
that lady colored up to the eyes, and 
introduced bim to her cousin as Mr. 
Hickman. The name, coupled with 
', struck Hatbom, bnt he 



said nothuig to 


Rose. 


Ho asked his 


wife who tbis Hickman 


was. "He is 


a stranger to 


me," w 


as the reply, 


" ask Rose ; I hear he 


was ber beau 



oat Abinguon way. 

Here was a new feature. The good 
farmer became very unea^ ; but conn- 
try-folks have plenty of tact. He 
said littJe, — ho only warned Eobeit 
(who did not seem dismayed by tbe 
mtelligeneej,and held himself on his 

That same evening the whole fam- 
ily par^ were seated together, towards 
sundown, in Hatbom^ dining-room, 
— the farmer smoking a clay pipe, 
Mrs. Hfltbom sewing, Mrs. Majfield 

King in and out, making business; 
t Kobcrt was painfully reading 
some o!d deeds he had got from Mrs. 
Majfield the week befoi-e. This had 
been the young man's occapatjon for 
several evenings, and Mrs. Mayfield 
had shrugged her shoulders at him 
and his dt«ds more than once. 

On the present occasiiSi, finding 
the room silent and r^osefiil, a state 
of tliina;s she abhmred, she said to 
Mrs. Hathorn, in a confidential whis- 



ert any thoughts of tomiug lawyer 
present 1 " 

The question was put so demurely, 
that the old people smiled and did not 
answer, but looked towards Bobert to 
answer. The said Hobert smiled, and 
went on studying the pai'chraEnt. 

" He does n't make ns much the 
wiser, though; does he?" continued 
Mrs. MayfieM, " Silence 1" cried the 
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" IIo 13 only wniting till ho has got 
Bometliiiig to say," replied Eoliert, in 
his quiet way. 



"Ahl' 



3 the ri 



trick you have got. I say, Jano, if I 
was to wait for that, what would 
become of the house ? " 

" It would not bo so gay as it is 
dare sny. Hose." 

"And that would be a pity, y 
know. Well, Bob, when do yon look 
to hare something lo sav ^to- 
night, — if the weather !iold3 

"I think I Ehall have something 
to eay as soon as I have rsnd this 
through." He examined the lasc leaf, 
— then laid it down. " I have some- 
thing to Bay." 

ifrs. Hathom laid down her work. 

" Consin Majflold ," said Robert, 
" what do you think of Uxmoor 

Cou^n Mayfield, who had been all 
expectation, burst into a fit of laugh- 
ter ihat rang through the room like a 
little peal of belle. Mrs. Hathorn 
looked vexed, and Roliert colored foe 
a moment; but ha resumed coolly; 
" Why, It is tiTO hundred iiei'es, most- 
ly good soil, and it marches with yonr 
up-hill land. Sqnire Phillips, "'"' 









" Nous 



" And what have I to do witli 
luire Phillips and Uxmoor^ " 
" Why, this. Rose. I think Ux- 

> die boj mad' 



■with Hurley, and Norton, and all the 
Iiydalls' fiirms. Of course they are 
all mine by right of blood, if every 
one had their ovm ; bat they were ail 
willed away froin us fifty years ago. 



Who does n't know that 
Phillips is rooted there U 
to take him up," 

" It does not belong ic 

lips," was the cool reply. 

" To whom, then " " 

" To you, Kose ; 

to father yonder, — but, 

much mistaken, it belong 



No:i 
) fast for 1 



ifnt 






3 greo 



: disc 



Hobert; "solhave written ii down to 
the tiest of my ability, here. I wish 
you would look at this paper, and 
yon might read it over to father and 
mother, if you will be so good. 1 am 
going my rounds " ; and out strolled 
Mr. lioberl, to see that eveiy cow 
was foddered, and every pig had his 
share of tiie trough. 

Mrs. Maylield took Bobert's paper, 
and read what he hitd written, — some 
score of little dry silences, each of 
them a link in a chain of fact, — and 
this was the general result ; Fifty 
years ago Mrs. Mayfield's father's fa- 
ther had broken off all connection 
with his son, and driven him out of 
his honse and disinherited him, and 
adopted in his stead the &ther of . 
Squire Phillips. Thedisinheriled, be- 
ing supplied with money by his moth- 
er, had got on in the world, and con- 
soled himselffbrtholossof his father's 
farms by buying one or two of his 
own. He died before his father, and 
bequeathed all he possessed to his 
dao^ter Rose. At last the old (fel- 
low died at an immense age,8ndnnder 
his wilt Squire Philips took all his lit- 
tle estates: but here camoin Bobert's 
discovery. Of those fbur little es- 

one had come into the old fel- 

hands from his wife'i father, 
and through his wile ; and a strict set- 
tlement, drawn so long ago that all, 
except the old Mlow who meant to 
cheat it, had tbrgotten it, secured tha 
tJxmoor estate, after his parents' 
death, to Rose Mayfield's father, who 
by his wHl had uneonsdously trans- 

This, which looks clear, had been 
padently disentangled from a mass 
of idle words by Bobert Hathom, and 
the family h^sn to fhll gradually into 
his opinion. The result was, Mrs. 
Mayfiold went to law with Squire 
PhUlips, and the o!d farmer's hopes 
revived; fbr he thought, and with 
, that all this must be another 
link between Robert and Bose , and 

ttie months glid'-d on The fate 

the Assizer. Mr lliikman i.ame 
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over now and then, preparatory tt ._. 
fling on Eix. Mrs, Mayfield made 
no EBCref that slie fonnd liim " very 
good eompany," — that was her 
phrase, — and he courted her openly. 
Another monlli bronglit the great 
event of iJie agrienltnrul year, "the 
harvest." This part- of Oxfordshire 
can seldom get in its harvest without 
the assistance of some strange hands, 
and Robert ^reed with tliree Irish- 
men and two Hampshire lads the 
afternoon l>efore the wheat harvest. 
" With these and our own people we 
filiaU do well enough, father," said lie. 
Just belbre the snn set, Mrs. Ha- 
thorn was seated outside her own 
door vritb her worJt, when two people 
came through the farm-yard to speak 
to her ; a yonng woman and a very 
old mnn. The former stood a little 
in the rear ; and the old man came up 
to Mrs. Hathom, and, taking off his 
hftt, begged for employment in the 

" Onr number is made up, old 



The old man's head drooped ; 
he found conrage to say : "One 
or one leas won*t matter much io 


but 




you. 


and it is the bread of life to na." 




"Poor old man," said Mrs 


Ha- 


thorn, "you are too old &r haiwest 


work, I doubt," 




"No such tiling, dame;" said flie 


old man, testily. 




" What is it, mother 1 " cried Bob- 


crt from tJie bam. 




"An old- man and his daiightfei' 


come for liarvest work. They 


beg 


hard for it, Robert." 




" Give them thdr suppei-, mofher. 


and let them go." 

"I will, Eobetti; no doubt 




the 


poor things are hungiy and w 
nHdaJl"; and she put down her 


ri 


to go 10 the kitchen, but flie old 




Btoppodhei-. 
"ftfe are here for work, no 


for 


charity," sdd he; "and won't 


take 



a litfle affronted. The girl stq>ped 



" No need to speak so sharp, araiia- 
&iher," said she, in a dear, cold, but 
winning voice; "charity is not so 
common. We thank yon, dame. Hu 
ia an old soldier, and prouder thsn 
becomes the like of us. Good even, 
and good Inck to your harvest 1 " 

They turned Ijj go. 

" Stop, girl I " said Mrs. Hathorn. 
"Robert, cried she, "I wish you 
would come here." 

Robert put on his coat, and came up. 

" It is an old soldier, Robert ; and 
they seem decent folk, the pair of 

"An old soldier!" said Robert, 
looking with some interest at tlie old 
man, who, though stiff in the joints. 



iDght for the land ; and n , _ 
see, I must not work upon it ! " 

Robert looked at his mother. 

" Come, Robert," said she, " we 
may all hve to be old if it pleases 

"Veil," said Robert, "it seems 
hard to refuse an old soldier ; but he 
is very old, and the yonng woman 
looks delicate ; I am sure T don't 
know how to bargain with them." 

" Count our two sicMes as one,, 
sir," said the girJ, calmly. 

" So be it," said Robert ; "anyway, 
we will give yon a trial " ; and he re- 
turned to his worfc. And Corporal 
Patrick, for that was the old Eoldier's 
name, no longer refused the homely 
supper that was offered him, since bo 
could work it out in the morning. 

The next morning at six O'dock 
the men and women were all in the 
wheat : Robert HathOm at the head 
of them, for, Robert was one of the 

!st reapers in tlie conntiy-side. 

Many a sly jest parsed at the ex- 
mse of Patrick and his grand- 
daughter Racbael. The old man of- 
'— answered, but Bachae! bardly 
... At the close of the day, they 
drew apart from all the rest, and 
seemed content when they were alone 
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111 the course of a day or two, the 
reapers began lo observe that Bachael 
■was very handsome ; and then she 
became the object of much coarse 
adnliratlou. Rachael was aa little 
affocletl by tliis as by their satire. 
She evaded it with a cold eontempt, 
which left licde more to be said ; asd 
then her rustic aiimirera took part 
with the women i^^nst her. 

Bachael was jrale ; and perhaps 
liaa was one reason why her beaaty 
did not atriie the eve all at once ; but, 
when yon came to know her face, she 
was beantifnl. Her long eyelashes 
were heavenly ; her eye was fall of 
soul ; her features were refined, and 
her skin was wlute and tran^areut, 
and a slight blush came readily to i^ 
at which moment she was lovely. It 
must be owned she did not appear to 
advantage in the field among the reap- 
ers ; for there she seemed to teel at 
war ; and her natural dignity degener- 
ated into a certmn dog^ness. After 
a while Mrs. Hathorn took a fitno^ 
to her i and when she was beside this 
good, raotliei'ly creature, her asperity 
seemed to soften down, and her cold- 
ness turned to a not unamiable pen- 
Mrs. Hatliorn s^d one evening lo 
Robert ; " Robert, look at that girl 
Do try and find out what is the ma^ 
ter with her. She is a good «rl as 
ever broke bread; but she breaks my 
heart to look at her; she is like a 
loarblc statue. It is not natural at 
her years to be so reserved." 

" Oh ! " answered Robert, " Jet her 
alone, there are talkers enough in the 
world. She is a modest girl, — the 
only one in the field, I should say, — 
and tliat is a great ornament to all 
women, if they would but see it." 

" Well, Robert, at all events, hare 
your eja on them ; they are stran- 
gers, and the people about here are 
vulgar - behaved to strangers, you 

" I '11 take care ; and, as for Ra- 
ehael, she knows how to answei'. the 



Sunday evening c 



le; the v 



gers formed in groups about the ale- 
house, the stocks, and the other 
points of resort, and their occasional 
laughler fall discordantly upon the 
ear, so holy and tranquil seemed the 
air and the sky. Robert Hathora 
strolled out at tlie back of the house 
to drink the Sabbath sunset afrer a 
week of toil ; at the back of the 
largest barn was a shed, and fWim 
this shed, as he di'ew near to it, there 
issued sonnds that seemed to him as 
sweetly in unison with that holy sun- 
set as the vill^ers' rude mirth was 
out of tune. He came to the back of 
the shed, and it was Eachael reading 
the Bible aloud to her grandiather. 
The words were golden, and fell like 
dew upon all the spirits wilhiu their 
reach, — upon Robert, who listened 
to them unseen ; upon Patrick, whose 
testy nature was calmed and soothed ; 
and upon Rachael herself, who seemed 
at this momi^nt more hopeful, and 
less determined to shrink within her- 
self. Her voice, always sweet and 
winning, became richer and mellower 
as she read ; and when she closed tho 
book, she said, with a modest &rvot 
one would hardly have suspected her 
of, " Blessed be God for this book, 
grandfather I I do think it is the 
best thing of alt the good things he 
has given the world, and it is very 
lo people of low condi- 



n like nt 

" Ay," said the old man, " those 
were Sold vrords you read jnsi now, 
'Blessed are the poor.' " 

" Let us take them to heart, old 
man, since, strange as they sound, 
they must be true. 

Corporal Patrick pondered awhile 
in silence, then s^d he was weary : 
" Let us bless the good people whose 
bread we have eaten this while, and 
I will go to sleep ; Rachael, my child, 
if it was not for yon, I conld wish nnt 
to wake again." 

Poor old man, he was aweary ; he 
had seen better days, and fourscore 
yeaf s is a great age ; and he had been 
a soldier, and fought in great battles 
head erect, and now, in his feeble days. 
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it was hard to linvo to bow tho back 
and bend over the sickle amoi^ boys 
and g^rls wlio ji^crod him, and whose 
peaceful grandsires he had defended 
a^liisC t.ngland'9 enemies. 

Corpotal Patrick and his grand- 
daughter went into the barn to sleep, 
99 heretofore, on the straw. BoberC 
Hathom paced thonghtfnllj home, 
and about half an hour after this a 
cow-boy camo into the bam to tell Cor- 
poral Patrick there were two trnckle- 









a loft. 



which he undertook to show him. So 
the old soldier and Rachael bivouacked 
DO longer in the bam. 

" Who sent joa I " said Eachael to 
the boy. 

" Mistress." 

After this Robert HathSm piud 
considerable attention both to Patrick 
and Rai'hael, and she showed hy de- 
grees that she was not quit« ice to 
a man that could respect her; not 
that her manner was inviting even to 

and onco or twice she even smiled on 
him, luid a beautiful smile it was when 
it did come ; and, whothw from its 
beauty or its rarity, made a great im- 
preission on all who aaw it. 

It was a fine harvest-time, upon the 
■whole, and witli some interruptions 
the work went merrily on ; the two 
strangers, in spite of hard labor, im- 
proved in appeanmce. Mi's. Hathom 
set this down to the plentiful_^and 
nourishing moals which issaed twice a 
day fi'om her kitchen ; and, as they had 
always been her favorites, she drew 
Robert's attention to the bloom tha.t 
began to spread over Bachael's cheek, 
and the old soldier's brightening 
eye, as her work in a groat measure. 

Mrs. Mayfield was away, and dur- 
ing her absence Hickman had 






r Ha- 



thorn's. This looked ugly. 

" Wifii," said the farmer, one day, 
" what makes onr Robert so moody of 

" O, you have noticed it, have you 
Then I am right ; the boy has some 
thing on his mind," 






" That is easy (i 
think I know what i 
" Do yon, John ? what ? " 
" Why, he sees this Hickman is in 
a fair way to carry oif Rose May- 
field." 
" It is not that." 
" Why, what else can it be ? " 
" It is a wonder to me," said Mrs. 
Hathorn, "that a man shouldn't 
know his own son bettor than you 
seem to know Kobcrt. They are very 
good friends ; but what makes j on 
tbinkRobertwouldmanjheri Haie 
you forgotten how strict ho is about 
women? Why did he part with 
Lucy Blackwood, the only sweetheart 
he over had J " 



and Rose does mosfly iwthing else. 
And they do say that once or twice 
since her husband died, ithem ! — " 

" She has kicked over the traces 
altogether! riddles^ck!" 

"Fiddlestick be it 1 She is a fine, 
spuity woman, and such are apt to 
sot folk talking more than they can 
prove. Well, Kobcrt would n't marry 
a woman that made folk talk al>out 

" 0, he is not such a fool as to 
fling the fiinn to a slianger. When 
does Rose como home 1 " 

"Next week, as soon as tlie Assizei 
are over, and the Uxmoor cause set- 
tled one way or other." 

" Well, when she comes bock, J'ou 
will see him clear up directly, and 
then I shall know what to do. They 
mnst come together, and they shaft 
come t<^ther ; and, if there is no 
other way, I know one (hat will 
bring them together, and I '11 wort 
that way if I'm hanged for it" 
- "With all my heait," said Mrs. 
Hathom, calmly. " You can but try." 

" I wifi try afl I know." 

Will it be believed, that, while he 
was in this state of uneasiness about 
his lavorite project, Mr. Casenower 
came and invited him to a friendly 
conference; announced to him that 
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he aclinircd Mrs. Maylield lieyond 
iijcaaui'e, and liad some reaEon to 
tliiiil; she wus not averse to Mm, and 
requested the farmer's co-operatii 

■' Confonud tlie jade," tHbnght Ha- 
tliorn, " she has been Bpi'eailing the 
net for this one, too, then ; she will 
break my heart before I hare done 

He ajiBwoi-ed demurely, "that lie 
did not understand women ; that his 
mind was just now in the harrestj 
and he hoped Mr. C. would excu£e 
him, and try his iuek Mmsflif, — along 
with the reit,"Ba(d the old boy, rather 
bitterly. 

The harvest drew towards its close ; 
the barns b^aii to bm'st with the 
golden crops, and one fair rick after 
another rose beliind them, like a rear- 
guard, until one fine burning-hot day 
in September there remained nothing 
but a small barley-field (o carry. 

In the house Mrs. Hatliom and the 
servants were busy preparing the 
hiU'vest-Kome dinner; in the farm- 
yard, Cssenower and old Hathom 
were arguing S point of husbandry ; 
the warm haze of a September day 
was over the fields; the little pigs 
toddled about contentedly hi the straw 
of the fiirm-jard, rooting here, and 
grunting there ; the pigeons sat upon 
the barn tiles in flocks, and eveiy now 
and then one would come shooting 
duivn, and settle, with flapping wings, 
upon a bit of straw six inches Mgher 
tlian the level; and every now and 
thisn was heard the thunder of the 
burses' feet as they came over the 
oak floor of a bam, drawing a loaded 
wagon into it. Suddenly a halloo 
was heard doivn the road ; Mr. Case- 
nower and Hathom looked over 
the wall, and it was Mrs. Mayfield's 
boy Tom, riding home fall pdt, and 
hurrahing as he came along. 

"We have won the day, farmer," 
shouted ha; "you may iSne at Ux- 
moot if you like. La bless yon, tlie 
judge wouldn't hear a word against 
us. Hurrah 1 here comes the mis- 
ti-csa ; hnn-ah I " And, sure enough, 
Mrs. Mayfleld was seen in her hat I 



and habit, riding her bay mare up at 
a hand-gallop on the gra-ss by the 
roadside. Up she tame; the two 
men waved thdr hats to her, which 
salute she returned on the spot, in the 
middle of a great shy, which her mare 
made as a matter of coui'se ; but, be- 
fore they could speak, ' slie stopped 
their momhs. "Where is Robert? 
Not a word til! he is by. I have not 
forgot to whom I owe it." She 
sprang from the saddle, and gave a 
hand U> each of the men ; but betbre 
they could welcome her, or congratu- 
late her, she bad the word again. 
" Why of course you are ; yon are 
-"-- t« toll me you have been as 
ditch-waior since I went, as if 
I did n't know that ; and as for Ux- 
mooi-, we win all go there together in 
the afernoon, and I'll kiss your 
Bobert then and there; and then he 
ill faint away, and we '11 come home 
I the cool of the evening. Is barley 
irt done yet?" 

"No, yon are just in lime; they 
■e in t3ie last field." 
" Well, I must run in and cuddle 
me, and help them on with, the din- 
jrabit." 

"Ay, do. Rose; put a'little life 
to them." 

In aboat ten minutes Mrs. Mayiiold 
joined them again; and old Hathom, 
who had spent that period in a brown 
"itudy, began operations apon her, 
ike a cautions general as he was. 

His (irst step might be compared to 
reconnoitring the ground ; and hei%, 
if any reader of mine imagiiieE that 
country people are simple and devoid 
— ""' '" " Heaven's sate lot him re- 
notion, which is entirely 
Ibunded on pastorals written in met- 
ropolitan garrets. 

Country people look simple ; but 
that is a part of their profound art. 
They are the sciuarB-nosed sharks of 
terra Jinsa. Tneir craft is smooth, 

Slausible, and unfathomable. You 
ori't believe me, perhaps. Well, 
then, my sharp cockney, go, live, and 
do business in (he country, and tell 
me at the year's end whether you 
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liave not found humUe unknown 
Ptiictitiuuers of Humbug, Flatteiy. 
Ovecreaching, and Maiitsurre, '" 
whom iJiieves In London might go 

We hear mnch, from snch as wri 
with the bul-end of their grandl'alher's 
flageolet, about simple swaina and 
downy meada ; but, when jon get 
there, you lind the n^dTes ars at 
least as downy ae any part of the 

"I thought yon would be home 
to-diiy, Rose." 

" Did you 1 Why ^ " 

"Becanae EichHrd Hickman has 
heea here twice this morning." 

"Richard Hickman I what i 
business here ? " 

" Well, they do say yoa and 
to go to churcb togetl -' 



•' Well, 
church, there will 
dings that day." 



r of n 






How smooth 
woman's tongue, to ha sure 1 " thought 
Mr. Hfttliom. 

Mr. Casenowec put in his word. 
" I trust .1 shall not oSeni you by my 
zeal, madsm, but I hope to seoyou 
married to a better man tban Hick- 

" With all my heart, Mr. Caa — 
hem ! You find me a better man, 
and I won't make tivo biRss at liim, 

— ha! ha! ha I " 

" He bears an indifferent character, 

— ask the farmer here." 

" O," said the farmer, with an os- 
tentation of condor, " I don't belieTe 
all I hear." 

" I don't believe half, nor a quar- 
ter," said Mrs. Majfleld; "but, for 
Heaven's sake, don't fancy I am 
wrapped up in Richard HicSman, or 
in any other man ; but he is as good 
company as here and there one, and 
he has a tidy farm n^li hand, and 
good land of his own out Newbury 
way liy ail aeconnts." 

" Rood land," shouted the farmer; 
" did 



"Eose," said Hathom, Eolemnly 
(he had never seen it eit&ei'), " it is 
as poor as death 1 covered with those 
long docks, I hear, and that is a sure 
sign of land with no heart in it, jnst 
as a thistle is a good sign. Do your 
books leU you tliat?" said he, sud- 
denly turning to Uasenower. 

"No," SMd that gentleman, ivith 
incrediilous contempt. 

"And it is badly formed; no won- 
der, when the fiivnjer never goes nigh 
it himself, trusts all to a sort of hailifr. 
Mind your eye. Rose. Why does lie 
never go there ? tell me that." 

"Well, you know, of course; lio 
tells roe he left it oot of regaid fov 

"Haw! bawl haw 1 why, be has 
known you but six months, and he 
has not lived at home this five years. 
What do yoa think of it, Mr. Caso- 
nower? Mind yonr eye. Rose." 

" I mean to," said Rose ; and if 
yon had seen the world or suppressed 
fun and peeping ohsen'ation in the 
said eye, yon wonld have felt how 
capable it was of minding itself, and 
of piemng like a gimlet even tlirongh 
rustic Maebiavd. 

Mr. Casenower whispered to Ha- 
thom, " Put in a. word for me." He 
, and, taking 
her hand, siud, with a sepulchral ten- 
-'erness, at which liose's eye literally 
imced in her head : " Knots- your 
wn value, dear Mrs. Mayiield, and 
not throw yourself away on an un- 
fOrthy object." He then gave Ha- 
thom a slight wink and disappeared, 
leaving bis cause in that simple cus- 
''c'e hands. 

" It is all very fine, but if I am to 
ait for a man without a bait, 1 shall 
die an old — fool." 

"That is not to be thought of," 
said Hathom, smoothly; "but what 
ly young man, 
— like my Robert, now— " 
""" I you have told m 



yon ev 
"NotL'-' 



of Inte,' said the laiiy, archly. 
'  a good lad, and pleases 
inoiigh, for that miitier ; 
I fault that wouldn't i 



"Rob- 
biit lie 
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a fool. 



I should think, with- 
ig about the 



"Why, what 
hoy ? " 

" The boy looks Bhurpec after 
women than women will bear. He 
reads everything we do with magni- 
fying - glasses, and I like fun, altrays 
i1i(t, Kii always shall ; end tlicn he 
would be jealons, — and then I 
should leave him the house to hha- 
eall, that is all." 

"No, no! you woald break him 

" More likely he would make a 
slave of me; and, if I am to ha one, 
let me eltd the chain a bit, as the say- 



"Now, Rose," said the tactician, 
"you know very well a woman can 
turn a man round her finger If he 

"Ofconrselknowthat; but Rob- 
crt iloos nut happen to love me." 

"Doesn't love you I Ay, but he 
docs I " 

" What makes yon think that % " 

"O, if you are blind, I am not. 
He tries to Mde it, because you are 
rich, and he is poor and proud." 

"Ofiel don't talk nonsense. What 
signilius who ha? the money ? " 

" The way I iirat found it out ia, 
whsn they speak of your marrying 
that. Hickman, he trembles nil over 
like. Here comes his mother ; yon 
ssk her," added the audacious 
schemer. 

"No, no!" cried Mrs. JIayBeld; 
" none of your nonsense before her, if 
yon please " ; and she ran oif, with 
heightened color. 

"I shall win the day," cried H»- 
thom to his wife. " I have made her 
believe Robert loves her, and now I 'II 
Icll liim she dotes on htm. Why, 
what is the matter with you? Yon 
seem put out. What ails you 1 " 

" I have ji\8t seen Robert, and I 
don't like his looks. He is like 
man in. a dream ihia morning, 

" Why, what can be the mati 



"If I was to tell yon my thought, 
it wouldn't please you, — and, aiter 
all, I may he wrong. Hosh ! here 
he is. Tate no notice, for Heaven's 

At this moment the object of his 
father's schemes and his mother's 
anxiety sauntered nji to them, with 
his coat tjed round his neck by the 
arms, and a pitchfork over his shoul- 
der. " Father," said he, " yon may 
tap the barrel ; the last wagon is com- 
ing up the lane." 

"Ay," was the ansiver; "and you 
^ and oiftr your arm to Rose, *— she 
13 come home, — and ask liw to dance 
with you." 

" I am not in the humor to galli- 
vant," was the languid answer. 5' I 
leave that to you, Mther." 

" To me, — at my time of life 1 Is 
that the way U> talk at eight-and- 
twenty? And RoseMayfield, — the 
rose- tree in full blossom ! " 

" Yes ; bat ux> many have been 
smelling at the blossom for me ever 
to plant the tree in my garden." 

'' What does the boy mean ! " 

" To save time and words, father ; 
because you have been at me about 
her once or twice of late." 

" What ! is it hecaase she likes 
dancing aud diversion at odd times 1 
Is that got lo ho a crime, PaiBon 
Bob!" 

"No I bnt I won't have a wife I 
conid n't trust at those pastimes," was 
the resolute answer. 

" 0, if yon aie one of the jealous- 
minded ones, don't yon marry any 
one, my poor chap ! " 

"Father, there are the strange 
reapers to pay. Shall I settle witli 
them for you 1 " said Robert, quietly. 

" No 1 Let them come here ; 1 'll 
pay them," answered Hathorn, senior, 
rather sullenly. 

If you want to he crossed, and 
thwarted, and vexed, set yoiir heart, 
not on a thing you can do yourself, 
but on somethii^ somebody else is to 
do : if you want to be tormented to 
death, let the wish of your heart de- 
pend upon two people, a maa and a 
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■womnn, neither of them yoniself. 
Kow do try tliis retipe; jou will find 
it an excellent one. 

OM Hathom, Eeat«d outsicle his 
own door, with a table and money- 
bags before him, paid tlie Ii'iehmen 
and die HompsMre lads, and invited 
each man to the harvest-home dinner. 
He was about to rise and put np 
iv-bags, when Mrs Hathom 
him fiom the honao, "Here 
more that have not been 
; and the next minnle old Pat- 
lick and liachiiel issued from the 
house, and came in front of the table. 
Bobert, who was going in to di'ess, 
tnmcd round and leaned agiunet t^e 
comer of the house, with his eyes 
u|)0n the gioniid. "Let me see," 
said Hathom, "what are you to 

" Count yonrself," replied Patrick ; 
" you know what you give the otli- 

" What I give the others ! btit you 
can't have done the work — " 

" Not of two ; no, we don't ask the 
wages of two." 

" .Of course you don't." 

A spasm of pnin crossed Robert's 
faco at this discussion, but he re- 
mained with bis eyes upon the 
ground. 

"Where's the dispnte," said the 
old soldier, angrily ; " here are two 
that ask the w^:es of one; is tiiat 
hard upon you ? ' 

" There is no dispute, old man," 
said Robert, steadilj". " Father, twen- 
^'tive times Ave shilling is six pounds 
five ; that is what yon owe them." 

" Six ponnd five for a man of that 
ageV 

"And my danghtfir; is she to go 
for nothing 1 " 

"Tour daughter, your daughter; 
she is not strong enough to do much, 

Rachael colored : her cleai', con- 
vincing voice felt upon the disputants. 
" We agreed with Master Robert to 
keep a ridge between us, and we have 
done it as well as the best reaper. 
Pay us as one good reaper then." 



■That'sfair! that is lair 1 Ifyou 
agreed with my son, a bargain is a 
' rgain ; hnt, for all that, one good 
__jn is better than two weak one,'), 

This tirade reewved an unexpected 
intermption. Robert walked np to 
the table, without lifting his eyes from 
the ground, and aald ; "I ask your 
pardon, father ; your bad leg has kept 
you at home uiis harvest ; but I 
reaped at the head of the band, and I 
assure you the young woman did a 
man's share ; and every now and then 
the old man look her place ; and ro, 
res^ng by turns, they kept ahead of 
the best sickle there. And therefore I 
say," continued Robert, raising iiis 
eyes timidly, " on account of their 
poverty, their weary limbs, and tlieir 
stout heart for work, you cannot pay 
them less than one good reaper." 

" What is it, Robert 1 " said Mi's. 
Hathom, who liad come out to see 
tlic meaning of all this. 

"But if he would be juster still, 
mother, like him that measures his 
succor to the need, ho would pay them 
as one and a half. I 've said it." 

Hathom stared with ludicrous won- 
der. " And why not as two ? Are 
you mad, Boben? taking their part 
against me? " 

" Enough said," answered Patrick, 
with spirit "Thank you, Master 
Robert, but that would be an alms, 
and we take but onr due. Pay our 
two sickles as one, and let us go." 

"Tou see, father," cried Robert, 
" these are decent people ; and, if you 
had seen how they wrought your 
heart would melt as mine does. O 
mother ! it makes me ill to think there 
are poor Christians in the world so 
badly off fliey must bow to work be- 
yond their age and strength la hear. 
Talte a thought, father. A man 
that might be t/ovr iatlier, — a man 
of fonrscore yeai'B, — and a delicate 
woman, — to reap, . the hardest of all 
country work, from dawa till Eun- 
down, under this scorebing sun and 
wind, that has dried my thTOat and 
burnt my eyes, — let alone theirs. It 
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ia hard, father ; and, if yoa have i 
ing lioart, you can't show it bettef 
thatt here." 

" There I there I " eriecl the farmer, 
" say no more ; it is all right. (J^oa 
have made the girl cry. Bob.) Rob- 
ert doesn't often speak, dame, so we 
are bonnd to listen when he doss. 
There ia the moaey. I never heard 
that ehap saj so many words be- 

"We thank yon all," sftid Patrick;, 
"my blessing be on yonr grain, good 
folks ; and tha,t won t hui'C yon trom 
a man of fourscore." 

" That it wilt not, Daddy Patrick," 
said Mrs. Hathom. "Ton will stay 
for harvffit-home, both of yon 1 Ea- 
<thiiel, if yon have a mind to help me, 
wash some of the dishes." 

" Ay ! " cried the farmer : " and it 
is time you were dressed. Bob." And 
BO the party separated. 

A t^ minntes later Bachael came 
to the well, and began to draw a 
bucltet. of water. Thia well worked 
in the following manner. A ch^n 
and copo wore passed over a cylinder, 
and two buckets were attached to the 
serera] ends of the rope, so that the 
empty bncket descending helped in 
some slight degree the full bucket to 
mount. This cylinder was turned 
by an iron handle. The well was a 
hnndred feet deep. Kachael d^'ew the 
backet up easily enough until the 
last thirty feet ; and then she found 
it hard work. She had both hands 
on the iron handle, and was panting 
a little, like a tender tawn, when a 
deej) hut gentle voice said in her ear : 
" lit go, Kachael " ; and the handle 
was taken out of her hand by llobert 
Hathom. 

"Never mind me. Master Robert," 
said Raohael, giving way reluctantly. 

"Always at some bard work or 
other," said ho ; " you will not be 
ensy till you kill yourself." And 
with, this bewhirjed the handle ronnd 
like lightning with one hand, and (he 
bucket came up in a few moments. 
He then filled the pitcher for hor, 
■wliicli she took 111), "'"^ ^''^ about to 



"Stoyoi 



go into the house with it. ' 
minute, Rachael." 

" Yes, Master Robert" 

" How old are you, Eaehael ? " 
Robert blushed after he had put this 
question ; but he was obliged to say 
something, and he did not well know 
how ro begin. 

" Twenty-two," was Racbael's an- 

;' Don't go just yet. Is this your 
first year's reaping ^ " 
"Mo, thetJiird?' 
" Ton must be very poor, 1 am 

" Very poor indeed, Master Rob- 

" Do yon live far &om here 1 " 
" Don't you remember I told yon. 
I cMce twenty miles from here 1 ' 
" Why, Hewbury is about that dis- 

" i think yonr mother will want 

"Well, don't let me keep yoQ 
against your will." 
Rachael entered the Hathoms' 

Robert's heart sank. She was so 
gentle, yet so cold and sad. There 
was no winning her confldenee, it np- 
peared. Presently she returned with 
an empty basket, to fetch the linen 
flrom Mrs. Mayfield's side. As she 
passed Bobert, who, in despair, had 
determined not to try any more, but 
who looked up sorrowfiilly in her 
, she gave him a smile, a very 
f^nt one, but still it did express some 
slight recc^ition and thanks. His 



resolve melted e 
kindly feeling. 

"Tlnchflpl. R 



this 01 



i little rayof 



Kachael, said he, " have you any 
relatione yonr way 1 " 

" Hot now i " and Rachael was a 
beantifnl statue again. 
"But you have neighbors who are 
wd to yon 1 " 

" We ask nothing of them." 
" Would it not be better if yon 
could both live near ofl 1 " 
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" Indeed she ]ias." 

" And Mrs. Maj-field is not a 

" I hear her well spoken of." 
" And jet you menn to live oi 
tar away from al! of at 



Im 



it go 1 



r tie li 



She waited 
pcnnissLoti to leave him, nnd, notliing 
more being said, she entered Mi's. 
Mayiield's aidu. 

Kobcrt ieaned his head Borrowful- 
ly on the rails, and Ml into a revery. 

"1 am nothing to her," thought 
he ; " her lieart la for away. How 
e^Md, and patient, and modest sho is, 
bnt 0, how cold ! She turns my 
heart to Elone. I am n fool ; eiie has 
Eome otto in her own conntiy to 
whom sho is as warm, perhaps, as 
she is cold to ns strangers, — is iJiat 
a feult 1 She is too iieniKifui, and 
too good, not to be esteemed by olli-- 
ei's besides me. Ah I her path is one 
way, mine another, — worse Inck, — 
would to God she had never come 
here I Well, may she bo happy 1 
She can't hinder mo fi-om praying slie 
may be happy, happier than sEe in 
now. Poor Jlachad I " 

A merry but somewhat vulgar 
voice broke incredibly harsh and loud, 
as it seemed, upon yonng Halhorn's 
revery. 

" Good day, Master Boberi 

Eobert looked np, and there stood 
a young fennel- in shooting-jacket 
and gaiters, with a riding-whip in his 

" Good morning, Mr. Hickman." 
" The mistress is eome home, I 
hear, antt it is your harvest-home to- 
day, so I '11 stop here, for 1 am tired, 
and so is ray horse, for that mott«r." 
Mr. Hickman wasted the latter part 
of this diseonrse on vacancy, ibr 
young Hathom went coolly away 
without taking any further notice of 

"I call that the cold shoulder," 
thought Hickman; "bat it is no 
wonder ; that chap wants to mai'ry 
her himself, of tourse he does. Not 
if I know it. Bob Uathorn," 



1, wlioae 



It was natural that Hickm 
great object jtist now was Rose Mny- 
Seld, should put this reading on Rob- 
ert's coldnCBB : but in point of Eict it 
was not so; the yonng man had no 
feeling towards Hickman but the 
qaiet repugnance of a deep to a shallow 
soul, of^ a quiet and thoughtfnl to a 
rattling fellow. Only just now gay- 
ely was not in bis heart, and as Hick- 
man was generally gay, and always 
sonorous, he escaped to his own 
tihonghts. Hickman watched his re- 
ti'eat, with an eye tliat said, " You 
are my rival, but not one I fear; I 
can ontwit you." And it was with a 
smile of tiiumphent conscious superi- 
ority that Richard Hickman tui-ncd 
round to go into Mrs. Mayfleld's 
house, and found himself iace to face 
with Rachael, who was just coming 
outofit with the basket fiill of linen 
in her hund. Words cannot paint 
the faces of this woman and this man, 
when they saw one another, lliey 
both started, and were red and white 
by turns, and their eyes glared upon 
one another; yet, tiiongh the sur- 
prise was eqiiftl, tne emotion was not 
quite the same. The woman stood, 
her bosom heavitig slowly and hiah, 
her eye dilaUng, her lips apart, hei- 
clastic figare rising higher and higher. 
She stood there, wild as a startled 
panilier, uncertain whether to fight or 
to fly. The man, afta- the first start, 
seemed to cower under her eye, and 
itf a dozen e;;pressions that chased 
le another acioss his fkce left one 
:ed there, — I'ear 1 abject fear 1 



CHAPTER n. 

Thet eyed one another in silence : 
at last Hickman looted down upon 
the ground and said, in faltering, ill- 
assui'cd tones, "H — how d'ye do, 
Rachael ? I — I did n't expect to see 
you here." 

" Nor I yon." 

" If you are busy, don't 1st raeslop 
yon, you know," said Hickman, awk- 



Hostec by Google 



CLOUDS AND SUKSmSE. 



193 



wardly and conftised, and, like one 
iffith no great resources, compelled to 
attar soiuetliing. 

Then Rochttel, wliite as a sheet, 
took up her basket Rgoin, n,nd moved 
anay in silenco! Tlie young farmec 
eyed her apprehenBlvely, and, being' 
elearty under ilie inflnence of some 
misgiving as to her in tendons, sold: 
"If you blow me, it will do me liHrm 
and yon no good, yon know, lUchaet. 
Can t we be friends ? " 

" !Friends I — you and I ^ " 

" Don't bo in such a harry, — let us 
talk it over. I am a little better off 
tlian I used to ho in those days." 

" What is that to me V 

" Plenty ; if you won't be BpitelijI, 
and set otjiers against me in tliis 
pan " ; by " others," doubtless Hick- 
man intended Mrs. MnyMd. 

" I ahiill nridiDr spsak nor think of 
yon," mis the cold answer. 

Had Richard Hickmnn been capa- 
Wo of fiithommg Eaebad Wright, or 
even of reading her present marble 
look and tone arieht, he would have 
seen That he had little to apprehend 
from her beyond contempt, a tning he 
would not in the least have minded ; 
bnt he was cunning, and, like the cun- 
ning, shallowish ; so he pursued his 
purpose, fcoling his way with her to 
the beat of his ability. 

" I have had a smart bit of money 
left me lately, Rachael." 

" What is that tome ^" 

". What is it 1 why, a good deal, 
because I could assist you now, may- 
bo." 

" And ivhat right have you to assist 

" Confound it, Bnchael, how pmnd 
you aro! — why, yon are not the same 

f'ri. 0, 1 see! as for assisting you, 
know yon would rather work than 
bo in dulit f any one ; but then there 
is another bsflidea you, yon know." 
"Whntother? Baid Rachai'l.Ios- 
tr impiissibility, and trombliiig 
■I at this simple word. 
" What other 1 " why. confound it, 
wno ever saw a ^rl fence like this ? 
I suppose you think I am not man 



Sf.; 



enough fo do what's right; I am, 
thougli, ntSw I have got llie means." 

"To do what! " 

"Why, to do my doty by him, — to 
providu for him." 

" For whom 1 " cried Rachael, wiid- 

^'"Dead?" 
" Dead ! " 
" Don't say so, Bachad ; don't say 



" Ho is 



dl" 



Dead I I ilevor thought I should 
have cared much ; bnt that word do 
seem to knock against my heart. I 'd 
give a hundred pounds to any one 
would td! me it is not true, — poor 
thing I I 've been to blame ; I 're been 
to blame." 
"Ton n 



tlie w 






He 



near ns when he went ont of it. 
lived in poverty,' with me ; ho died 
poverty, for all I could do, and it is 
against my will if I did not die with 
Inm. Our life or our death gave yon 



, claming my lights as your wife." 

Hickman nodded assent. 

" Last year you had no letter." 

"No more there was." 

" And did not that tell you ? Poor 
Itachael had lost her consolaldOD and 
her hope, and had no more need of 
anything ! " 

" Poor Eaehael I " cried the mnn, 
stung with sudden remorse. " Cnrao 
it all 1 Curao yon, Dick Hickman I " 
Then, suddenly recovering his trae 
natnre, and, like us men, never ^ a 
loss for an oxcnso against a woman, 
he s^d, angrily ; " What is the ose of , 
letters^ — why didn't you TOme and 
tell me you were so badly off?" 

" Me cemo after you 1 The wrong- 

" 0, confonnd your pride 1 Sbonld 
have sent the o'd man to me, then." 

" My grandfivlher, an old soldier as 
proud as ilre! Sent him to the man 
who robbed me of my good name hy 
cheating the law! You arc a fool! 
Three times he left our house with 
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liis mnslict loaded to Itill jou, — three 
times I got him liome agtiiu ; but 
how? — l>j prajers, and tears, and 
force, all three, or jon would not be 
here in life." 

" The Devil ! what an old Tartar 1 
I say, is he here alone with you 1 " 

" O, yoa need not fear," e^d Ra- 
cliael, with a Mnt expression of Ecom, 
" he is going directly, and I am going 
too ; and when I do go from here, I 
shall have lost all fte little pleasure 
and hope I have in the world," said 
Baclmd, sorrowfully ; and, as she said 
this, she became unconscious of Hick- 
man's presence, and moved away with- 
out looking at him ; but that prudent 
person dared not put with her so. He 
was one of those men who say, "I 
know ihe women," and, in his sagaci- 
tv, he dreaded this woman's tongue. 
£[e determined, therefore, to stop her 
tongue, and not to risk Bose MayReld 
snd thousands for a few pounds. 

"Now, Raphael, listen to me. 
Since the poor child is dead, there is 
only you to think of. We can do 
one another good or hanu, you and 
1; better good than harm, I say. 
Suppose I OTfered you twenty ponnds, 
now, to keep dark ? " 

" Ton poor creature ! " 

" Well, thirty, then "i " 

" 0, hoMyonr Mngue, — you mate 
me ashamed of myself as well aa you." 

"I see wliat it is, yoa want too 
much ; you want me Jo be your hus- 

" Ko ; while my child lived, I 
claimed my right for his sake: but 
not now, not now " ; and the poor 
girl suddenly turned her eyes on Hiok- 
. man, witli an ind^oribaWe shudder, 
thatawoman-wonld have interpreted 
to the letter ; hut no man could be ex- 
pected lo read it quite aright, so many 
tliu^ it said. 

Mckman the sagacious chose to 
undei-stand by it pique and personal 
hostility to him, and desire of ven- 
geance ; and, having f^led lo bribe 
her, he now resolved to .try and out- 
It so happened tliat at this very 



moment merry voices began to sound 
on every side, Tiie clatter was heaM 
of tables being brought out of the 
kitchen, and the harvest-home people 
were seen coming towards the place 
where Bachael and Hickman were; 
Hickman said, hastily, " Any way, 

do. 111 B' 



e, — ibr, if you 
t, my laas, 1 11 



'o doubt you know how to lie," 



piteously, lowering li 









before the folk, whatever you do. 
Here they all come, confound them 1 " 

Rachaol made no answer. She 
retired into the Hathorns' house, and 
in a tew minntes lhe_ tables were set^ 
just outside the bouse, and loaded 
with good cheer, and ihe rustics began 
to ply knife and fork as zealously as 
they had sickle, and rake, and pitch- 
fork i and so, on the very spot of enrth 
where Rachael had told ifickman her 
child wna dead, and with him her 
licart, scai'ce five minntes afterwards 
cajne the rattle of knives and forks, 
and peals of boisterous laughter and 
huge feeding. And thus it happens 
to many a small locality in this world, 
— tragedy, comedy, and farce are act- 
ed on it by turns, and all of them in 
earnest. So harvest-home dinner 
proceeded with great zeal; and after 
tie solids tlie best ale was served 
round od libitum, and intoxication, 
sanctified by immemorial usage, fol- 
lowed in due course. However, as 
this syicptom of harvest was a long 
time eomine; on upon the present oc- 
casion, owmg to peculiar intemip- 
tions, the reader will not have to follow 
US so far, which let as hope lie will 
not regret. 

Few words worthy of being em- 
balmed in an immortal storji warrant- 
ed to hve a month, were uttai'ed dur- 
ing the discussion of the meats, for 
when the_/n«jfs consiimera na&' are let 
loose upon beef, baeon, and pudding, 
among the results dialogue on a lai'ge 
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"Yet shall the Muso" embalm a 
inversation tjiat passed on this oc- 
sion between the bralheva Messen- 
:r, laborers aged about fiftj, who had 
:eii on this (arm. nearlj all their 






BobMesf 



Jom W 



was carving a loin 
iSenger sat opposite 
him, eating bacon and beans on a 
verr laige scale. 

Bob (iiiming at extrnordinaiy po- 
liteness). " Wool yon have some veal 
along with vour bacon, Jem ? " 

Jeiit. " That I wool not. Bob " 
(ivith a reproachful aic, as one whom 
a brother had sought to entrap). 

When the table was cleared of the 
viands, the ale-mugs and horns were 
iilled, and Mm. Ma/field and the Ha- 
(homs took part in tlie festive cere- 
mony, tl\at is, they did not 
the table, but thsy showeil thuii 
from time to dme, and made their 
humble guests heartily welcome bj' 
word, and look, and smile, as their' 
forefathers had done at harvest-time, 
each in their centurj and generation. 

Presuntly Bob Messenger arose 
aolemnl)', with his horn of ale in his 
Iiand. The othei's rose after him, 
knowing well what he was going to 
do, and diant^ with liiiti t^e ancient 
harvest-liome stave : — 

" Hen <£ B, beslUinnto our a 






s. Then dv 



not spill. 

Our health wilh n ftea good- 
iviU, 
Chorus. Then drink, boya, drink," Ac 

Corporal Patrick and Rachael left 
the labie. They had waited only to 
take part in this compliment to their 
cutertaiuers, and now they left. The 
reason was, one or two had jeered 
them before grace. 

The corporal had shaved and made 
himself very clean, andhehadpnton 
his faded red jacket, wliich he always 
carried about, and Rachiiel had 
washed his neok-handkevchief, and 
ti^ It neatlj about hisncdi.andhad 



put on herself a linen collar and linen 
wristbands, very small and plain, bat 
white and starched; and at this th^ 
humble attempt to be decent and ni 
one or two [who happened to 
at the time) conid not lielp buccm^. 
Another thing, Rachael and PatrirJc 
were strangers. Sonie natives cut a 
jest or two at their expense, and 
Fatri<;k was about to answer by iling- 
ing bis mug at one man's head ; but 
Racliael restrained him, and said : 
" Be patient, grandfatlier. They were 
never taught any better. When the 
farmer's health has been drunk we 
can leave them." 

People shonld bo able to take jests, 
or U> answer them in kind, not to 
lake them to heart ; but llachael and 
Patrick had seen better days (they 
were not so very proud and irritable 
then), and now Patrick, natnrally 
high-spirited, was fore, and could not 
beni' to be tilliped, and lUchael was 
become too cold and bittar towards 
all the vulgar natures that blundered 
up against her, not meaning her nay 
goiKl, Gor much hai'm, eimer, poor 
devils 1 

A giggle gi'eeted th«r departare ; 
but it must be owned it was a some- 
what uneasy giggle. 

There was in the company a cer- 
t£un Timothy Brown John, who was 
naturally a shoemaker, but was 
tamed out into the stubble annnally 
at harvesl-ljme. The ladbadasmall 
rustic genius for music, which he il- 
lustrated by playing the clarionet in 
cUuiiih, t« the great regret of the 
clergyman. Now after the choras one 
or two were obsei'ved to i>e nndging 
this young man, and he to he making 
those mock-modest difficulties which 
are part of a singer, in town or coun- 
try. 

"Ay, Tim," cried Mrs. Mayfield, 
"yon sing us a song." 

" He have got a new one, mis- 
tress ! " put in a carter's lad, with 

" What is it about, boy "! " 
" Well," replied the voungster, " it 
is about love" (at which the girls 
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giggled}; "and I think k is about 

yoa. Dame Majfield." 

" About me 1 then it most be nice." 
Chorus of Miielks. " Haw 1 haw I 

"Come, Mr. Brown John, I will 
trouble you for it, diracllj'. I can see 
iho bottom, of some of their mugs, 

" Well," said Mr. Brown John, 
looking down, " I don't know what 
to say alKiut it Majhap yon 
might n't like it quite SO well before 
BO much company." 

"Why not, pray?" 

" Wefl, jou see, dame, I 
afeard I ^all gire you a red face, like, 
with this here song." 

" If yon do, 1 'ilgive you one with 
this here liand." 

Cfioras. " Haw, haw ! Ho 1 ' 

"Drat the boy, sing, and hare done 

" I '11 do my besl, ma'am," replied 
Tim, gravely. 

On this, Mr. Brown John drew 
from his pocket a diminutiYe Ante, 
with one key, and Bounded his G at 
gi-oat length. He then pauBed, to let 
Ms G enter his own mind and those 
around ; be then composed bif 
tures tike a pi'eacher, and was about 
to enter on his nndertakiug, when 
the whole operation was suddenly, 
snd i-emorselessly, and provokingtj 
interruplad by Mr. Casenower, who, 
struck OS it appeared with a sudden, 
irresistible idea, bm^t upon theni all 
with this question ; — 

"Do anyof you know one Rebecca 
Eeid, in tms part of the world ? " 

The company stared. 

Some, to whom this question had 
been put by hiui before, giggled ; oth- 
ers scratched their heads ; others got 
no fariber than a stricken look. A 
few mnstered t^ether their wiw, and 
assured Mr. Casenower thev had 
nerer heard tell of tlie wenrh " 

" How derilish odd ' ' cned Case 
nower, "it is not such a common 
combination of sonnda, one would 
think." 

'■ I know Hannah Bcid," squciked 



a small cow-boy ; he added with en- 
tbusiaam, " she is a capital slider, she 
is ! 1 1" and he smiled at some renii- 
niseence, perchance of a joint somei^ 
sault upon the ice, last winter. 

"Hanuah does not happen to be 
Rebecca, young gentleman," olgeet. 
ed Casenower; "sing away, John 
Brown." j> 

"I'm a going, sir. G— g— ^— 
g — " and he impresBod the kej-nota 
ouce more upon their souls. Then 
sang Brown John the following soi^, 
and the rest made the laughing eho- 
rus, and, as ihey all laughed in diffei^ 
cnt ways, though they began laugh- 
ing h'om their heads, ended in laugh- 
ing irom their hearts. It was pleas- 
ant and rather fiinny, and proied so 
successful, that alter tliia £1 Maestro 
Brown John and his song were nskcd 
to all the feasts in a circle of seven 
miles. There were eight vei'sea : we 
will confine ourselves to two, because 
papci- is not absolutely valueless, what- 
ever the trivoluminous may think. 



"We writers can toll " the what," bnt 
not so very often " the how," of any- 
thing. I can ^ve Tim's bare words, 
but it is not In my power nor any 
man's to write down the manner of 
E Maestro in singing. How he dwelt 
on the short Eyllables, and abridged 
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o his laugh, — and then the 
mous mouth that 6aw BaSdiialy optn, 
and the jovial peal that came rincing 
fhrongh two rows of Iceth like white 
chess pawns, — and with all this 
Ms quaint, indescribable, duka, rastic 
twang, that made his insicnificant 
melody ring like chnroh bells heai'd 
from tiie middle of a wood, and taste 
like methegliu come down to a,s in a 
yew-tree cask from tlie Druids I 

Daring the song, one Kobert Mnn- 
day and hia son, rural fiddlers, wlio 
by instinct nosed festivities, appeared 
at the gate, each iviih a grocn bag. 
A sliriSc of welcome greeted them ; 
tiioy were set in a corner, with beef 
and ale galore, and sooti the great ta- 
ble was carried in, the gi'ound cleared, 
the couples made, and the Mdlea 
tunir^. 

The Messrs Munday made some 
proliminnry flonrishes, lfl:o hawks hov- 
ering unccvtnin where to pounca, and 
then, like the same bivd, they sud- 
denly dashed into " The day in 

Their style was rongh, and bore a 
£imily likeness to ploughing, but it 
was true, clean, aud spirited; the 
notes of tbe orp^/ijio danced out lite 
starry sparks in fii-ewotks. 

Moreover, the Messrs. Munday 
played to the foot, which is precisely 
wW yoir melted-buttor-TioIinist al- 
ways rails to do, whether he happens 
to be washitig out the soul of a. waltz, 
or of a polka, or of a teei. 

They also played 



the very highest ordei-, however al> 
tained, and never is aud never will 
be attained by the raolted-butler-vio- 
linist. 

The fiddlers being merry, the dan- 
cers were merry ; the dancers hdng 
merry, the fiddlers said Ifl themselves, 
"Ahal wo have not missed fire," 
and BO grew merrier still. And thus 
the electric fire of laughter and music 
darted to and fi-o. Dance, sons and 
dauglitci.'S of toil ! None had ever a 



better right tn dance than you have 
this sunny afternoon in clear Sep- 
tember. It was you that painfully 
ploughed the Btdw soil; it was you 
that trudged tip the high, incommod- 
ing funxiw, and piuiifuUy cast abroad 
the eqoal seeij. You tliat are women 
bowed the back, and pmnfully drilled 
holes in the soil, and ponrod in the 
seed; and this month past you have 
all bent, and, with sweating brows, 
cut down and housed the crops that 
cartie from the seed you planted. 
Dance 1 for those yellow ticks, tro- 
phies of yonr labor, say you have a 
right to; those hams, bnrsting with 
gwden fniif, swear you have a right 
lo. Harvest-tide comes but once a 
year. D^noe ! sons and daughters 
of toil. 

Exult over your work, smile with 
the smiling year, and, in tliis bright 
hour, O cease, ray poor soul, to envy 
the rich and gi-cat ! Believe me, 
they are never, at any hour of their 
lives, so cheery as j^u are now. How 
can tliey be J With them dancing is 
tame work, an evcry-dny basinesa, — 
no rarity, no treat. Don't envy 
them, — God is just, and deals the 
sonrces of content with a more eqna! 
hand than appears on the surface of 
things. Dance, t«o, without fear ; 
let no Puritan make you believe it is 
wrong; things are wrong out of 
-"ison, and right in season ; to dance 

harvest is as becoming as to be 
grave in ehuveh. The Almighty has 






) the 1 



) of ill 



the atternoon sun, and of 

.. . women in every age and 

every land to dimce round the gath- 
I crop, wlietlier it be corn, or oil, 
wine, or any other familiar mir- 
acle that springs up sixty-fold and 
i and multiplies the life of 
Uore fire, fiddlers I play to 
the fbot, — p'^y to the heart the 
sprightly " Day in June." Ay, foot 
it freely, lads and hsaen ; my own 
heart is warmer to think yoit are 
merry once or twice in your year of 
labor. Dance, my poor brothers and 
ions and daughlfirs of toil ! 
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After seTeral dances, Mrs. May- 
field, who had been uneasy in her 
minil at remaining out of tlio fun, 
could lieai- inaction no longer i so she 
pounced on Eobert Hathoni iind 
drew Iiini into the magic siiuare. 
Robert duncec!, hnt in .a very JisCless 
way ; go much bo, that his mother, 
who stood by, took occasion to give 
him a push and say: "Is that the 
wttytodance?" at wliicb poor Robert 
tn d to do better, biit his limbs, as 
well a his iiice, sliowed how fcr bis 
heart vas from his heels. 

Now n the middle of this dance, 
suddenly loud and angry sounds 
ve e heard approdching, and the 
vo ee ot old Patrick was soon dis- 
t ng shed, and tlie next moment he 
was Been following Mr. Hickman, 
and huigjng on his rear, loading 
faim with invective. Kachael was bj 
his side, endeatoring, in vain, to 
soothe him, And to end what to her 
was a most terrible scene. At a ges- 
ture from Mrs. Mayfield, the. fiddlers 
left olT, and the ru.stics turned, all 
curiosity, towards Iho intenuption. 
" There are bad hearts in tbe world," 
shouted Patrick to all present, — " ver- 
min that steal into honest houses and 
file • them, — had hearts, that rob the 
poor of that wliich is before life ; 
yes, fur before life i " and, as he ut- 
tered these words, Patrick was ob- 
served Co stagger. 

"The old man is drank," said 
Hickman. " I don't know what he 

Bachael colored high and cried ; 
"No, Master Robert, I assure you 
he is not drunk, but he is not him- 
self; he has been complaining this 
hour past ; see I look at bis eye. 
Good [icople, my grandfether is ill " ; 
and, indeed, as she said these words, 
Patrick, who, ftom the moment he 
had staggered, had stared wildly and 
confusedly around him, sudUenly 
bowed his head and dropped upon 
his kneea ; he would have &Uen on 
his face, but Rachael's aim now held 






• For ilea: 



In amoment several persons cams 
round them; amongst the rest, Rob-, 
ert and Mrs. Mayfield. Eobert 
loosened his neckcloth, and, looking 
at the old man's face and eye, he stu£ 
gravely and tenderly ; " Eachael, I 
have seen the like of this before — in 
harvest." 

" O Master Robert, what is it 1 " 

" Eaehael, it is a stroke of the 

sunl" Ha tarned to his mother; 






r the, work v 



Iiavo put 



Come, don't stand gaping there," 
cried Mrs. Mnyfleld ; " mount my 
mai-e and gallop for the doctor, — 
don't spare her, — off with youl 
Betay, get a bed ready in my gor- 

" Eh, dear I " s^d Mrs. Hathom, 
"I douht the poor thing's troubles 
are over " ; and she put up her apron 



Corporal Patrick's lips moved. 

" I can't see ye ! I can't see 
any of ye ! " he said, half fretfully. 
"Ahl" ho resumed, OS if a light had 
broken in on him. " Yes I " said he, 
very calmly, " I think I nm going " ; 
but the next moment he ctied in 
tones that made the by-standers thrill, 
so wild and piteous they were: 
" My daughter I my danghiei- 1 — she 
will miss me 1 " 

Robert Hathom &lt on his knees, 
and took the old hand with one of 
those grasps tliat bring soul in con- 
tact with soul ; the old soldier, who 
was at this moment past seeing or 
hearing, felt this grasp, and turned to 

the light " I can't see you," said he, 
fmntly ; " but, whoevci' you are, take 
care of my child I — she is such agood 
child I " The hands spoke to one an- 
other still ; then the old soldier almost 
smiled, and the anxious, frightened 
look of his face bt^an to calm. 
" Thank God," he fellered, " they are 
goingtotoka careofmy child 1" And 
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Dtioulctta at ChCLi' feet, and liis hand 
conki grasp Robert's no more. Tliere 
vras a, momBDC of dead silence and in- 
quiring lool^. Boboi't looked into 
Ills face gravely and attentively. 

When he had so inspected him a 
little while, he turned to tliem all, 
iind he Eaid, in a deep and almost a 

" Hats off! " 

They all uncovered, and stood look- 
in;); like stricken deer at tiie old sol- 
dier as he lay. The red jacket had 
nothing tidtculons now. When it 
was new and bright it had been in 
great batdes. They asked themselves 
now, Had tliey really sneered at this 
faded rag of England's glory, and as 
tlvat ivithored hero 1 

" Did n't think the old man was a 
going to leave us like that," said one 

never ha wagged my tongue again 

Mrs. Maylield gave orders to have 
him carried up to lier gaitet, tind fbur 
stout ruslies, two at hia head and two 
at his fbet, took him up the stairs, 
nnd hid him there on a decent bed. 
When Rachael saw the clean floor, 
the little cai-pet round the fbot of the 
bed, the bright walls and windows, 
and the snowy sheets, made ready for 
her grandfather, she bid her face tind 
wept, and said but iwo words, — 
"Toolatol too late I" 

As Kachael was following - her 
grandfather op the stairs, she met 
Hickman : that worthy bad watched 
tills sorrowibl business in silence; he 
had tears in his eyes, and, coming to 
her, he whispered in her ear, " Ra- 
cbao!, don't fret, — 1 will not desert you 
now." On the landing, a moment 
ailer, Bachael mot Robert Hathorn : 
he said to her, " Rachael, your grand- 
fiitlior trusted you to me.' 

When Hicfeman Bsid that to her, 
Rachael turned and looked at him. 

When Robert said that to her, 
she lowered her eyea aw»y from 



CHAPTER III. 

Tbb poor battered soldier lay some 
hours between life and death. Just 
before sunrise Uachael, who hod 
watclied him all night, and often 
moistened Ms tcmpleit with vinegar, 
opened the window, and, as the morn- 
ing air came into the room, a change 
for the better was observed in the 
patient, — a slight color stole into his 
pale cheeks, and he seeined to draw 
a fuller breath, and hia heart beat 
more perceptibly. Rachael kneeled 
and prayed for him, and tJien she 
prayed to him not to leave her 
alone; the suu had bei:n up about 
an hour, and came fiery bright into 
the white-washed room ; for it looked 
towards the east, and Corporal fat- 
rick's lips moved, but without uttering 
a sound. Eaciiael prayed for him 
again most fervently. About nine 
clock his lips moved, and tliis time 
he spoke ; — 

" — Roar rank, right wheel ! — " 

The n mom t a I ht It 
into liis }e His I lis ted tip n 
Rachaei ; h miled feebly b con 
Ecntedly, h n 1 sed h yea and 
slumbered awi 

Corporal P ti k 1 ed B t 
was a noa h ng j neai h ng 

dents we call lu k, — wh n M 
MayHeld's Tom rode for the doctor, 
the doctor was providBnUally ont. 
Had he been in, onr tale would be 
now bidding farewell to Corporal 
Patrick, — tor- this doctor was one of 
the pig-sticking ones. He loved to 
Btah men and woniou ivith a tool tluit 
bos slain far more ihan the sword in 
modem days ; it is called " the lan- 
cets" Had he found a man insensi- 
ble, he would have stabbed him, poor 
man ! he always stabbed a fellow- 
creature when he caught it insensible : 
not very generous, was it^ — now, 
had he drawn from tliose old veins 
one fablespoonfnl of that red fluid 
which is the life of a man, the aged 
man wonld have come to his sensea 
only to auk the next heur,and die for 
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want of riiat vital Etveam stolen from 
him by ruJo. 

As it WRS, he bceathed, oad . came 
back to life by slow degrees. At 
first his right arm was powerless; 
then he coiild not move the tight leg ; 
but at last ho recovered the use of bts 
limbs, hut remitineil feeble, and his 
poor head was sore confnsed : one mo- 
ment ho would be quite himself; an- 
other, his memory of recent events 
would bo obscuretl, — and then he 
would shake his head and sigh. But 
nature was strong in him ; and he got 
better, — but slowly. 

As. Eoon as he was able to walk, 
Bachael proposed to Mrs. Majfield 
to retnrn home, bnc Mrs. Hathom 
interposed, and Teqnested Bachael 
lake her own servant's place Ibr a 
other week, in order to let t^e s( 
vant visit her friend?. On the 
terms, Rachael remained, and did tlie 
work of the Hathoms' house, and it 
was observed that during this period 
more color came to her cheek, and 
her listlossiiess and languor sensibly 
diminished. 

She was Tery active and Kealons in 
her work, and old Hafhom was so 
pleased with her, that he said one da,y 
to Mrs. Hathorti ; " I don't care if 
Betsy never comes back at all; this 
one is worth a baker's dozen of her, 
this Hachael." 



mother to dei 
"lai 



, but I don't remember uiat ever I 
asked you." 

" No I no. I don't say that jou 
ever spoke yonv mind, Kohert; but 
you looked up iu my face, and showed 
yotir wish plain enough to mu eye ; 
and you seo a poor Hjolish body like mo 
does n't know how to say no to hci; 
boy that never vexed her. I shonlit 
have beeti a better friend to you if I 
had turned my head away, and made 
belipve not to seo what is in your 

Robert paused awhile, then, in a 
low, anxious voice, he whispered ; 
" Don't you like her, motlioi'? 

"Yes! I like her, my poor sold. 
What is there to dislike m her ^ But 
I don't know her." 

" But I know her a 



!a years acnn 



in ted," 









In the long ran," said Mrs. Hathom, 
somewhat dryly and thoughtfiiliy. 

" Betsy I " replied the former, con- 
temptuously ; " there is more sense in 
this Eachael's forefinger tlian in tliat 
wench's whole carcass." 

It was abont two days after this 
that the following conversation took 

Elace between Eobert Hathom and 
is mother ; — 
" Is it true, what I hear, that Mr. 
Patrick talks about going next, 

" Hare not they been here long 
enough, Robert? I wish they may 
not have been here too long." 

" Why too long, when you asked 
'' lo stay yoareelf, mother % " 



" Ton talk like a cliild I How c: 

you know a girl that comes from 

Btrai^ part P' 

" i'A answer for her, mother." 

" I would n't answer for any yoi 

wench of them all 1 1 '' ' — 

is very close ; ten to oi 
not an acquaintance of so 
or bad." 

" A had acqnaint 
Never I K yon had ss 
all the harvest-mouth, i 
spect herself and make others rt 
bar, you would see that girl 
could liave made a trip in her life." 
" Now, Robert, what makes you so 
I, like, if you have no misgivings 
about her 1 " 

Because, mother, I don't tliink 




o well as I do h< 



All the better," said Mrs. Ila- 
ihom, dryly; "makeup your mind 
to that." 

" Do not say so ! do not say so ! " 
said Robert, mteonsly. 

" Well, Robert, she does not hato 
you, you may bo siu-e of that. Why 









lyiRyV 
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country the likes better than 

__y I that is the wa, 

1 women. More lil 

afiaid of likinf; you too well, and 
m^ikiiiE; mischief in a family." 

" mother, do you think it ia 
thati" 

" There, I am a fool to tell you 
such things." 

" no, no, no I There ia no 
fi-iend like a mother." 

" There is no fool like a mother, 
that is my belief." 

*' No, no ! Give me some comfort, 
mother ; tell me you see some signs 
oflikinginher." 

" Wrfl, then, when she is quite 
sure yon are not looking her way, I 
can see her eye dwell upon you as if 
it was at home." 

" O, how happy yon make me ! 
But, mother, how yon must haye 
watched her ! " 

" Of course I watched her, and you 
too ; I have seen a long while how 

" But you never epoke to Eose, or 
myfetlier?" 

"If I had, she would have been 
turned out of the house, end a good 
job too; hut you would have fretted, 
yon know "; and Mrs. Hathom sighed. 

"Mother, I must kiss you. I shall 
iiEive courage to speak to Either about 

" Take a thought, Robert. His 

cousin. It would be a bitter pill to 
the poor old man, and his temper is 
very hasty. For Heaven's sake take 
1 thonght. I don't know what to do. 



lai 



"Im 



It do i' 



T is hasty, and he will 
be ancry, no doubt ; but after a while 
he will ^ve in, I don't ask him fa- 
vors eveiT day. Do you consent, 
mother t 

" O Kobert, what is the use asking 
me whether I consent ^ I have only 
one son, and he is a good. one. I am. 
afraid I could nut say no to your hap- 



bnt your father is not si 
as 1 am, and I am main aoui>rnu 
whether he will ever consent. I wish 
you conld think better tff it." 

" I wUi try him, mother, no later 
than to-day. . Why, here he comes, 
O, there is Mr. Casenower with him ; 
that is uulnei^. Ton get him away, 
mother, and I'D open my mind to 
father." 

Old Hathorn came past the win- 
dow, and entered the room where 
Robert and Mrs. Hathom were. The 
farmer stumped in, and sat down with 
some appearance of fatigue. Mr. 
Casenower sat down opposite him. 

That gentleman had in his hand a 
cabbage. He was proving to the 
liirmec that this plant ia move nutri- 
tions than the potato. Thelheoiywas 
German in the first instance. " There 
are but three nourishing principles in 
all food," argued Mr. Casenower, 
" and of those, what we ciJl ' flbiine ' 
is the most effective. Now, see, I 
put my nail to this stalk, and it 
readily I'eduoes itself to a bundle of 
little fibres ; see, those are pure fi- 
brine, and, taken into the stomach, 
make the man mnscolar. Can auy- 
thii^ be clearer ? " 

iSlr. Hathorn, who had shown 
symptoms of impatience, replied to 
this eftect : " That he knew by per- 
sonal experience that cabbage turns 
to nothing but hot water in a man'a 
belly." 

" There are words to come out of a 
man's mouth I" objected Mrs. Ha- 

"Better than cabbage going iula 
it," grunted the farmer. 

" Ah, yon know nothing of chemis- 
try, my good ftiend." 

" Well, sir, yon say there is a deal 
of heart in a cabbage 1 " 

"I do." 

" Then I tell yon what I'll do with 
you, sir. There is some fool has 
been and planted half an acre of cab- 
bages in my bai'ley-field — " 

" It wH-s not a fool," put in Mrs. 
Hathom, sharply, " it was me." 
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" It Avas not B fool, you sec, sir ; it 
wns a woman," lesponcted Hatliom, 
mi.L'hty dryly. " Well, air, jou train 
on tho Dame's cabbages for s, month, 
and all that time I 'II eat nothing 
stronger than beef and bacon, and at 
the end of the month I'll fight you 
for a pot of beei', if yon are so mind- 









right if jon took him nn, sir, with his 
e»me leg ; but I don't hold wilh cab- 
bages for all that ; a tnmip is watery 
enongli, but a cabbage and a sponge 
are pretlj mneh one, it seems to me." 

" Mr. Cosenower," put in Mrs. Ha- 
lliom, " did n't yon promise to show 
me a pansy in your gafden, that is to 
win the next prize at Wallingford t " 

" I did, ina am, bat you Ehould not 
call it ' Panay ' ; ' Henrt'6-ease ' is bad 
enough, without going back to ' Pan- 
ey.' Viola iria^or is Hie name of tho 



— the scientific xe 






e that 



ickoKi nnme most be the 
ia easiest l» remember. Now, pansy 
is a deal easier to remember than 
' vile tricolor/ " 

"I am at your service, Mrs. Ha- 
thom ; como along, tbr Heaven's 
sake"; and otF bustled Mr. Csse- 
nowcr towards the garden with Mrs. 
Hathom. 

" Father," said Eobert, after 
uneasy pause, " I have something 
Bay to yon, very particular." 

"Have you, though? well, out 
with it, my lad 1 " 

At tfiis moment, in bustled Mr. 
Casenower again, " Mi", Kobert, 
I fbrgot someUiing. Let me tell you, 
now I think of it. I want you to 
find out this Bebecca Held for me. 
She lives somewhere near, within a 
few miles. I don't exactly know how 
many. Can't you find her ' ° " 



"Why, sir," Kaid Robert, "it is 

[6 looking for one poppy in a field 

standing wheat." 

" Ko, no I When yon go to mar- 
ket, ask all the fiirniers from different 
parishes whether they Isnow her," 

" Haw, haw, haw I " went Haihoin, 
or. "Yes, do Robert Hi 



Father thinks yon will make m- 
the laughing sCocI,. ol the market 
 "smdRobei-t with o fitmt smile 
. nevei' mind him, sir I shall tn 



I mm 

"Father," began "Robert ; but be- 
fore he could open his subiwit, voices 
were heard ontsiile, and Mrs. May- 
field came in, followed hy Kichard 
Hickman. 

" Tic ! lie I tic!" said poor Robert, 
peevishly, for he foresaw endless in- 

Mr. Hickman had been for eome 
minutes past employed in the agree- 
able occupation of bringing Mrs. May- 



) the T 



■„ for V 



,Mrs.Mayfield did n 
to be brought to the point that foiv3- 
noon. One of those reasons was, 
that, although she liked Hickman 
well enough to marry him, she liked 
somebody else better, and she was 
not yet sure as to this person's in- 
Isntions. She wanted, therefore, to 
ho certain she could not have Paul, 
before she committed herself io Peter. 
Now, ceilain ladies, when they do 
not want to be brought to the point, 
have ways of avoiding it tJiat a man 
woald hardly hit upon. One of 
them is, to be constantly moving 
nbont ; for, Ihey argue, " If he can't 
pin my body to any spot, he can't pin 
my soul, for my soni is containcct in 
my body" ; and there is a, certain vul- 
gar philosophy in this. Another is, 
to be absorbed in some small mal- 
I ter, that just then they cannot do 
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Jnstico lo the larger question, and 
modeatiy postpone it. 

" Will I be yonra till death ns 
pact? now, bow can I fall you ji 
now^ SQch a quesdon demands 
least some attention ; and look 
CMa hole in my lace collar, which I 
am mending ; if I don't give n 
whole soul to it, how em I mend 
properly 1 " 

Mr. Hickman had no sooner shown 
Mrs. Mayfield that he wanted 
bring her to the point, than he found 
liimself in for some hard work ; twice 
he had to ci'osa the fai'm-yard with 
her ; he had to take up a sickly cMek- 
ert and pronounce upon its ailment. 
He had to get some milk in a pail 
and give one of her calves a drink, 
lie had to bring one cow from pad- 
dock to stall, and another from stall 
to paddock. Heaven know why; 
and when all this and minch more was 
done, the lady caught sight of onr 
friends in the Hathorna' ititohen, and, 
crying briskly, " Come tliifi way," 
led Mr. Hickman into company where 
she knew he could not press the in- 
opportune topic. 

■' Cnrse her I " matlfirod the 






1 her i 



llie Hathorus' kilchen. 

After the nsual greetings, the fiirm- 
ei', obioi'ving Robert's impatience, said 
to Hickman: " If yon will excuse 
me tor a minute, &rmer, Robert 
wants to speak to me ; we are going 
towards the bum." He then beck- 
oned M.TA, Mayfield, and whispered 
in her ear : "Don't let this one set 
yon against ny Robert, that ia wortli 
a hundred of him." 

JJrs. Mayfield whiapered in return : 
" And don't lot yonr Robert shilly- 
shally ,so, because this one does not 
— you understand — " 

'* All right," replied Hathorn ; 
" ten K> one if it is not you he wants 
to apeafc (o me about." 

Hathorn and his son then sann- 
tered into the ferm-yard, and Hick- 
man gained what he had been trying 
for so long, a quiet tfte-6-i^e wi^ 
Mrs. Mayfield ; fur all that, if a 



woman la one of those that have a 
wish. It lb dangerous to drive her to 

"Well, Mrs Mijfield," said he, 
quietly bnt firmly, " I am courUna 
you this SIX months, and now I 
should be glad to haie my answer. 
,' Yea,' or ' no,' if yoii please." 

Mi-a. Mayfield sidled towards the 
window; it commanded the farm- 
yard. Robert and his lather were 
walking slowly up and down by the 
aide of the farm-yard pond. Mrs. 
Mayfield watched them intently, then, 
half turning towards Hickman, she 
said slowly ; " Why, as to that, Mr. 
Hickman, you have oertrunly come 
after me awhile, and I 'II not deny I 
you very good company ; but I 



have seen married o 



and made a 



)ad-tempere 
fourselfi" 



, any i 






yourselfi' 

" O no I I have no &ult to find 
with you, — only we have not been 
acqntunted so very long." 

" That is a faolt will mend every 

" Of course it will ; well, when you 
settled on Bix, we shall see you 
mostly every day, and then we shall 
know one another better; for, if you 
have no iaidts, I have; and then you 
ill know better what sort of a oar- 
gain yon are making : and then — 
- will ace about it." 
Better tell the truth," said the 
all-observant Hickman. 
'Thetrnthl" 

'Ay, that the old man wants yon 

marry Bob Hathorn. 0, I am 

down apon him Hiia many a day." 

"Robert Hathorn is nothing to 

1," replied the Mayfield ; " but, since 

you put him in my head, Icon&ssI 

might do worse." 

" How could yon do worse than 
marry a lad who has nothing bnt his 

Mi's. May field, looking slyly through 
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d Eobcrt nnd his 



the wijidoiv, 

father to be ja eavnest tonTersaiion ; 
this somewhat colored her answer- 
She replied quickly, " Better poor nnd 
honest, tJian lialf rich and three parls 
of a vogue ! " 

" Is that for me, if yon please ? " 
sadd Hickman, calmly but filial;. 

" No 1 I don't say it is," replied the 
lady, fearful she had gone too fiir; 
" but still I wonder at your choosing 
this time for pvoasine me." 

"Why not this time, as wall as 
another, pray ? " and Hickman eyed 
ber intenllj, though secretly. 

" Why not 1 " said she, and she 
patised ; for the dialogue between Ea- 
*'■"-" and hi- °"" "'-" """■ "• ■■"'- 
., that th 

" Ay ! why not ? " repeated Hick- 

The iady turned on him, and, with 
"den change of I 
'!j, "Ask your 



a sudden change of manner, said ^ 



liarpij, '' 



I don't know what you mean I " 

" I '11 tell you. This old Pati-iek 
was miscalling you, when he fell ill 
They say it was a stroke of the sun, 
— maybe it was ; but I should isy 
passion had something to do with it 
too; the old man said words U> you 
thatnone of theothers noticed, but I 
did. lie said as much as that you 
had robbed some one of what is before 
life in this world." 

" Ay, and what ia before life; I won- 
der 1 said the satirical Hicltman. 

" Why, nolhing," replied the frank 
Mrs. Mayfield, " if you b;o to that ; 
bnt it is a common saying that a 
' good name is before life,' and tl^t is 
what the old man meant." 

" 1 wonder jiou should take any no- 
tice of wliat that old man says, and 
above ail hia daughter." 

"His daughter, Mr, Hickman 1 
Why, I never mentioned his dangh- 
ler, for my part. You have been and 
put your own brieka on my fbunda- 

Hickman looked confii'J"d. 
"You are a fool. EiHiaid Hiik- 
man 1 You Imye told me mnie than 



I knew, and I sec more than you tell 
me. You have led that girl aslray, 
and deserted her likely, you little 
scamp!" (Hickmanwas'fiyefootten.) 
"Konsensol" put in Hickmiui. 
" That Eachael shall never come be- 
tween you and me ; but I 'II tell you 
who the girl stands between : yon and 
your Bobert, that the farmer wants to 
put in the traces with yon against his 



Hiekman answered coolly ; " Thank 
yon for the compliment, t 






iho truth. You see, when a 
ippediip in a, woman, as I am 
, he finds out everything that <x 



me that Robert is as fond of her as a 

"HefondofthatEachael? No!" 
"Why, Hachnel is a well-looliing 
lass, if you go to that." 

"And BO she is," pondered Mrs. 
MayMd ; and in a moment many lit- 
tie circnmstances in Robert's conduct 
became clear bythis new light Hick- 
man bad given her. She struggled, 
and recovered her outward composure. 
" Well," said she, stcntly, " what is it 

"Why, not mach, I hops, Give 
me your hand. Rose ; / don't faney 
any girl but you. And name the day, 
if yon will be so good." 






1 Mayfield, 



nearly crying with ' 
won't many any of you, — a set of 
TogxKS and blockheads. And, if it is 
true, 1 don't thank you for telling me. 
You ate a sly, spitcfiil dog, and I 
don't care how often you ride past my 
house without hooking bridle to the 
gate, Dick Hickman." 

Hickman bit his Jipa, btit he kept 
his temper. "What! all this because 
Bob Hatiiorn's taste is not so good na 
mine ! Ought I to suffer for his fol- 

"0, it is not for that, don't think 
it I But I don't want a lover tlint 
has mined other women; it is not 
lucky, to say the least" 
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"What, all this, bccanso a girl 
jumped into m J firms onodiiy? VVhy, 
I am not go hard upon you. I hear 
talcs about jon.yon know, bnt I only 
lanffli, — even abont JTraak !Pwcfield 
and you." (Mrs. Mayfleld gave alit- 
tlo start.) " Neither you nor I are an- 
gels, you know. WliT should we be 
hard on one another f 

Mrs. Mayfield, red as fire, inter- 
mpted him. " My faults, if I have 
any, have hurt ine only; bat yours 
never hnvt you, and ruinod others ; 
and you say no more about me than 
yoa know, or yon iviil get a slap in 
the mouth, and there 's my door ; you 
take it at a word, and I 'II excuse any 
further visits from you, Mr. Hick- 



or, and a flashing eye, lej 
nothing for Hickman but to retire, 
^ich he did, boiling with indignation, 
moctificaaonyand revenge. " This is 
all along of Bachael. She has blown 
ma," muttered he, between his teeth. 
" I have got the bag ; you sha' n't gain 
aiwtliing by it, Rachael I " 

It will be remembered thnt whon 
Patrick lay dying or dead, as he sup- 
posed, this Hickman had a good im- 
pulse, and totd Baehnel he would 
never desert her r in this ho was per- 
fectly sincere at the moment. People 
utterly destitute of principle abound 
in impulses. They have good im- 
pulses, which generally come W ~-''- 



Mr. Hickman had time to think 
over his gooil impulse, and, e«cording- 
ly, he thought belter of it, and found 
that Rose Mayfldd was Coo great a 
prize to resign. He therefore kept 
out of the way more than a week (a 
ensplcious circumstance, which Mrs. 
Mayfleld did not fiul to conple with 
old Patrick's words), and hie pity for 
Rachael evaporated in all that time. 
" What the worse is she for me now ■> 
Hang her, I oiftred her money, and 
what not ; hut I suppose nothing will 
serve her turn but hooking mo for 



Itw 






Rachael would do al! she 
could to ruin his suit with Mrs. May- 
fleld, and when he got the " sack," or, 
as be vulgarly culled it, "the b^, 
he attributed it, in spite of Rose May- 
field's denial, to some secret revela- 
tion on Raohaol's part, and a furious 
impulse to be. revenged on iier took 
possession of bim. 

Kow this bad impulse, nntike lua 
good one, had no timo Co cool. As 
he went towards the stable, the Devil 
woald have it ho should meet Robert 
Hathonj, At sight of him our worthy 
acted upon bis impnlse. Robert, who 
was coming hastily from his father, 
with his brow knit and his counte- 
nance flushed, woiUd have passed 
Hickman with the usual greeting, 
but Hickman would notlethimoffso 
easily. 

" What, so yon have got my old 
laas here still. Master Robert V 

" Tour old lass 1 Not that I know 
of." 

" Eachael Wright, yon know." 

"Rachael Wright yonr lass I " 

" Ay 1 and a very nice lass too, till 
we fefl out. She gave me a broad 
hint jost now, but I am for higher 
game. Yon could not lend me a spur, 
conld you, Mr. Robert? Mine is 
broken. 

"No." 

" Never mind ; good rooming I 
good morning I " 

Hickman's looks and contemptuous 
tones had eked ont the few words 
with which he had stabbed Robert, 
and, together with the libertine char- 
acter M the man, had effectually 
blackened Eachael in Robert's eyes. 

This done, away wont the poisoner, 
and chuckled as he went. 

Robert Hathom stood pale as denth, 
looking after liim. To this pttipefac- 
tion snccceded a feeling of sickness, 
and a sense of despair, and Hobertsat 
down upon the shaft of an empty 



theg] 



ivi.h s 
,t his feet. 



Hostec by Google 



CLOUDS AKD StlKSHINE. 



were inexpressiHy bitter. Where 
WBS he to liope to find a. woman he 
could respect, if this piiragou was a 
girl of loose coniluct 1 Then came re- 
morse ; tor llijs liachael he had this 
moment nil but quarrelled with his 
father, — their first serious misimder- 
Btanding. A^er a, fierce stm^le 
witli himself, he forced himself to see 
that she nniBt be wrenched out of his 
heart. He rose, pale but stem, after 
a silent agony tbat lasted a foil hour, 
though to liim it seemed but a minute, 
and went and looted after his ^iJier. 
He fonnd him in the barn watching 
the threshers, but like one who did 
not see what he was looking at. His 
conntenance was fallen and sad ; the 

Ct and long-cherished wisli of his 
t had beSi shalten, and by iiis 
sou ; and then ho had given that son 
bitter and angry words, and Uu'eatened 
Tijni ; itnd that son had answered re- 
spectfully, hut firmly as iron, and the 
old man s heart hegan to sink. 

He looked np, and there was Rob- 
ert, pale and stem, looking steadfast- 
ly at him, with an expression he 
cjuite misqnderstood. Old Hathom 
Lfted his head, and said sliarply and 
bitterly to his son : " Well 1 "^ 

" Father," said Eobert, in a lan- 
guid voice, '* I ant come to ask your 

Farmer Hatfiorn looked astonished. 
Eobert went on. 

"ni marry any woman yon like, 
fether, — they are all one to mo now." 

" Why, what is the matter. Bob ? 
that is too mnch the other way." 

"And if I said anytliing to. vex 
you, forgive me, father, if jou 



pU 



' No 1 no ! no ! " cried old Hatliorn, 
o more abont it, Bob ; there was 
one to blame but my hasty temper, 
no more about it. Why, if the 
ir chap hasn't taken it quit© to 
irt, hasn't a morsel of color left in 

' Never mind my looks," gasped 



me happier than I ha,ve been any 
time this twenty jLii I 

" I am glad of it gasped Robert 
"I'll look to this if ion haie iny 
thing else to do He wanted to b^ 

" Thank yon Bob I w ant to f,o 
into the villa^ loepupjoui heart 
my lad. She is the best looking wo 
mau I kiion, with (he best neart 
I ever met, and I am oldti than yon 
and you see the worst of her the fiitit 
day i her good gart you are never at 
the bottom of ; it is jnst the contrary 
with the sly ones. There, there ! I '11 
say no more. Goodby." And away 
went ihe old iarmer, radiant. 

"Be happy," sobbed Robert; "I 
am glad thoi-e is one happy." And 
he sat down cold as a stone in his fa- 
ther's place. After a while he rose 
and walked lisUessLv about, till at last 
lus feet took him Oirough habit into 
his &th^'s kitchen; on entering it, 
his whole frame took a sudden thrill, 
for he found Rachoel there tying np 
her bundle for a journey. She had 
hemd bis step, and her head was 
tmned away from the door ; btit near 
her was a small round old-lashioncd 
mirror, and, glancing into this, Rob- 
ert saw that tears were stealing down 



CHAPTER IV. 
Old Hathorn paced down the v 



iieil. But two hours ago Eobert had 
told him he loved Eacbael, and had 
asked his leave to marry her, and in an- 
swer to his angiy, or, to speak more 
correctly, his violent reftisal, had told 
him his heart was bound up In her, 
aud he would rather die than morry 
any other woman. What could have 
w ted h dd n h nge n h 
! Maybe I h 11 
con Indmg refl 
dhwwnh hddfd 
d h f m n m f 
p 1 I Ah 
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passed tlie village public-liouse ho was 
hialisd from the parlor window ; he 
looked up, and at it was Parmer Hick- 
man, mug in hand. Now, to tell the 
truth, Hathom was not averse to ale, 
especially at anothor man's expense, 
and, thought he, " Farmer is getti-ag 
beery, looks pretty red in the face ; 
however, 1 '11 see if I caii't pnmp some- 
thing ont of tii"' and Hcrao." So ho 
jomed Hickman; and in aboat half 
n hour he also was redder in Che face 



thai 






If the wit 38 oat when the wine ia 
in, what ranst it be when the beer is in ? 

Old Hathom and Hickman were 
much freer over their glass than they 
had ever been before, and Hathorn 
piimped Hickmaii ; but inasmuch as 
Hickman desired to be pumped, and 
was rather cunninger half dmnk than 
Eober, tJie old fermer drew out of him 
nothing about Rose, but he elicited 
an artni) and villanous mixture of 
truth and ftdsehood abonC Eachael 
Wright i it was not a vague sketch 
like that with which he had destroyed 
Robert's happiness; it was a long, 
cironmstanlial history, full of discol- 
ored trntha and equivokes, and embel- 
lished with one or two good honest 
lies; but of these lliere were not many; 
poor Richurd could not he honest 
even in dealing with the Devil, — a, 
great error, since that personage is 
not to be cheated ; honesty is jour 
only card in any little transaclJon with 
him. The symposium broke up. 
Hickman's horse was led round, he 
mounted, bade Hathom good day, 
and went of. In passing the &rin 
his red face turned block, and he 
shook his list at it, and said, " l^ght 
it out now amongst ye." And the 
poisoner cantered away. 

In leading Bobert Hathom and 
others so far, we have shot ahead of 
some little matters which must not 
bo left behind, since withont them the 
general posture which things had 
reached when Eobert found Kaehael 
tying np her bundle could hardly be 
understood. 

When Mrs. Mayfiold gave Hickman 



" the sack," or, as ihat coarse young 
miin railed it," the bag," she was in 
a towering passion ; and, not being 
an angel, out a female witli decided 
viitues and abominable faults, she 
tvas justnowin anything hut a Chris- 
tian temper, and woe to all who met 

The first adventurer was Mr. Case- 






i, for 



of the honse, ii 
which she found she could hanlly 
breathe, and came towards her with 
a face nil wreathed in smiles. Mr. 
Gasenower had of late made many 
tenders of his affection to her, wliich 
she had parried, by positively refus- 
ing to see anything more than a jest 
in them; but Casenower, who woa 
perieotiy good-humored and light- 
hearted, had taken no offence at this, 
nor would he consider this sort of 
thing a refusal ; in short, he told her 
pl^nly (hat it gave him great pleasure 
to alfoM her meri'iment, even at his 
own esnense; only he should not 
leave ott hoping until she fook bis 
proposal into serious consideration; 
^at done, and his fate seriously pro- 
nounced, he told her she should find 
he was too much of a gentleman not 
to respect a lady's wifl ; only, when 
the final "No "was pronounced, he 
should leave tlie farm, since he could 
not remain in it and see its brightest 
attraction ^ven to another, Hwe he 
caught her on the side of hor good' 
nature, and she replied, " Well, I am 
yet. She said to hor- 



anvbody'i 
"The p 



'he poor soul seems happy 
her^ with his gai-deo, and his farm 
of two acres, and his nonsense, and 
why drive the silly goose away before 
the time 1 " so she suspended we linal 
"No," and he continued to offer ad- 
miration, and she to laugh at it. 

It must be owned, moreover, that 
she began at times to have a sort of 
humorous terror of this man. A 
woman knows by experience that it is 
the fate of a woman not to do what 
she would like, and to do jnst what 
she would rather not, and often, 
though apparently free, to be fettered 
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by sundry cobwclis, and driven into 
Eomo unwelcome corner by divers 
whips of gossamer. Ono dBv Mes- 
dnmes Hautorn and Mayileld had 
looked out of the parlor window into 
the garden, and fJiere they saw Mr. 
Caaenower, running wildly among the 
beds, with his hat in his hand. 

" What ia nn now 1 " said Mrs. 
Mayfield, acomfully. 

"I dare aay it is a butterfly," was 
the answer ; " he collects them." 
" What a fool he is, Jane." 
" He is a good soul for all that." 
" Foola mostly are, Jane ! " said 
Mrs. Mavfield, very solemnly. 



" Look at that man ; look at him 
well, if you pleaso. Of alt the men 
that peeler me, that is the one that is 
the moat ridiculous in my eje. Ha 1 
ha i (he batterfly has got safe over fho 
wall, I 'ra so glad ! — Jane 1 " 

"Well!" 

" Yon mark my words, — I sha' n't 
have the butterfly's luck. " 

" What do you mean 1 " 

" That man is to be my hashand I — 



that is all." 



willei 



rse he is, and so he will take 
me! I feel he will; Ican't bear the sight 
of him, sd he is sure to be the man. 
You will see ! you will see ! " and, 
casting on her couain a look that was 
a marrellons compound of fun and 
bitterness, she left the room brusquely, 
with one savage glance flung over her 
shoulder into the garden. 

I do not say that such misgivings 
were frequent ; this was once in a 
way ; still it was characteristic, and 
the reader is entitled to it. 

Mr. Casenower then came to Mrs. 
Mayjielil, and presented her a elove- 
pink from his garden ; he took ofT his 
hat with a flourish, and said, with an 
innocent, but somewhat silly playftil- 
neas, " Accept this, fair lady, in token 
t^flt some daj you will accept the 
grower." 

The gracious lady replied hy kno<ik- 



ing thepink out of his hand and say- 
ing, '"Hiat IS howl accept the pair." 

Mr. Casenower colo['«l Tcrj high, 
and the water came into his eyes ; but 
Mrs, Mayfleld turned her back on him, 
and flounced into her own house. 
When there, she felt she had been 
harsh, and looking out of the window 
she saw poor Casenower standing de- 
jected on the spot where she hod left 
him 1 she saw him stoop and pick up 
the pink ; he eyed it sorrowfnlly, 
placed it in his hosom, and then 
moved droopingly away. 

" What a brute I am ! " waa the 
Mayfield's first reflection. "I hate 
yon I " was the second. 

So then, being discontented with 
herself, she accumulated bitterness, 
and in this mood flounced into the gap- 
den, for she saw Mrs. Hathom there. 
When she reached her, she fonnd that 
her tousin was looking at Eaehael, 
who was cutting spinach for dinner ; 
while the old corporal, sealed at some 
little distance, watched his grand- 
daughter ; and as be watched her his 
dim eye lighted every now and then 
with affection and intelligence. 

Mrs. Mayfleld did not look at the 
picture ; all she saw was Bachael ; 
and after a few trivial woi-ds she said 
to Mrs. Hathom in an undertone, but 
loud enongh to be heard by Unchad : 
" Are these two going to live witli us 
altogether ? " 

Mi's. Hatborn did not answer ; she 
colored and cast a deprecating look at 
her cousin : Kachael Toso from her 
knees, and said to Patrick in an un- 
dertone, the exact counterpart of Mrs. 
Mayfield's : " Grandfiither, we have 
been here long enough, eome " ; and 
she led him into the honse. 

There is a digniOf in silent, unob- 
trusive sohdw, and some such dignily 
seemed to belong to this village girl, 
liachael, and towaitnpon alldiesaid 
or did; and this seemed to put every- 
body In the wrong who did or said 
— thing against her. When she led 
her grandfather with those few 
— J vrords, in the utterance of 
; beti'ayed no particle of 



off her 
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anger or Tnque, Mi's. Hadiom cast n 
glancGofnmid reproach at her cousin, 
and she herself tnrned palur directly ; 
bnt she replied to Mrs. Hathorn's look 
only by a disdainful toss of the head ; 
and; not choosing to talk upon the sub- 
ject, she fionncod in again and shut 
herself up in her own parlor ; there 
she walked up and down like a little 
hyena. Presently she caught sight of 
the old farmer, standing like a statue, 
near the very place where Kobert had 
lef^ him after announcing his love 
foe Gaehael, and his delKmiJnatian Co 
marry no other woman. At sight of 
the firmer, an idea struck Mrs. May- 
fleld : " That Hickman is a liar, after 
all ; don't let me be too hasty in be- 
lieving all this about Bohert and that 
gill. I '11 draw the farmer." 

"I'll draw the farmerl" My refined 
reader is looking ttt me to explain the 
lady's phraseolo^. That which in 
country parlance is called " drawing " 
is also an art, O pencil 1 — men that 
have lived thirty or forty years, and 
done business in this wicked world, 
learn to practise it at odd times. Wo- 
men luive not to wait tor that; it is 
born with most of them an iustiact, 
net an art. It works thus ; you sus- 
pect something, but yon don't know : 
you catch some one who does know, 
and you talk to him as if you knew all 
abont it. Then, if he is not quits on 
his guard, he lota out what you want- 
ed (0 Ijnow. 

Mrs. Mayfleld". walked up to Ha- 
tJiorii with a great appearance of 
nnpremeditated wrath, and s^d to 
him : " A fine fool jou have been 
making of me, pretending your Rob- 
ert looked my way, when he is over 
head and ears in lore with that Ra- 

'' 0," cried the farmer, " what, the 
fool has been and told you too 1 " 

" So it is ta-ae, then ? " cried the 
May Held, sliarply. 

Mochiavel No. 2 saw his mistake 
too late, and tried to hark back. 
■' No ! he is not over head and ears ; 
:t is all nonsense and foily ; it will 
lass ; you set your back to mine, and 



e will s( 



1 bring the ninny tt 



way I' 



I back you to force j'Onr son my 

' " cried Rose, in a fury ; " what 

re for your son or yon either. 

Cold fool ! let him maiTy his 
hael I the donkey will find wheth- 
er your mock-modest ones are bet- 
' ter or worse than the frauk ones, — 

"Rose," cried Ihe former, illumi- 
nated wilJi sudden hope ; " if you know 
anythiag against hei", you tell me, 
and 1 11 tell Robert." 

" No I " said she, throwing up her 
nose into the air in a manner pretty 
to behold, " I am no scandal-monger, 
— it i» your aff^r, not mine ; let him, 
marry nis Eachael, ha I ha ! oh 1 " 
and off she went, laughing with mal- 
ice and choking with vexation. 

There now remaned to insult only 
Robert and Mrs. Hathoi'n. But the 
Tirago was afl'aid to scold Mrs. Ha- 
thorn, who she knew would burst 
out cijing at the first hard word, and 
then she would have to beg the poor 
soul's pardon : and Robert she conid 
not find just then. Poor fellow ', at 
this very moment he was writliing 
umlei' Hickman's insinuations, and 
tearing liis own heart to pieces in his 
efibrts to tear Raehael from it. 

So the Mayfield ran up stairs to 
her own bedroom and locked herself 
in, fbr she did not want sense, and 
she began to see and feel that she was 
hai'dly saffe to'be ahout. 

Meantime Eachael had come to 
take leave of Mrs. Hathom; that 

rd lady remonstrated, hut feebly; 
felt that there would never be 
peace now till the poor ^rl was gone ; 
hut she insisted upon one thing; the 
old man in his weak state shouM not 
go on foot. 

" Tou are free to go or stay for me, 
Raehael," said she, " but, if^ you go, 
I will not have any harm come to the 
poor old man within ten miles of 
this door." 

So, to get away, Raehael consented 
to take a horse and cai-t of the farm- 
er's, and this Is how it came about 
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tliat Eobcrt found Rax^ael tying up 
her bundle of uloshes. Her tears 
foil upon her little bundle as slie tied 



CHAPTER V. 

BoBEitT Hathoen had found in 
Hiclcman's inainnalion a natmal so- 
lution of all that had puzzled him 
in Rachael. She was the deserted 
mistress of a man whom she stiJI 
loved, — acdugonthis he had apol- 
ogized to hia lather, had placed his 
future fal« with heart-sicic indifference 
in that father's hands, and had de- 
spaij'ed of the female 






d all hope of heart-happiness in 



rid. : 



■tall til 



1 ont of sight. She slood 
now netore him in person, and tlie 
sight of her, beauUfnl, retiring, anb- 
missive, aorrowful, smote his heart 
and bewildered hia mind. Looking 
t h r he could not see the possibility 
f h rea-ture having ever been 
H km s mistress. He accused him- 
If f having been t«o hasly; he 
w Id h e given worlds to recafi the 
w d that had made his falher so 
h ppy d was even on the point of 
1 g he kitchen to do so ; bnt on 
eeo d thoughts he determined to 

ad learn from Eaehael herself 
h thei'e was any truth in Hick- 
m uidal, and, if there was, to 

h k fhernomore. 

Wh are yon doing, Hachael ? " 
" I am rping "P my things to go, 
Master Robert." 



. irc very grateful, and wish we 
could make a return ; but that is not 
ir power. But grandfather is an 
man near his grave, anil he shall 
pray for von by name every niglit, 
and BO will I; so then, as we are very 
poor and have no hopes hut from 
Hea,ven, itis to be Oionght the Al- 
mighty will hear ns and bless you 
sleepily and waking: for being sogood 
to the unfortunate. 
Bobert hid his face in his hands a 

had ever spoken to him so warmly 
and so sweetly, and at what a moment 
ofdark suspicion did these words 
come to him 1 Robert recovered him- 
self, and eaii to Rachael, " Are jou 
sure that is the real cause of your 
leaving us so sudden t " 

Eadiaal looked peiplexed. "In- 
deed, I think so, Mr. Robert. At 
least I should not have gone this very 
(lay but for that." 

" Ah 1 but you know very well you 
had made up your mind lo go before 
that?" 

" Of course, T looked to go, some 
day ; we don't belong hare, grandfa- 
ther and I," 

" That is not it, either. Rachael, 
there is an ill report sprung up about 

"What is that, sirt" saidRachacI, 
with apparent coldness. 

" What is it 1 How can I look in 
your fkce and say anytiung to wound 



"Togi 

" Yes 1 we have been a burden to 
your mother some time; Etill, as I 
did the work of the house, I thougW 
my grandfiither would not be so very 
miiii in the way ; but I got a plain 
hint from Mrs. R^yfield just now." 

" Confound her ! " 



"No, si 
months of kindnsss for 
ill-humor. So I am going, Mr. Rob- 
ert, and now I have only to tliank 
you for all your kindoeas and civility. 



" Do something for me in return, 
dear Rachael ; toll me yonr story, 
and 1 11 believe your way of tellini' 
it, and not anothersT bnt, if yon wiS 
tell me nothing, what can I do but 
believe the worst, impossible as it 
seems 1 Why are you so sorroTffnl J 
Why are yoa so cold, like ? " 

"I have nothing to td\ yon, Mr. 
Kohert; ifany one has maligned mo, 
may Heaven forgive them ; if you be- 
lieve them, forget me. I ani going 
away. Out of sight, out of mind." 
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" What ! 



1 all 



d leave scandal liebind her 1 No i 
stay and face it out, and let ns pnt it 
down forever." 

" Why eliould I trouble myself to 
do that, sir t " 

" Because, if you do not, those who 
love you can love you no more." 

RaohacI sighed, but she wrapped 
herself in her coldness, and replied, 
•' But I want no one to love me." 

" Yoa don't choose that any one 
Btould ever marry you, then f 

" No, Mr. Kobert, I do not." 

" Yon Tvonld not an3\ver Richard 
Hickman so 1 " 

" Bichard Hickman 1 " said Ra- 
chael, taming pale. 

Wlieu sha turned pale, Robert 
turned sick. 

" Ho says as much as lliat you 
could not say ' No ' to him." 

" Eiebard Hickman speaks of me 
to yon ! " cried Itachitfll, opening her 
eyes wildly. Then in a. moment she 
was ice again. " Well, I do not 
speak of hira ! " 

" Rachiel," cried Robert, " what is 
all this^ For Heaven's sake, be 
frank with me. Don't make mo tear 
tie words out of you so; ^ve me 
somethintt to believe, or somewiing to 
forgive, i should believe anjlJiing 
you told me : I am afrdd I should 
forgive anything you had done." 

" I do not ask you W> do either, 

" She will drive me mad ! " cried 
Robert, frantically. " Rachael, hear 
me. I love yon more than a woman 
was ever loved before ! You talk of 
being grateful tfl me. I don't know 
ivhy you should, but you say so. If 
you are, be generous, be merciful I I 
[cave it to yon. Be my wife ! and 
;hen, perhaps, you will not lock your 
icart and your slory from your hus- 
)and. I cannot believe ifl. of yon. 
Ton may have been maligned, or yon 
nay have been deceived, hut you can- 
lot bo guiky. There ! " cried he, 

'ildly, "no word hut onel Will 

ou be my wife, Kachael ? " 



lUchael did not answer, at least iu 
words ; she wept silently. 

Bobei't looked at her despairingly. 
At last he repeated his proposal al- 
most fiercely : " I ask yon, Rachael, 
will you be my wife ! " 

As he repeated this question, who 
shoold siantt iu the doorway but Mrs, 
Mayfleld. She was transfixed, petri- 
fied, at these words of Robert ; but, 
being a proud woman, her impulse 
was (o withdraw instantly, and hear 
no more. EFe she n'as out of hear- 
ing, however, Rachael replied. 

"Forgive me, Mr. Robert! I most 
refuse you ! " 

" Yoa refuse Ki be my wife 1 " 

" I do, sir ! " but still she wept 

Mrs. Mayfield, as she retreated, 
heard the words, but did not see the 
teai-s. Bobert saw the tears, bat 
could not understand Hiem. He gave 
a hasty, desp^ring gesture, to show 
Rachael that he had no more to say to 
her, and then he flung himself into a 
choir, and laid his brow on the table. 
Rachael ghded sotlly awaj. At tbe 
door she looked bact on Boberl, with 
her eves thick with tears. She had 
le when Rose 

gently down opposite Robert, and 
watched him intently, with a counte- 
nance in which the most opposite feel- 
ings might be seen strugghng fur the 
mastery. 



CHAPTER TI. 

Robert lifted his head, and saw 
Mrs, Mayfield. He spoke to her sul- 
lenly. " So you turn away our ser- 

"Not I," replied Mrs. Mayfield, 
sharply. 

" It is not we that send away Ra- 
chael, itisyou." 

"Itellyouno; do you believe that 
girl before me V " 

" You affronted her. What had 
she done to you I " 

" I only just asked her how long 
she meant to stay here, or something 
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]iki! that. Hang rae if I rememlser 
■what I said to hsi- ! They are a bad 
breed, all these girls ; naugbty and 
Kpiteful ; you can't say a word but 
they snap your head off." Mrs. May- 
field B^d no more, for at tlmt moment 
Eachaisl came into the room with hei' 
grandfether and Mve. Hathorn, who 
appeared U> be smoothing matters 

" "So, Daddy Patrick," said she, in 
answer to some obaerva^on of the old 
man's, " nobody senda you away ; 
yon leave ns good friend, and yon 
are going to diinl^ a cup of ale with 
ns before you go." 

A tray was then brought in and a 
jugof ale, and Patrick lU'ank his m\ig 
M ale slowly ; but Rachael put hers to 
her lips and set it down again. 

Then Robert went and sat on the 
window-seat, aud there he saw them 
bringing i-onnd Hie wagoa to carty 
away Bachael and her grandfather. 
His heart turned dead-aick witMn 
biu. He looked round for help, and 
looking round he saw Mrs. Mayficld 
bending on him a look in which he 
seemed tw read some compassion, 
blended with a good deal of pique. 
In his despair be appealed t« lier ; 
" There, tliey are really going ; is it 
iair to send away like that iolk that 
Iw.Te behaved so well, and were mind- 
ed to go of ihemseivBs only mother 
asked them to stay ? See how that 
makes us look ; and you that were al- 
ways so kind-hearted, Mrs. Mayfield. 
Eoae, dear Rose 1 " 

Mrs. Mayfield did not answer Roth- 
ert, whose appeal was made to her in 
an undertone; but she said to Mrs, 
Hathorn ; " Jane, the house is yours ; 
keep them if it xnil^ 'you, I am sore 
it is no business of mlue." 

" 0, thank you, Rose ! " cried Rob- 
ert ; but his tnanks were cut short by 
the voice of the elder Hathorn, who 
bad just come in from the yard. 
" They are going,", said he, " I make 
no compldnt against them. There 
is no ill-will on either side ; bnt I 
say they ought to go, and go they 



" Gio they slmll 1 " eakl the old cor- 
porid, with a mystified look. 

The fiirmer spoke with a firmncsa 
and severity, and even with a cci'tain 
digni^ ; and all felt he was not in a 
mood to he trifled with. 

Robert answered humbly: "ITa- 
ther, yoo are master here, — no one 
gainsays yon ; hnt you ai'e a just 
man. If you were to be cruel 10 the 
poor and honest, you would be sorry 
for it all your days." 

Before the farmer could answer, 
Rose Mayfield put in hastily ; " There, 
bid them stay, — you see yonr eon 
holds to the girl, and you will have 
to marry them one day or other, and 
so best, — that will put an end to all 
the nonsense thq' talk about the boy 
and me. I dara say Robert is fool 
enough to think I wanted him for 
mysdf." 

"I, Mrs. Mayfield? never. What 
makes you fancy that ? " 

" And," cried Mrs. Mayfield, as if 
a sudden light broke in upon her, 
"what are we all doing here ? wa 
can't help folks' hearts. Kohert lovra 
her. Are we to peisecnte Robert, 
an innocent lad, that never offended 
one of us, and has been a good son 
to you, and a good fiiend and brother 
to me ever since we could walk i 1 

ink the Devil must have got into 
-heart; hnt I shall turn bim out, 
jthei' he Ukes or no. I say he shall 
have the girl, old man ; and, more 
thou that, I have irot a, thousand 
pounds loose in Wdlingford Bank ; 
they shall have it to stock a farm ; 
it ]s little enough to give Robert, —  
I owe. him more than that for tjx- 
moor, let alone years of love iind 
good-will. There'now, he is going 
to ciT, I suppose. Bob, don't cry, 
for Heaven's sake; I can't abide lo 



" You are crying yoursell. Rose," 
whimpered Mrs. Hathorn. 

" If I am, I don't feel it," replied 
Mrs. Mayfield. 



nyh 
vhetl 
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Eachaet trembled ; bni she soid in 
her low, firm voice ; " We are going 
away of our own accord, MiatiBss 
MajfieU, and we thank yon kindly 
foe ihis, and fbr all, — bot we are 
going awny." 

" Ton don't love Hobert, then '! " 
" No, Mrs. Mayiieltl," said Ra- 
chael, with the air of one confessing 
theft or sacrilege, ,"I don't love Mr, 
Robert ! " and she lowered her eyes 
with their long lashes, and awaited 



" Tell liiat to the men," replied 
Eose, " yoa can't draw the wool over 
a sister's eye, yonng lady." 

"The yonng. woman is the only 
one among you that has a gnun of 
sense," sajd old Halhorn, roughly. 
" Why don't yoa let her alone, — slie 
would thank you ibi-it." 

" Can you read a woman's words, 
yon old ass 3 " was (he contemptuons 

" I am not an ass, yonng woman," 
Kaid Hathom, gravely and sternly, 
" and I am in my own house, which 
you seem to forget," — Rose coiored 
Tip to the eyes, — " and I am the 
master of it, so long as it is your 
pleasuve I should he here." 

"John !" criEd Mrs. Hathom, with 
a deprecating air, 

"And I am that yonng man's fa- 
ther, and it is his duty to listen to 
me, and mine not to let hira make 
a fool of himself. 1 don't pretend 
to be so particular as Robert is, — 
used to be, I mean, — and T was tell- 
ing him only yesterday, that suppose 
you have kicked over the traces a 
bit, aa you hove never broken your 
kueea, leastways ta our knowledge, 
Kose, it did not much matter." 

" "Thank jou. Daddy Hathom ; 
much obliged to you, I am sure." 

"But there 's reason in roasting of 
eggs ; this one hns been off Ihe 
course altogether, and therefore, I say 
again, she shows sense by going home, 
and you show no sense by trying ta 
Iteep her here." 

"Father," said Robert, "yon go too 
far ; we know nothing against Ra- 



, — ay, and he ra 
or why did you come to m( 
yard and eat humble pie 1 " 



had 1 

"Well?" 

" Well I how often has ho told the 
same lie of a doaen others ( thatisa 
common trick of Dick Hickman's, to 
pretend he has been thick witli a girl, 
that perhaps does not know his face 
from Adam's. Father, I can't believe 
a known liar's tongue against snch 
a face as that" 

Face as that 1 It is a cornel j oi 



but SI 






very straight in the lace jus 
and there 's more than a liar's tongue 
on t'otiier side, there 's chapter and 
verse, as tlje saying is." 

" I don't understand your hints, 
and I don't believe that blackguard's. 
I am not so old as you, but I have 
learned Ibat truth does not lie in 

"I'm older than jou, and a wo- 
man's foee can't make me blind and 
deaf to better witnesses." 

"There are no better witnesses! 
For shame, father I Hickman is no 
authority vrilh Hathorn." 

" But the Parish Register is an aa- 
thority," said the old man sternly, 
and losing all his patience. 

" The Parish Register 1 " 

"And if yon look at the Parish 



;rof 



Long Comptou, yon will 
a child she is the 



"ITather!" 

"Ask herselfl — yon see she does 

Al! eyes turned and fastened upon 
Rachael ; and those who saw her at 
this moment will carry her face and 
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her look to tlieir graves, bo foar 
was the snguish of a high spi' , 
ground into (lie (lust and shame ; hor 
body seemed that moment to 
pierced with a hundred poisoned 
rows. She rose white to hoc very 
iips, and stood in the midst of thent 
quivering like an aapan-leaf, her eyes 
preb^maturailj bright and lai^ and 
she took one uncertain step forwards, 
as if to fling herself on the weapons 
of scorn that seemed to hem her in ; 
aud she opened her mouih Wi speak, 
but her open lips trembled, and tiem- 
bled, and no sound came. And all 
tbe hearts round, even the old fiirm- 
er's, began now to freeze and fear 
at the Bight of this wild agony; and 
at last, i3tor many efforts, the poor 
soul would have said something, God 
knows what, bnt a sudden and most 
unexpected interruption came. Cor- 
poral Patrick was by her side, nobody 
saw how ; and, seizing her firmly l:^ 
the arm, he forbade her to speak. 

" Silence, giri ! " cried the old sol- 
dier, fiercely. " I dare you to say a 
word to any of them I" 

Thm Bachael tnmed and clung 
convulsively to his shoulder, and 
trembled and writhed there in ulence. 
All this while they had not observed 
the old man, or they would have seen 
that the mist had gradually cleared 
away &om his faculties ; his mind, 
brightened by his deep love for Ea- 
chael, was keenly awake to all that 
concerned her ; and so her old cham- 
pion stood io a moment by her side 
with scarce a sign left of age or weak- 
sesB, upright ondJirm as a tower. 

" Silence, girl 1 1 dare you lo say a 
word to any of them I " 

"There,^' sobbed Mrs. Hathom, 
" yon thought the poor old man was 
past understanding, and now yoa 
make him drink the bitter cup, as 
well as her." 

" Yes ! I must drink my cap too," 
BaM old Patrick. " I thought I was 
""'""'" ■'='"'"Tn,andlo die in peace; 



is but to 
The Faiish li 



>. Ifil 



[■6 a pack  



isthePai 



Register Icll you the man married 
lier with a wife living in another part 1 
Is it wrote down along with that 
cliild's name in the Parish Begister, 
how his father fell on his knees la hia 
mother, a, gul of seventeen, and 
begged, for the dear life, she wonld n't 
take tlie law of him and banish him 
thecouhtry? What was she to think ? 
could she think that, when his sick 
wife died, he'd reward her for spar- 
ing him by flying the country, not to 
do her right % The Parish Uegisler I 
You welcome this scoundrel to your 
house, and you hunt bis victim out 
hfco a v^bond, ye d— d hypocrites ! 
Come, Bachael, let us crawl away 
home, and die in peace." 

" No 1 no ! you must not go like 
that," cried Mrs. Hathom, and Eob- 
ert rose, and was coming to take bis 
hand; but be waved his staff fmiona- 
]y over his head. 

"Keep aloof,! bid ye all," he cried; 
" T have fought agiunst Bonaparte, 
and I demise small blackgnards." 
He seized Eachael and drew ber to the 
door: then he came back at them 
i^in ; "'Tie n't gnilt you have 
punished ; yon have insulced inno- 
cence and hard fortune ; you have in- 
sulted your own mothers, for yon 
have insulted me, aud I fought for 
them before the best and oldest of yon 
was bom, — no skulking before iJie en- 
emy, girl," — for Rachael was droop- 
ing and trembling, — "right sboul- 
dera forward, march i " and he almost 
tore her out of the house. He was 
great, and thundering, and terrible, in 
Uiis moment of fury; he seemed a 
giant and the rest but two feet high. 
Bis white hail streamed, and his eyes 
blazed defiance and scorn. He was 
great and terrible by hia passion and 
his age, and his confused sense of past 
battles and present msnlt. They fol- 
lowed him out almost on tiptoe. He 
Ufted Rachael into the wagon, placed' 
her carefully on a truss of hay in the 
wagon, and the cailei' camti to the 
horses' heads, and looked to the house 
to know whether he was to start now. 

Robert came oat and wont to Ea- 
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chael's side of the wagon, but ahe 
. turned her head away. 

" Won't you apeafe to me, En- 
chael t " mm Hohert. 

Kuchael turned hei' head away, and 

" Very well," said Eobeirt quietly, 
ve^ quietly. 

" Go on, cried old Halhom. 

The next moment there was s. fear- 
ful scream from the women, and Rob- 
ert was seen down among ^e horses' 
feet, and the carter was foi-cing them 
back, or the wagon would hare heen 
over him ; the carter dragged him up, 
— he was not hurt, but very pole ; he 
toid his mother, wlio came running 
to htm, that he had telt suddenly faint 
anxi had fallen, and he gave a sickly 
smile, and bade her not be frightened, 
he was better. 

Ease Mayhctd was as white as a 

" Go on," cried the farmer, again, 
!tiid at a word from the carter the 
tmrses diew the wagon out of the 
yard, and went away down the lane 
with Rachael and Patrick. 

They wore gone. 



CHAPTEB VII. 

CoEPOitAL Pateick was correct in 
bis det^ls ; the Pariah Relator gave 
a very vague outline of Rachael 
■Wright's history. Mr. Hickman had 
gone through dia eei-emony of morn'- 
mg her; nay, more, at the time, he 
had ftrraly intended the ceremony 
should be hinding, for his wife lay dy. 
ing a hnndi'cd miles oS, and Rachael 
had at this period great expectndons 
from her aunt, Mrs. Clayton. This 
Mrs. Clayton was the possessor of 
Bix Farm. She waa a queer-tem- 
pered woman, and a severe economist ; 
this difl not prevent her allowing Pat- 
rick and Rachael a yearly anm, which 
helped to maintain them In homely 
comfort. And she used to throw out 
mysterious hints that, at her death, 
tho pair would be better off than other 



relations of hers who dressed finor 
and held their heads higher at present 
Unfortunately tor Rachael, this annt 
was alive at the period when Hick- 
man'a bigamy was discovered by old 
Patrick. The said aunt had never 
done anything of the kind herself, 
nobody had ever married her illegslly, 
and she could not conceive how such 
a thing could take place without the 
woman being in fatilt as well as tho 
man ; bo she was very croas about it, 
and discontinued her good offices. 
The Corporal wished to apply the 
law at once to Hickman ; but be 
found means to disarm Rachael, and 
Rachael disarmed the old soldier. 
Rachael, young, inexperienced, and 
honest, was easily iuducsd to lielievQ 
in Hickman's penitence, and she never 
doubted that, upon his wife's death, 
who was known to be iocurabij; ill, 
Eichard would do hoc ample right. 
So meantime she agreed to do hei'self 
inhisSce. 

Mrs. Hickman died within a short 
time of the exposnre ; but, nnfortn- 
nately fbr EaohaeJ, another person 
died a week or (wo before her, and 
that person was Rachael's aunt. Ko 
will appeared, except an old one, 
which was duly cancelled by the old 
lady herself, in the following man- 
ner ; rirst, all the words wore inked 
out ivith a pen: secondly, most of 
them were seiatcWoutwiUiakniffe; 
lastly, a formal doecmeut was affixed 
and witnessed, rendering the said in- 
strument null as well as ille^- 
ble. This unfortunate testament be- 
queathed Bix Farm to Jack White, 
her graceless nephew. He had of- 
fendwl her after the will was niade, so 
she annulled the will. The graceless 
nephew conld afford to smile at these 
evidences of wrath ; he happened to 
be her heir-at-law, and succeeded to 
Bbc in the absence of all testament \o 
the contrary. Hickman was with hia 
dying wife in Somersetshire. The 
news about Bix reached him, and he 
secretly resolved to have nothing more 
to do with Rachael. To carry out 
tliis with more security, the wretch 



Hostec by Google 



2-22, 



CLOUDS AND SUNSHINE. 



wrote her affectionate Ictlcvs 
time to time, giving plansible exi 
Ibr rcmainiiig in Somerseteliiie ; and 
BO ho carried on the game for three 
monthB after his wii^ was dead ; he 
then quietlf dropped the mask and 

So matters went on for some years, 
until one day the graceless nephew, 
finding work a bore, aiinonnced Bix 
Farm to let. Poor Hickman had sot 
his heart niion this Bix, and, c 
coold not haTe it ibr his owi 
thought he should like to rent it 
he came up and made bis ol!er, 
vas accepted ae tenant. The rea 
reader knows, I believe; but what 



CHAPTER VIII. 

The events we have recorded had 
no sooner taken place, than a great 
ehanga seemed to come over Mrs. 
Mayneld. She went about her avo- 
cations BS usual, but not with, the 
RHmft nlfLfritv! and her spirits were 
wand then 
_ ... (female ser- 
vants, honest country wenches that 
were not sublimely mdifllerent, liko 
London domesdes, to eveiybody in 
the house but themselves, seeing the 
gloom of the house, and Mrs. Majfield 
continuallj' crying who never cried 
before, began to whimper for sympa- 
(hj, and l^e house was a cmnged 
house. Robert had disappeared ; and 
they all felt it was a charity not to 
ask where, or to go near him for a 
while: all but the mother, who could 
not resist the yearnings of a mother's 



chance evil should befell him. 

Mrs. Mayfield (hen, after many ef- 
fbrts lo go through her usual dudes, 
gave way altogefiier, and sat herself 
down in her own parlor, aud criod 



way, i 
onJybi 



over all the sorrow that had come on 
the &rm ; and as all generous natures 
do, if you give Ihem timo to think, she 
blamed herself more than any one else, 
and wished herself dead and ont of the 

f, , if by that means the rest could 
y be made happy as they used to bo. 
While she was in this m<Mid, her head 
buried in her hands, she beard a slight 
noise, and, looking up, saw a sorrow- 
ful face ,at the door : it was Mr. 
Caaeuower. 

"I am come lo bid you good by, 
Mrs, Mayfield," 

" Come to bid me good by 1 " 

" Yes ; all my things ai'O jMicked np 
except this, which I hope yon will do 
me flie favor lo accept, since I am 
going awayj and shall never tease yon 
again." 

" You never teased me, that I 
know," said Mrs. Mayfield, very 
gently. " What is it, sir ' " 

" It is my collection of birds' eggs : 
will you look at it ! "■ 

"Yes. Why, hero are a hundred 
different sorts, and no two kinds 

ikinda 1 1 should think not. 



Notv 






How beautifid they look when yon 
see thorn in such numbers I " 

" They are beaudfal. Nature is 
very skilfid; we don't take half as 
many hhits from her as we might. 
Do yon observe these eggs all of one 
color, — these deiicate bines, these ex- 
quisite dr^? If you ever wish ti 






eof tl 



. . of Ilia own head, I know, 
hoped we should make these experi- 
ments together ; but it was not to be. 
Good by, dear Mrs. Mayfield 1 " 

"OMr. Casenower ! I did not think 
you came to quarrel with me." 

" Heaven forbid 1 But yon love 
somebody elae." 

" No : I don't." 

" Yes : you know you do ; and you 
rejected me tills morning," 

"I remember I was rude to you, 
sir ; I knocked a flower out of your 
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hand. Does ihei, raaltle ia jour heart 

" J&s. Majfield, it is for your sake 
1 am going, not out of aagsr ' 
know that very well." 

" I know no such tiling, it is out of 
spile, and a pretty tiino to show your 
spite, when my heart is breaking. If 
you went to please me, you would 
wait till I bid you go." 

" Tou don't bid me go, tl 

"It does n't seem like it.' 

" You hid me stay 1 " 

"Not I, sir. Don't let me keep yon 
here against your will." 

"But it is not against my will; only 
you seemed to hate me this morning. 

" What signifies wliat I did tfiiE 
morning 1 " cried Mrs. Majfield, 
sliarply; "itis afternoon now. This 
morning they put mo out ; I w 
somebody to qoaicel with ; yon 
in my way, SO I quavrelled with you. 
Kow I have made yon all unhappy, si 
I am misa'able myself, as I deserve , 
and now I want somebody to comfort 
me, and you come lo me : but, iuslead 
of cumfortiugme, all you can t^inkof 
is to quarrel with me, — oh! oh! oh! 
This speech was followed by a flood 
of Mars. 

Casenower drew his chair close 
hcis, and took her hand, and promis 
to console her, — to die for her, if 
neeessaiT. 

" Tell me your trouble, said he, 
"and yon shall see how soon I will cnre 
it, if ft ftieod can cure it. Mrs. May- 

" Dear Mr. Casenower, Robert is in 
love with that Rachael, — the farmer 
has insulted her, and sent her and her 
grandfather away, — Robert is break- 
ing his heart; — and all this bM^n 
with a word of mine, thongh mat 
blackguaFd Hickman is more lo blame 
Etil). But T am a woman tJrnt likes to 
make people happy about me; I may 
say I five for that ; and now they are 
all unhappy ; and if I knew where W 
find a dose of poison I wonld not be 
long before I would take it this day. 
I can 't beav to make people unhappy, 
— oh! oh! oh!" 



"Don't cry, dearest," SMd Case- 
nower; "you shall have yonr wish; 
you shall make everybody happy I " 
- " O no, no 1 tluit is impossible 

"Ho such thing, — tliereisno mis- 
chief that cau't be cored. Look here. 
Rose, tiie old farmer k very fond of 
money ; Rachael is poor ; well, I am 
rich. I will soon find Robert a 
thousand pounds or two, and he slialt 
hare liie girl he lites." 

" Ah, Mr. Casenower, if money 
could do it I should have settled it 
that way myself. 0, what a good 
creature yon are! I love you, — no, 
I don't, I hate you, because I see 
how all this is to end. So, no I we 
have insulted the poor things and 
set their licai'ts against lis, and we 
have set poor Robert ag^nst the 
girl, who is worth the whole pack of 
ns twice counted. They are gone, 
and the old man's curse hangs like 
lead upon Ihe house and all in ii" 

" Where are they gone t " 

" Hewhury way. 

" How long ? 

" An hour and a half." 

" In two hours I '11 have tnem 
back here." 

" Don't be a fool now, talking 



" Woi yon le 



! The olii firmer ivbuld 



"Mine, to be sure." 

" Then I shall bring them to this 

"Yis, but — bat — " 

" Tou have a right to do what yon 
like in your own house, I suppose. 
Wliy, how scared jou look I Where 
is all your spirit ? Tou have plenty 

Dear Mr. Casenower, don't tell 
anybody, I have not a grain of real 
spirit. I am the most chicken-hearted 
creature in the world, only I hide it 
when I fall in with other cowards, 
10 then I can bully tliem, you 
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tiiow. I have hociored it over you 
jnoro than once, nnd bo I would 
agsin ; but iC would be a shame, you 
are so good, — and hesidea you have 

" Well, 1 am not rttraiS of any- 
body, if I can please yoa. I will 
ride after them and fetcli them here, 
and, if jou are afraid to give them 
house'ioom, I will tuie that empty 
house s,t the end of the lane, and ibis 
very night they shall be seated 
good house, by a good (ire, befi . 
good supper, within fifty yards of 
your door." 

" Let me go with yon. Ton dou'l 
inow the way." 

" Thank you, I should be sure to 
lose the way by myself ; go and get 
jronr ImbiC on. Lose no nme. I v^iil 
saddle the horses." 

" How a man takes the command 
of us," thooght Mrs. Mayfield. "I 
shall have to marry you for this, I 
suppose," said she, gayly, shinii^ 
through her late tears. 

" Not unless you lite," said Case- 
nower, prondly. " I don't want to 
entrap you, or taie any noman 
against lier will." 

The Mayfield colored np to her 

"Ton had better knock mo down," 
EaJA she. "I know you would like 
to " ; and, cestina; on her companiou 
a glance of nndisguieed admiration, 
she darted up stairs for her hahit. 

Ten minutes later ehe was in the 
BRddle, and, giving her mare the rein, 
she went after oht poor liavellers 
like a flash of lightning. 

Casenower followed as he might 



CHAPTEE IX. 

It was a glorious evenii^ : the 
sun, gigantic and red, had just be- 
gan to tip the clouds with gold, and 
rubies, and promises of a fine day 
Itf-morrow ; the iarm was quiet ; the 
former's homely snpper was set on a 
table outside %hs door, and he and 



his wjf ^at tppo^ite each other m 

Mrs Hathorn helped herself to a 
moiicl, but she did not care to eat 
it, and in tiet, she only hjped her 
sell to encourage her husband to eat 
She did not tncceed , Farmer Ha- 
thorn remained in a brown study, his 
supper nnlasted before Mm. 
"Bat your supper, husband." 
" Thank you, wife ; I am not hon- 
gry," 

"Take a drop of beer, then." 
" No, Jane, lara not dry." 
" You are ill, then, John ; you 
don't look well." 

" I 'm well enough, I tell yo"'" 
"Tou are in trouble, like many 
mote in this house," 

"Me? Ko; I never was happier 
in my life 1" 

" Indeed ! What is there to bo 
hapOT about 1 " 

"Come, now, ivlintisit?"cried the 
farmer, angrily. "Out with it, and 
don't sit looking at me with eyes like 

"My man, you see your conscienco 
in your wifes eyes; that is aE the 
venom they have. 

" You had better lell me Eobert is 
in his senses to love that girl. I 
would cntmy arm ofFat the shoulder 
sooner than consent to if." 

" Would vou cut yonr son oiF soon- 
er J " said Mrs. Hadiom, wilh forced 
calmness. 

" What do you mean ? " 

" You fake very little notice of what 
passes, John." 

" What do you mean ? " 

"Did n't you see what Robert tried 
for when the wagon started vrith 

J, aboat his feinting 1 I could 
have kicked the silly fool if I had n't 
been bis father." 

Don't you think it is very odd ho 
should faint like (hat, — just under 

wheel of a wagon 1 " 

0, when a chap swoons away, ho 

't choose the bed he falls on." 

have been on his head; if Thomas 
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hadn't bocn lightsome and slopped 



the h 



s all ii 



Btathom \yould hare been a corj 
this house." 

" WeK 1 ■' 

"WeUI" 

The old man lowered his v 
" You had better teU me yon think he 



dmei'"^e1 



did it 



ie\" 



le table 



Mrs. Eathora leaned 

" I don't think it, John ; I am . 
of it. Robert never fainted at all , 
was as white as Ms shirt, but he knew 
what he was about, from first to last. 
He chose his time ; and when Rachael 
tnrned her head ftom him, he just 
said, ' Veiy well then,' andflunghimi- 
selfnnderthewheel. WhatdidThom- 
as say, who dragged htm ap from the 
horses' ieet^ " 

" I don't know," said old Hathom, 
half sulkily, half trembling. 

" He said, ' That is flying in the 
fiice of Heaven, young master.' 
Jane heard him say it; and you 
know Thomas is a man that speaks 
but little. What did Kose Majfleld 
Bay, as she passed him next minuEe 1 
' Would you kill your mother, Rob- 
ert, and break all onr hearts ? ' You 
cried out, ' Go on, — go on.' Robert 
said his foot had slipped ; and made 
as though he would smile at me. Ah [ 
what a Bmile.JohnI If youhadbeen 
as near it aa I was, you wonldn't 
sleep this night." And Mrs. Hathom 
began to sob violently, and rocked 
herself to and fro. 

" Then send for thera back," cried 
the fiinuer, suddenly starting up. 

found them 1 " 

" They will never come back hei'e. 
They avopoot, huthonestandprond; 
and we have stung them too bitterly, 
reproaching thorn with their hard 
lot" 

"Where is heV' 

" In the barn ; with his fn«e buried 
in the straw, like one who would n't 
speak, or see, or hear the world 

"Eerhnps he is asleep ? " 
10* 



"No, he is 
" Give him t 
when he has cried his bellyful." 

"Heshedtears? O no I itis mo 
deep for that ; he will die by his own 
Jiand, or ftet to death. He won't be 
long here, I doubt : look for dark 
days, old man t " 

"Wife," said Hathom, trembling, 
" you are very hard upon me : to hear 
you, one woidd say I am a bad father, 
and am Mlhng my son." 

"No, — no, —John! But we were 

loo ambitious, and we have humbled 

afflicted ; and Heav- 

not bless them that do so, and 

er will." 

I don't know what to do, Jane." 

do I, except pray t 



lie poor at 






n dangers 



" Ay ! ay ! that can do no harm any 

While the old couple sat there, with 
gloomy and foreboding hearts, sud- 
denly a cheerful cry burst upon their 
ears. It was Mrs. Mayfield's voice; 
she came cantering up the lane with 
Mr. Casenower: ehe dismonnted, 
flung him the bridle, and ran into her 
own nonse, where she busied herself 
in giving orders, and preparing^ two 

A few minutes more, and, to the as- 
tonishment of Hathom and delight 
of his wife, the wagon hove in sight 
with Rachael and Patrick. 

They descended from the wagon, 
and were led by Mr. Casenower into 
Mrs, Mayfield's house, and there, after 
all this day's iiitigues and son'ows, 
they found a welcome and bodily te- 
But Rachael showed great 
OSS ; she had besn very relnc- 
retum; bnt Mrs. Majfleld 
[ged them both so hard, with 
s in her eyes, and Patrick had 
shown so strong awish to come back. 



brought to Robert by Ms mother, 
he betrayed himself to her ; he threw 
his arms round her neck like a girl, 
— but in his downcast look, and dog- 
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god manner, none of the others could 
discover whether he waa glad or eorcy. 
He went abont his work next morn- 
ing, as nsDHl, and did not even make 
an inqniiy aiwnt Rachael. 

It was ahout twelve o'clock the next 
daj, that Mrs. Mayiield observed hue 
return from the field nnd linger lODgei 
than osHal in the tteigliboi-hood of the 
house. She invited Rachael to i 
and look at her pet calf, and walked 
her most treacherously right up '" 
liobert. 

" Oh ! " cried she, " you must i 
cnse me, here is Rohert, he will do 
as well. Robert, you take and show 
her my calf, the red and white one, 
that 'b a good soul, they want ma in- 
doors." And in a moment she was 
gone, and lefl Robert and Rachael 
looking alternately at each other and 
the ground. 

Tfiien Rose left these two logelher, 
she thonght, innocently enough, that 
the business was half done, as far as 
fliey mere concerned. She had not 
calculated Uie charactera of the par- 
ties, and their pride. They were 
iittle nearer each other now than at 
twenty miles distant. 

"Well, Bachael," said Robert, 
" I am glad you are here again ; they 
were wrong to insult you, and now 
"- --s.^^. bring jou back; but 



10 buBil 



isofm 



" No, Master Robert," said Rachael, 
quietly, " and it ia against my will I 

With these words she was moving 



hinder you to stay or to go. The 
folk say a heap of things about yon 
and me ; but did I ever, say a word 
to you more than civility 1 " 

"Hoi nor wouldlhave suffered it" 

"0, yon are proud 1 it suits jour 
sitnaton," said Robert, bitteriy. 

"A man and a Christian would 
think twice ere he reminded me of 
my sitnarion," cried Rachael, with 
flashing eyes ; " and, since you can't 
feel fbr it, why speak to me at all 1 " 

"I did not mean to affront you," 



said Bobert, with feeling. "I pity 

" Keep your pity for one that asks 
it," was the spirited reply. 

" What I are we to worship you t " 
"Misfortune that does not com- 

{lain should meet some little respt^t, 
think." 

"Yes, Rachael, but it would he, 
more respected if you had not kept it 
so dose. 

" Master Robert," answered Ka- 
ehael, in what we have already de- 
scribed as hec digged manner, " poor 
folk must work, and onght to work ; 
and as they won't let a girl in my 
situation, as yon call it^ do work or 
be honest, I concealed my fault, — if 
fault it was of mine." 

"And I call it cruel to let a man 
love you, and hide jour story from 



I hear his cursed voice in the air 
somewhere." 

" Richard Mckmon 1 " gasped Ra- 
chael. " 0, why did I come to this 
place to be tortured again? " 

Richard Hidanan had come here 
expressly lo have a friendly talk with 
Mr. Patrick. Mr. Patrick owed this 
honor to the follovriog circumstance. 

As the wagon returned lo the farm, 
Thomas had stop^ at a certain way- 
side public-house, in which Mr. Hick- 
man happened to be boodng. Patrick 
waa breathing threats against Hick- 
man, and insisting on Bachael's tak- 
ing the law of him, and sending him 
out of the country. Bachael, to get 
rid of the subject, yielded a languid 
assent ; and Hickman, who was in- 
tently listening, trembled in his shoes. 
To prevent this calamity, the prudent 
Richard determined to make a pseu- 
do-spontaneous offer of some sort to 
the Corporal, aad bush up tJio whole 

At the sight of Hickman, the Cor- 
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poral was for laying on, as onr elder 
rtrainatists havo it ; but Mr. Caseno* 
er, who was tliere, arrested hia arn , 
anil proposed to him. to hear what the 
man had to say. 

"Well," cried Patrick, "let him 
spaak out then before them all, 
they have nil seen ua affronted throHgh 
his villany. Where is Rachael 1 " 

So thou the Corporal came round 
to whei'e Rachael stood, pale as 
death ; and Bobert sat pale, l«o, but 
clciieliing his teeth like one who 
would me sooner than utter a cry, 
though manj vultures, called pas- 
sions, wei^e gnawing tho poor lad's 
heart at this moment; and, to make 
matters worse, both Mr. and Mrs. 
Hathom, se^ng this assemblage, 
were drawn by a natava! cnriosity to 






And here Mr. Hickman's brass en- 
ableil him to cnt a more brilliant fig- 
ure than his past conduct justified; 
lie cast a sly, satirical look at them 
all, espedally at poor Robert, and, 
setting his back io the railings, he 
opened tho ball thus : — 

"I come to speak to Mrs. May field; 
sho says, ' Speak before all the rest.' 
With all ir^ heart. I come to Bay 
three words' to Mr. Patrick ; ' SpeM: 
before all the rest,' says he ; well, 
why noti it is a matter of taste. 
Mr. Patrick, I hare done you wrong, 
!ind I own it ; but you have had your 
revenge. Yon have told the story 
your way, and the very boys arc for 
throwing stones at me here, and yoa 
hnve set Mrs. Mayiield against me. 
that uaed to look ' " " 



a cat does 



—you impudent, ugly di 



yonw 



avmg 6' 









in public, you know.. 
ni two make matters smooth, old 
man. How mudi will you take lo 
keep your l«ngue between your teeth 
aflrr this ? " 

Patrick's reply came in form of a 
question addressed to the company in 
general. 



227 



1 Patriclt 



"Frienfls, since Corporal I 
of tho 47lb Fool was 111 amongst you, 
and partly out of his senses, has he 
done any dirty action, that this fel- 
low comes and offers him money in 
eschange for a good name ? " 

" Ko, Mr. Patrick," said Robert, 
brealung silence for the first dme. 
" Yon ai'6 an honest man, and a bcl^ 
ter man Iban ever stood in Dick 
Hickmaa's shoes." 

Hickman bit his lip, and cast a 
wicked glance at Kobert. 

" And your daughter is as modest 
a lass as ever brolce bread, for all her 
misfortune," cried Mrs. Halhom. 

" And none bnt a scoundrel would 
hope to cule the mischief he lias done 
with money," cried the Mayfieid. 

" Spare me, good people," said 
ffickman, ironicaliy. 

"Ay, spare him," said Patrick, 
simply. "I have spared Mm this five 
years for Eachael's sake ; but my pa- 
"'"-Te is run out," roared the old 
.. ; and, lifting his stafl^ he made a 
sudden rush at the brazen Hickman. 
Cascnower and Old Hathorn inter- 

" Let him alone," said Hickman ; 
" you may be sure I sba' n't lift my 
hand against foarscore years. I fll 
go sooner," aod he beaan to satmtsr 
off. 

What 1 you are a coward as well, 
you?" roared Patrick. "Then 
I pi^ you. Begone, ye lump of dirt, 
with your idleness, yonr pride, your 
meanness, your money, and the shame 
of having offered it to a soldier like 
me, that has seen " — - 

" Well done, 1 
Hathorn ; " that is an honor t 
poor man to be able to talk like that.", 

" Yes, Mr. Patrick, that was well 

" It is well said, and well done." 

Every eye was now bent with ad- 

iration on Patrick, and from him 

iJiey turned with an universal move- 

■; of disdain to ffickman. The 

writhed for a moment under Ihis 
m lightning, difflcnlt lo resist, 
iuid then it was he formed a sudden 
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resolution tLat took all present by 
Burprise. Cotiscicnee prickeji him a 
litUe, Bachncrs coldness piqned him, 
jealoasy of Robert stnng him, gen- 
eral (lisdain annoyed him, nnd he 
longed to turn the tables on them slL 
Under this strange medley of feelings 
and motives, he sniidenly wheeled 
round, and faced them all, with an 
air of defiance that made him look 
much handsomer than they had seen 
him yet, and he marched into the 
middle of them. 

"Ill show yon all that I am not 
BO bad as you make me out, — yon 
listen, old man. Rochael, yon say 
that yoD love me still, and Chat 't is 
for my sake you refuse Bob Hathom, 
as I believe it is, and the Devil take 
me if I won't marry yon now, for all 
that is come and gone." He then 
walked slowly and triumphantly past 
Robert Hathom, on whom he looked 
down with Bnpeiior scorn, and he 
came close np to Eachael, who ' 
observed to tremble as he came r 
her. " Well, Rachae!, my lass, I 
Richard Hickman, and I offer you 
the ring before these witnesses, - 
yes, and yon are mistress of 
Farm, and Mrs. Hickman. 0,1 know 
flie girl I make the offer to," 
ed he, maliciously; "if you conld 
not find ont what she is worth, I 
could. Wliera are you all now 1 — 
name the day, Bachael, here is the 

Racbael made no answer- 
It was a strange situation, so 
strange that a dead silence followed 
Hickman's words. Marriage oflfered 
to a woman before a man's face who 
had tried to kill himself for her bnt 

Cerday, and offered by a man wh 
neglected her entirely for 6\ 
years, and hod declined her nivi1< 
more. favorable circumstances. Then 
llio motionless silence of the w< 
so addressed, — they all hung upon 
her lips, poor Mr. Casonower not ex- 
cepted, who feared that, now Eachael 
mas to be Mrs. Hickman, Robert 
might tnrn to Mrs. Mayfield and crush 
his new-raised hopes. 



As for Robert, he did everything 
conld to make Rachaei say " yea 
.. Hickman. He called up a dogged 
look of indifibrence, and held it on 
his face by main force. It >s to ha 
(ioubted, Chongh, whether this im- 
posed on Racuiel. She stole a sin- 
gle glance at him under her long 
lashes, and at last Iter voice broke 
softly, bnt firmly, on them all, and it 
sounded like a bell, so hushed were 
they all, and so highly stmng was 
their attention and expectation. 

"I thank you, Richard Hickman; 
hut 1 decline your offer." 

" Are you in earnest, litfle ^rl '! " 

" Rachaei," said Patrick, " think, 

— are yon sure you know your own 

" Grandftither, to marry a man, I 
must swear in the face of Heaven to 
love and honor him. How could I 
respect Richard Hickman ? If he was 
the only man letl upon the earth, I 
could not many him, and I would 
not. I would rather die 1 " 

Robert drew a long breath. 

" Ton have got your answer," saird 
Patrick, " so now, if I was you, I 'd 
be off." 

"If I don't I'm a fool. I shall 
go to my nncle, he lives ninety miles 
from here, and you '11 see I shall get 
a farm theie and a wifb and all, if ao 
bo yon don't come there a reaping, 
Mr. Pairick." 

"Heaven pardon you, then," said 
the old man, gravely. " Yon are but 
yonng ; remember it is not too late 
to repair yonr ill conduct to ns by 
good conduct to others, — so now 
good aflamoon." 

" Good afternoon. Daddy Patrick," 
said Hickman, with sndden humility. 
" Tour servant, all the company," 
added he, taking oif his hat. So say- 
ing, he went ofK He had no sooner 
turned the comer than he repented 
him h m his g so 

pn g hd hispktsh 
whis firs rs Th 

PI „hbo 
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another in sileneo. Old Hathom 
tliB first to speak. 

" That was uncommon spirity to 
refuse Hickman," said ho, Dluntly; 
" hut you have too much pride, both 
of you 1 " 

" tfo, not I, farmer," said the old 
man, sorrowfully ; " I hare been 
proud, and higb-apirileiJ, too ; bnt it 
IS time that passed away from me. 
I am old enough lo see from this 
world into another, and from this 
hour to my last (and that won't be 
long, I hope), I am patient ; the sky 
is above the eartlt ; my child has had 
ivrong, — cruel, hitler, undeserved 
' wrong ; but we will wait for Heaven' 






e for u 



hero or hereafter." 

The fieiy old man's droopina- words 
brought the water into all their eyes, 
and Robert, in whose mind so eore a 
struggie had bean raging, sprang lo 
his feeC 

"Yoaspenk we!I,"lie cried; "you 
are a righteous man, and my ill pride 
falls before your words ; it is my tnm 
to ask yonrdaughter of you. Bachael, 
yon tiJ[0 me for husband and friend 
for life. I loved you well enough lo 
die for yoo, and now 1 love yon well 
enough lo live for vou ; Bachael, be 
my wife, — if you please." 

" She won't say ' No ! ' this time," 
cried Rose Mayfield, archly. 

"Thank yoa, Eobert,'' said Ba- 
chael, mournfully. " I am more your 
friend than to say ' Tes I ' " 

" Eachael," cried Mrs, Hathorn, 

a lass I would like so well for a 
daughter-in-law as yourself." 

"No, mother," said Robert ; " it is 
on account of father. B'ather, if you 
will not bo offended, I shall put a 
to you that I never Chonght 
> my lather. Have I been a 
n or a bad son to you these 
eighl-and-twenty years?" 
" Robert ! " cried the old 
quivering tone, that showed these 
simple words had gone throngh "■■"' 
tliraugh hia heart. ■^'•— '•- *■- 






Then ho turned 



' May Heaven bless yon, Mr. Har 
thorn ! said Eachael. " If I say 
' No i ' to Robert, 1 have a reason 
that need offend no one. Folk would 
never believe I was not in fault ; they 
would cast his wife's story in his teeth, 
and sting us both to death, fhr he is 
proud, and I am prond too. And 
what I have gone through, — O, it 
has made me as bitter as gall ! — as 
hitter as gall I " 

" Rael^Sel Wright," cried the old 
Corporal, sternly, " listen to me I " 

"Kacliael Wright," yelled, Case- 
nower. 'Ogracious Heavens I — Ba- 
chael Wright, — it is — it mnst be. 
1 knew it was an odd combination, — 
I got it into my head it was ' Rebecca 



Then I have got EomBthing for 
her from my late partners. I'll find 
it, — it is at the bottom of my seeds," ; 
and away scampered Casenower. 

He presently returned, and inter- 
rupted a rebnke Mr. Patrick was ad- 
ministering to Raehael, by giving her 
a long envelope. She opened it with 
some surjjrisa, and ran her eye over 
it, for she was whst they call in the 
country a capital scholar. Now, as 
she read, her face changed and 
changed like an April sky, and each 
change was a picture and a story. 
They looked at her in wonder as wdl 
as curiosity. At last a lovely red 
mantled in her pale cheek, and a 
smile like a rainbow, a smile ihose 
present had never seen on her face, 
came back to her from the past. The 
paper dropped from her hands as she 
stretched them out, like some benign 
goddess or nymph, all love, delicacy, 
and grace. 

" Robert," she cried, and she need 
have said no more, for the little word 
" Eobert," HE she said it, was a vol- 
ume of love, — " Robert, I love, I 
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always loved you. I ^ ^ _ 

happy — happy I" aod she threw her 
arm round ItoberC's neck, and cried 
and sobbed, and, crying and sobbing, 
told him again and again how h^py 

" Hallo ! " cried Hathom, cheerful- 
ly, " wind has shifted in yonr favor, 
apparently. Bob." 

Mrs. Ktflyflcld picked up the paper. 
" This has done it," cried she, and 
ahe read it out pro bono. TI 
contained the copy of a will 
Bachael's aunt, a year be 
died. The sonr old lady, being ivrolh 
with Bacbae! on account of her mis- 
condnot in getting vicdmized, but not 
quite so wroth as with her gracelc 
nephew, bad taken a medium conn 
She had not destroyed this will, 
she did the other, by which gratelt 
nephew was to bon^t, but eBc hid it 
in the wall, safe as ever magpie hid 
diimble, and, dying somewhat sudden- 
ly, she died intestate to all appear- 
ance. This old lady wais immeaanra- 
bly fond of the old ramshacMy house 
she lived in. So after a while, to 
show his contempt of her, graceless 
nephew had tite house pulled down ; 
the workmen picked ont of tbo wall 
the will in question. An old servant 
of the lady, whom graceless nephew 
had turned off, lired hard by, and was 
sorrowfully watching the demolition 
of the house, when the will was 
Jacked out. Old servant read the 
will, and found herself down tor 
iGlOO. Old servant took the will to a 
firm of solicitors, no other than Case- 



Patrick V 



neighbor said 
inov wem ruHmuK somewhere in Ox- 
fordshire. The firm sent a copy of 
the will to Casenower as a forlon 
hope, and emploved a person lo loo! 
out tor Eachael s return to her oivi 

{lace, as the best chance of domi 
usiness with her By the wdl 
£2,000 and Bix Farm were be 
qneathed to Raphael 



•'BixFavra, — the farm Hickman 
is on," cried Rose Majfiold. " Kick 
him ont, ho has no lease. If yon 
don't tnm him out neck and crop be- 



she still clnng lo Robert. 

Bobcrt kissed her, and iouecu bu 
proudly at them all 1 "Have I cho- 
sen ill 1 " said Robert's eyes. 



CHAPTER X. 

WHBif everybody sees how a story 
will end, the sloiy is ended. 

Robert and Rachae! live on their 
own farm, Bix ; Corporal Patrick sits 
by their iiresido. 

People laugh at Mr. Cosenower's 
eccentricities; but it is found unsafe 
to laugh at them in presence of Mrs. 
Casenower, late Mayfield. 

I think I cannot conclude better 
than by quoting a few words that 
passed between Mrs. Hathom and 
Corporal Patrick, as they all sat 
round one table that happy evening. 

" Rose," said this homely, good 
creature, "I do notice that trouble 

other ; and I think they are the hap- 
piest that have their trouble (like 
these two children) in the morning of 
th^ days." 

" Ay, dame," said the Corporal, 
taking up the word, " and afler that 
- bright afternoon; and a quiet 



i will be n 



IV, plea 



ing,- 
God!' 

Friendly reader {fbr I have JHend- 
as well as nnfriendly readers), I 

> not wish yon a day without a 
cloud, fbr you are human, and I, 
though a writer, am not all humbug. 
But, in ending this tale, permit me 
to wish yon a bright afternoon, and 
T tranquil evening, and, above all, a 
diar sky when the snn goes down, 
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gether in a Iarg« apsitiaent, nchlj 
Simisbeil. One of these was Susan, 
cousin and dependant of Mrs. Anne 
Oldfield ; the other was a flower-girl, 
whom that lady had fascinated by her 
Bcenio talent. The poor ^1 was but 
one of many persons over whom Mrs. 
Oldfield bad cast a sndl ; and yet this 
actress had not reached the zenith of 
her reputation. 

The town, which does not always 
know its own mind about actors, ap- 

S lauded one or two of her rivals more 
lan her, and fancied it admired them 

Oldiield was the woman (there is 
always one) who tised the tones of 
nature upon the stage, in that day ; 
she ranted at IJmes like her neigh- 
bors, bnt she never ranted outoftnne 
like tliem ; her dedamation was na- 
ture, alias art, — thundering ; theirs 
was artiflee, — raving. Her treat- 
ment of words was as follows ; she 
mastered them in the tone of house- 
hold speech ; she then gradually built 
Tip these simple tones into a gorgeous 
edifice of music and meaning; but 
ihongh dilated, heightened, andembel- 
lished, they never lost their original 
truth. Her rivals started from a lie, 
so, the higher they soared, the further 
Ihey left ttuih behind them ; — they 
do the same thing now, pretty nniveiv 

The public is a very good judge ; 
and no judge at all of such matters: I 
■will explain. 



Let the stage voice and the dramat- 
ic voice, — the artificial and the ar- 
tistic, — the bastard and the Jegiti- 
mate, — the &lse and the tme, — be 
kept apart upon separate stages, and 
there is no seeurin' that the public 
will not, as far as hands go, applaud 
the monotone, or lie, more than the 
melodious truth. But set the lie and 
the truth side by aide, npon iair terms, 
and the public becomes what the crit- 
ics of tlus par^cular art have never 
been, — a critic ; and stage bubbles, 
that have bubbled for years, are liar- 
ble to hurst in a single night. 

Mrs. Oldfield was wise enough, 
even in her.geoeration, to know Mat 
the public's powers of comparison re- 
quire that the things to be compared 
shall be placed cheek by jowl betbre it ; 
And this is why she had Bjr some lime 
manosuvred to play, foot to foot, 
against Mrs. Brace^rdle, the chimi- 
pion of the stage. 

Braccgirdle, strong in position, tra- 
dition, &ce, figure, and many qual- 

sorry of an opportunity to qaench a 
rising rival ; and thus tlie two ladies 
were to act together in "The Rival 
Queens," within a few days of our 

Jfarano . . Mna. BRiCEGinnLB, 
Slaiira '. . Mas. Oldi'ield. 
The town, whose heart at that 
och was in the theatre, awaited this 
ngnlar struggle inastateofbuming 
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Anne's success having travelled into 
the provinces, her annt^ Susan's 
Bolisc, said to SnBnn, who was maii- 
ing ft <a'eain-<dieese, "You go an' act 



Anne's mother remonstrated, " Slie 
can't do it." 

" Why not, sister 1 " said Susan's 
mother, sharply. 

Then ensued some reasoning. 

" Anne," said the tragedian's 
mother, " was l)ora clever. I cjin't 
account for it. She was always mim- 
icking. She took off the exciseman, 
and me dinners, and her grandmoth- 
er, and the very parson, — how she 
used to make ua langh ! Mimicking ! 
whf, it was like a. looking-glass, and 
the ^Iks standing in front of it^ and 
^Hmking behind it, all at one time. 
Onee I mode her take nie off; she 
was verjr loath, poor lass. I iJiink 
she knew she could not do it so well 
as the rest \ it was n't like, though it 
made them all laugh more than the 
others ; but the others were as like as 
fagot to fagot. Now, Susan, she can't 
take off nothing, without 'tis the 
■esm from the milk, and I 'ye 
e beat her at that ; I 'm not 






br^ 



Anne's mother might'have weak- 
ened this by examples at her own 



a clever fellow, and his 
But she preferred keeping within her 
own line "of argument, and as the la- 
dies floated, by a law of Uieir nature, 
away liom tihat to wMcE lawyers 
l«nd, an iasne, they drifted diyaguely 
over Ihe great pacific ocenn of ftm- 
inine logic. At last a light shot into 
Anne's mamma: she found terra 
Jinna, i. 6. an ai'gument too sUong 
for refutation. 



Alas 1 she had nndetrated the rival 
disputant. Susan's mother look ref- 
uge in an argnment equally irrefra- 
r" le : she paMett up the girl's thinM 
t night, and sent her off by coach 
to Anne next morning. 

Susan arrived, lold her story and 
her hopes on Anne's neck. Anne 
laogbed, and made room for her on 
the third floor. The coasins went to 
the liieatre that evening, the aspitnnt 

Susan passed through various emo- 
tions, and when Belvidera " gazed, 
turned giddy, raved, and died, she 



" As if I could not hear Ihat, chUd," 
said Anne. " I want to know how 
many ciisd where you were — " 

" Now, bow can I tell you, consin, 
when I could not see for crying my- 

"Tou cried, — did yon? I am 
very glad of that ! " 

" It does not prove ranch, bnt it 

E roves more than their clapping of 
ands You shall be my bari>ei''s 
block — jou don t understand me, — 
all the better — come home to sup- 

At supper the tn^dian made the 
dairymaid Mil her evely little village 
event and m her turn, recalled all 
the rural personages ; and, l^viving 
the tnck of her eariy yonth, imitated 
their looks, manners, and sentiments, 
to the hfe. 

She began with flie exciseman, and 
ended with Ihe cnrate, — a white- 
headed old gentleman, all learning, 
piety, and simplicity. Ho had seen 
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in this baautiM and gifted woman 
oTily a lamb that lie was to lead up 
to liottvon, — please Goi). 

Tlie naugliLiest things we do are 
9\ii-o to be tiio clova-est, and this im- 
itation made Susan kugh more than 
thfi otliera. 

But in tlie midst of it tlie mimic 
Knddenly paused, and her eye seemed 



lu-n mwards ; she was quite 






many a past year. It is away to (Jie 
baiilts of Trent, to grass and flowers, 
and days of innoeenee, to church-bella 
and ft cottage potoh, and your moth- 
er's bosom, my poor womwi, — prin- 
cess of the stage. 

She faltered oaf. "But ho was a 
good man. yes 1 yes 1 jos 1 he 
was a good man; he admuvd me 
more then than he would now ! None 
like him shine oh ray ^ath now," 
And she buret into a. fit of crying. 

Susan ciied with her, without in 
the least knowing what was the mat- 
tor. And these most dissimilar be- 
ings soon learned to love one aaotier. 
The nest day Anne took the gauge 
of Susan's entire intellects; and, by 
way of comment on the text of Sa- 
saii, connected her with dramatio po- 
etry, as Mrs. Oldfield'a dresser. 

Susan then bad been installed ahouC 
three months, when she was hold- 
ing that conversaflon with the flower- 
girl, wliiclt I have too long itttermpl^ 



" It is an odd thing to say, I: 
think yon are in lore with my ct 

" I don't know," was the ani. __ 
" I am drawn to Iter by something I 
cannot resist: I followed her home 
for three monihs before I spoke 
you. Will she not be angry at i 
pi'eaitmption t " 

"La! Of course not: it is not 
if you were one of these impudent 
men that follow her about, and slip 
notes into every mortal thing, - 
carriage, her prayer-book." 

How Susan happened to be laying 



ont the new dress for Sfa.(ira, which 
bad just come in ; and, in a manner 
singularly apropos, no less than two 
nics little notes fell ont of it as she 
spoke. 

The girls looked at them, as tJiey 
ly on the floor, like deer looking 
jKant at a hiud<^. 
" Oh ! " said the votaiy of ITloca ; 
they ought to be ashamed." 
" So they ought," cried Susan. 
I'd say nothii^," added she, "if 
)me of them were for mo. Bat I 
shall have Ibem when I am an ac- 

" Are you to ba that 1 Ah I yon 



willn. 






" Why not 1 She is only my 
mother's sister's daughter, bless you. 
Anne was only a country lass lite 
me, at first starting, and that is why 
my mother sent me here, because, 
when talent is in a fimiily, don't let 
chum all the butter, says si " 



■' But ca 






:dthe 



le sitrvives Um ivoi^i in ctesthless 



These lines, which in our day 
wonld he thought a leetle hyperboli- 
cal, Susan recited with gestures 
equally supernatural. 

"Bless yon," added she, compla- 
cently : "I could act last enough, if 
I could but get the words off. Can 
you read ? " 

"Yes!" 

"Handwriting? Tell the truth. 



" Handwriting is hard, is it not ? " 
said Susan; "but a part beats all: 
did ever yon see a part ■? " 

"HoT' 

" Well, I 'II tell ye, ^rl ! there 
comes a great scratch, and then some 
words ; but don't you go for to say 
those words, because they belong to 
another gentleman, and bo mightn't 
like it. Then you como in, and then 
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another scraWli. And I dpdare 
would puzzle Old Scrateh to clear the 
curds ftom the whoj — " 

Susan suddenly intermpted herself, 
for she hiuj caught sight of n ladj 
slowly approaching from an adjoining 
room, the door of which was open. 
"Hush!" cried Snsan ; "here she 
19 ! alack, she is not wtil ! deaj 
she is far from well J " And, in poii 
of act, tlie ladj; slowly entered tl 
apartment, laboring visibly under 
weight of disease. The poor flower- 
giil, naturally thinking toi 
fcr her introduction, drappedabouquet 
on the table and rotrealed precipitately 
from the den of the sick lioness. 

Then tJie lady opened her lips, 
and jaltered forth the following 

"I go no further, let me rest here, 
(Enone ! " 

"Do, cousin!" said Sosan, 
Boliiigly. 

"f droop, I sink, my strengtii 
abandons me 1 " said the poor invalid. 

"Here's a chair for y", Anne," 
cried Susan. " What is Ihe mat- 
On this, the other, fixing her filmy 
eyes upon her, esplained, slowly and 
fiuntly, that, " ' Her eyea wer ' 
zled with returning day ; her 
Wing limbs refused their wonted stay.' 

" Ah ! " sighed slie, and tottered 
towards (he chair. 

"She's going to fiiint, — she's 
going to &Jnt ! cried poor Susan. 
"0 deart Here, quick! smell to 

"That will do, then," said the 
other, in a hard, unfeeling tone. " I 
am fortunate to have safefled your 
judgment, madam," added she- 
Susan stood petrified, in the act of 
hun^ng with the smelling-bottle. 

" That is the way I come on in that 
Been^^"explflinedMrs.01dfield, yawn- 
ing in Susan's sympathetic face. 

"Acting, by jingo!" screamed 
Susan. " Yon onght to bo ashamed ; 
I thought you were a dead woman. 
I wish you would n't," cried she, 
flying at hcr like a hen) " formunt^ 



ing us at home, when there 's no- 

"It is my system, — I aim at 
tnitli. You are nnsophisticated, and 
I experiment on you," was the cool 

QSCUSC 

" Cousin, when am 7 to he an ac- 
tress 1 " inquired Susan. 

" After fifteen years' labor, per- 
haps," waa the enconraging rcsponsts. 

"Labor! I thought it was all in — 

"Many think so, and find their er- 
ror. Labor and Art are the fonnda- 
tion, — Inspiration is the result." 

" Anne," cried Susan, " now do 
tell me jour feelings in the iheatre." 
" Well, Susan, first, 1 cast mj eyes 
around, and try to count the house." 
" No, no, Anne, I don't mean that." 
"Well, then, child, at tunes upon 
the scene, — mind, I say at times, — 
the present does fiide from ray soul, 
and the great past lives and bums 
again ; the boaiiis seem buoyant ah- 
bcneatb me, child; that sea of Eng- 
lish heads floats like a dream befoi-o 
me, and I breathe old Greece and 
Home. I ride on the wMrlwind of 
the poet^s words, and waive my sceptre 
like a queen, — ay, and a qneen I am ! 
— for kings govern millions of bodies, 
but I sway a thousand hearts I But, 
to tell the truth, Susan, when all is 
over, I sink hack to woman, — and 
often my mind goes home,^dear, tu 
" r native tovni, where Trent glides 
calmly through the meadows. I 
le to be by his side, fiir from the 
it of the scene, and the din of life, 
to take the riches of my heart from 
flatterers, strangers, and the world, 
and give them ^, all, t« one f^thful 
heart, Jaige, ftill, and loving as my 
own ! Where 's my dress fbr Statira, 
hussy 1 " She snapped this last with 
a marvellous quick change of key, and 
a sudden sharpness of tone peculiar to 
actresses wheit stage-dresses are in 
question. 

" "- - 't is. 0, is n't it snperb ? " 
is superb," said Oldficld, 
liry'y ; " velvet, satin, and osti'ich- 
feathers, for an Eastern queen. The 
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Earns costume foi' Belvidera, Sta 
CljtBmiieBtra, and Mrs. Dobbs. 
projudice ! prejudice I The stage has 
aiv/ajs licen fortified against common 
seJiES ! "Velvet Greeks, periwigged Ro- 
mans, — the audience mingling with 
the scene, — past and present blun- 
dered together I — English fops in the 
EonuftQ lomm, tailing eniiff under u 
Horaaii matron's nose (that's ma), 
.ijid cackling out that she does it noth- 
ing like (no more slie does) — noth- 
ing like Peggy Portcoas, — whose 
merit was that ehe died tliirly years 
ago, whose merit would have been 
greater had she died iifty years ago, 
and much greater still had she never 
lived at all?' 

Here Susan offered her half a dozen 
letters, including the smn^led notes ; 
hut the sweet-tempered son! (being 
for the moment m her tantrums) 
would not look at them. "I know 
what they are," said she; "vanity, 
in marvellous th[n dieguises; my 
flatterers are so eloquent, that they 
will persuade me into marrying poor 
old Mr ■■— '-- '- 



— every morning I 



iefbui-pa^,andt«Ilsmem^ 



"Helo 






observed Susan, 

" He does," waa (he rejoinder, " hut 
his folly recondlea me in some degree 
'" his wisdom; so, mark my words, 
silly sage. There, 



I shall many 
bum all the re: 
bum tlie letter 






"Yea I I won't have liim burnt 
either, — for he loves me, poor boy 1 
Find iC, Susan; he never misses a 
day, I thmk I ehould like to know 
that one." 

" I think this is it," said Susan, 

"Then I'ead it out expressively, 
whilst I mend this collar. So then 1 
shiiU estimate your progress to the 
temple of Fame, ma'am. '"^ 

It is not easy to do justice on paper 
to Susan's recitative; but, in fact, 
she road it much as scliool-buys soan, 



UUch time — tJJ ISw — ftnd yiJur — gOod 

" My good sense ! " cried Mrs. Old- 
field, '' how can that ho poetry ? " 

"It is poetry, I know," remon- 
strated Susan. " See, cousin, it 's oU 
of a length." 

"All of a length with your wit, — 
that is the Mannering prose." 

" Drat theni, if they write in lines, 
how is one to know their prose from 
tlieir verse?" said Susan, spitefully. 

"I'll tdl j'ou, Susan," said the 
other, soothingly ; " their prose ia 
■something as hke Manneritig as can 
lie, their verse is something in this 
style ; — 



•■He! he!" 

She found what she Eouglit, and, 
reading out herself the unknown 
writsr^ Torses, she smd, with some 
ffeminma complacency, " Yes I this is 
~ heart I have really penetraied." 

"I've penettated one, too," said 
Susan. 

Indeed ! " was the I'eply ; " how 
did yon contrive that, — not with the 
spit, I hope 1" 

Thus encouri^ed, Susan delivered 
herself most volubly of a secret that 
had long burned in her. She pro- 
ceeded to relate how she had observed 
a young gentleman always standing 
by the stage-door as they got into 
their chariot, and when they reached 
home, somehow, he was always stand- 
there too. " It was not for you, 
one," said Susan, hastily, ho- 
se you are so wrapped up he conld 
see you." Then she told her 
sin how, once, when they were wall;- 
ing separately, this same yonng gentle- 
man had said to hor, moat tenderly, 
"Madam, you are in the service of 
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Mrs. OUfield?" and, on another 
occaeioii, he had got as far as, " Mad- 
am," when nnfortunatoly her cousin 
looked round, and he vanished. Su- 
san, then throwing off the remains of 
her reserve, and clasping her hauda 
leather, confessed she admired him 
as much as he did her. Susan gave 
this reason for her affeoljon ; " He is, 
for all the world, lite one of the 
joung tragedy princes, and you know 
what ducks they are." 

"I do, to lay cost," was thecauBlic 
reply. "I wish, instead of talking 
about this silly lover of yonrs, who 
" ' »he woultthaveinade 



1 tool of jou long Bgo, you woold 
[ind out who is the bravi 
tleman who risked his 



young gen- 



last month. Now I think of it, I am 
qnil« interesMd in him." 

" Bisked his life 1 — and you never 



toldm 



le!" 



" Robert told von, of course" 

"Mo, indeed! 

" Did he not ? — then I will Kll yon 
the whole story. You have heard me 
speak of the Duchess of Tadcaster ! " 

"I wonder at tliat ! Well, she and 
Lady Betsy Bertie and I used to stroll 
in Kichmond Park with our arras 
Tonnd one another's waists, like the 
Graces, more or less, and kiss one 
another, ugh ! and swear a deathless 
frlendslup, like liars and foots as we 
are. Bat her Grace of Tadeostor had 
never anything to do, and I had my 
business, so 1 could not always be 
ylagued with her ; so for this the little 
idiot now aspu'es to my enmity, and, 
knowing none bnt the moSt vulgar 
ways of showing a sentiment, she bids 
her coachman diive her empty car- 
riage against mine, containing me. 
Child, I tlionght the world was at an 
end : the glasses were broken, the 
wheels locked, and all my litlJe sins 
began to appear such big ones to me ; 
and the brule kept whippmg the horses, 
and they plunged so horrihiy, when a 
brave yoang gentleman sprang to their 
heads, tore them away, and gave her 
nasty ecoehman such a caning." Hciu 



Oldficld clinched a cJiarming white 
fist; then, lifting up her eyes, she said 
tenderly, " Heaven grant no harm he- 
ffell him afterwards, for I drove off, 
and left him to his late 1 " 

Chaiming sensibility ! an actress's ! 

In return for this anecdote, Susan 
was abont to communicate some fur- 
ther particulars on the subject which 
occnpjed all her secret thoughts, when 
she was interrupted by a noise and 
scuffle in the anteroom, high above 
which were heard the loud, harali 
tones of a stranger's voice exclaiming', 
" Bnt I tall ye I will see her, ye saucy 

Before this personage bursts upon 
Mrs. Oldfield, and the test of us. I 
must go back and take up the other 
end of my knot in the ancient town of 
Coventry. 

Nathan Oldworlhy dwelt there ; a 
nourishing attorney; he had been a 
clerk ; he came to be the master of 
clerks; bis own ambition was satis- 
fied, but his son Alexander, a youtli of 
ports, became the centre of a second 
ambition. Alexander was to embrace 
the higher branch of the legal profes- 
sion: was to be, first pleader, then hai'- 
rislec, then King's connsel, — lastly, a 
jndge; and contemporaneoosly with 
this final distinction, the old attorney 
was to sing " Nunc Dimittis," and 
" Capias " no more. 

By-slanders are obliging enough 
to laugh at such schemes ; but why ? 
The heart is ^ven to them, and they 
are no laughing matter to those who 
form them ; such schemes destroyed, 
the flavor is taken out of hiunan lives. 

When Nalhan sent his son to Lon- 
don, it was a prond, though a sad 
day for him ; hitherto he had looked 
upon their paring merely as the first 
step of a glorious ladder ; but when 
the coach look young Alexander out 
of sight, the father found how much 
he loved him, and paced veiy, very 
slowly home, while Alexander glided 



Hostec by Google 



ABT : A UEAMATIC TALE. 



of Themis ; to a diiva, of Thespis ; 
and to a fourth, of tlie Paphuni ve- 
nns ; and bo on, because we iire all 
mu<ji narrower than men ought to 
he. To Nathan OlJworthy it was 
lie sacred spot where grin the oonrls 
of l^w. To Alexander it was the sa- 
cred spot where (beingfrom theconn- 
ttj) he thought to find the nine 
Muses in bodily presence, — his fii- 
vorite Melpomene at their head. Na- 
tlian knew next to nothing about his 






mm- 



meal. Alexander, upon the whole, 
father loathed law, and adored poetiy. 
In those days youths had not lenmed 
" to frown m a glfus; and write odes 
to despair," and be dubbed a duck by 
tender beauty confbnnding solke widi 
sorrow. Alexandec had W woo the 
Muse clandestinely, and so wooed Iiec 
sincorely. He went with amannscript 
tri^edy in his pocket called " Bere- 
nice," which he had rewritten and 
reshaped three several times ; with a 
head full of ideas, and a heart turned 
to truth, beauty, and goodness. Ar- 
med there, he was installed in the 
ndghborhood, and nnder the secret 
surveillance, of bis father's friend, 
Timothy Bateman, Solicitor of Gray's 

If you had asked Alexander Old- 
worthy, upon the coach, who is the 
greatest of manliind, his answer wonld 

But the first evening he spent in Lon- 
don raised a doubc of this in his mind, 
fbr he discovered a being brighter, no- 
bler, truer, greater, than even a poet. 
At four Alexander readied Lon- 
don. At five he was in his tJrat the- 

That sense of the beautiful wWch 
belongs lo genius made him see 
beauty in the semicircular sweep of 
fliB glowing boxes ; in gilt ornamenta 
glorious with light ; and, above all, 
in human brangs gayly dressed, and 
radiant with expectation. And all 
these things are beantifal ; only gross, 
rustjc senses cannot see it, and blunt- 
ed town senses can see it no longer. 

Before the play began, music at- 



high key of intellectual 
enjoyment ; and when the ample cur- 
l^n rose, slowly and majestically, 
npon Mr. Otway's tragedy of " Ten- 
young lift. 

Poetry rose from the dead before 
his eyes this night. She lay no long- 
er entombed in print. She float^ 
around the scene, ethereal, but pal- 

Enble. Slie breathed and burned in 
eroic shapes, and gocUike tones, and 
loolis of fire. 

Presently there glided among the 
other fignres one that by enchant- 
ment seined the poet's eye, and made 



e by comparison, 
he spoke, and his frame vibrated 
:his voice. All his senses drank 
her great peri^tions, and ho 



of Milton, with Madoima's giory 
crowning her head, and imtnortw 
music gushing from hei- lips. 

The lady was, in point of fact, Mrs. 
Oldfield, — the Belvidera of the play. 

Alexander thought he kneiv " Ven- 
ice PreseiTCd" befbre this; hut lie 
found, as the greatest wita must sub- 
mit lo discover, that in the closet a 
good pUy is but Qie corpse of a play ; 
uie stage gives it lifb. (The pnnied 
words of a play are abont one third 
ofaplay; tfie tones and varying melo- 
dies of beaiitifiii and artful sp^ch are 
nnother third ; and the business, ges- 
ture, and that great visible story, the 
expression of iita speakii^, and the 
dumb play of the silent actors, are 
another third.) 

Belvidera's voice, flill, sweet, rich, 
piercing, and melodious, and stiU in 
its vast compass trne to the varying 
sentinjent of all she utteved, seemed 
to impregnate every line with double 
meaning and treble beauty. Her au- 
thor dilated into ^ant size and god- 
like beauty at tlie toucli of that voice. 
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And wlien glie was silent slie still 
spoke to Alexander's eyo, foe her faee 
wus more eloquent than, vulgar 
Wngaes ara Her dumb-play from the 
first to the last moment of tbe scene 
vms ut S3 high a key as her elocution. 
Hod she not spoken one single word, 
BtiU she would have written m the air 
by the aide of Otway's ayllables a, 
great pictorial narrative, timt filled all 
the chinks of his sketch with most 
rare and excellent cokirs of t 
tint, and made that sketch a 

Here was a new art for o ^ 
and as, by that jost arrangement 
wliii:h pervades the universe, " act- 
ing " is the most tjiumphant of all the 
arts, to compensate it for being tho 
most ovaneacent, what wonder that ho 
thrilled boDcal^ its magic, and 
shipped its priestess? 

He went home filled with a new 
sense of being, — all seemed cold, 
dark, and tame, undl he could return 
and see this poetess-orator-witcb and 
her enchantments once more. 

In those da^ they varied the >_ 

tainments in London almost as they 
do in the provinces now ; and Alex- 
ander, who went to tho theatre sis 
nights a weak, saw Mrs. Oldfleld's 
heantjr and talent in many shapes. 
Herpowerof distinct personation was 
veiy great Her Andromache, her Is- 
mena, and Belvidei'a were all differ- 
ent liein^s. Also each of her tragic 
personations left upon the mind a. 
type. One night young Oldwor^y 
saw majesty, another tenderness, an- 
other fiery passion personified and era- 
bodied in a poetic creation. 

But a fi'cah surprise was in store 
for hint : the next week comedy hap- 
pened to be in the ascendant; and 
Mrs. Oldfleld, whose etiuie in charac- 
ter was always the key-nolo of her 
personation, sprang upon the stnge 
as Lady Townlej, and in a moment 
the ait seemed tu fill with singing 
birds that chirped the pleasures of 
youth, beauty, and ikshion, in notes 
that sparkled like diamonds, stars, 
and prisms. Her genuine gushing 
gayciy warmed the coldest aud 



cheered the forlomest heart. Nor 
was she less charming in the last 
act, where Lady Townley's good 
sense being at last alarmed, and her 
good heart touched, she bowed her 
saucy head, and begged her Lord's 
parrfon, with tender, unaflerled peni- 
tence. The tears stood thick in Alex- 
ander's eyes during that charming 
scene, where in a prose comedy the 
anthor has had the courage and the 
beauty to spread his wings and rise in 
.. ».«™..nt r^ir. verse with the rising 



To this succeeded Maria in " The 
Conjm-or," and Indiana in what the 
good souls of that day were pleased 
to call the comedy of " The Consoiona 
Lovers," in the course of which com- 
edy Indiana made Alexander weep 
more constantly, continnonsly, and 
copionsly than m all the tragedies of 
the epoch he had as yet witnessed. 

So now Alexander Oidworthy lived 
fiir the stage ; and, as tbe pearl is tha 
disease of tbe oyster, so this Siren be- 
came Alexander's disease. The en- 
thasiast lost his hold of real life. 
Beal life became W> him an aiterlude, 
and soon that followed which was to 
be expected : the poor novice, who 
had b^n by adoring the artist, end- 
ed by loving tbe woman, and he loved 
her like a novice and a poet; ha 
looked into his own heart, confounded 
hers, and clothed her with 
every heroic quality. He believed 
'■— as great in mind and as good 
heart, as slie y/ne lovely in 
person, and he would have given 
— ' be permitted to kiss her 
I lay his neck for araoment 
foot. Burning to attract 
)n, yet too humble and tim- 
» make an open attempt, he had 
. last recourse to his own art 
Every day he wrote verses upon her, 
-nd sent them to her house. Every 
light after the play he watched at the 
st^e door for a glimpse of her as she 
came on t of the theatre to her carriage, 
and, being lighter of foot than the car- 
riage-horses of his century, he gener- 
ally managed U> catch anotW glimpao 
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of her ss she stepped from her 
riage into her own honse. 

But a'l this led to no results, 
Alexaudor'a heart was often very cold 
and sick. Whilst hs sat at tJid play be 
was in Elysium ; hnt when, after seeing 
this divinity vanish, he returned to his 
iodgines ^ looked »t Ms attach, 
ment by the light of one candle, de- 
spondency fell like a weightof ice upon 



dhe w 



»'able till he had 
Thev. 



writ, he was misccahle till plnv- 
One night he stood as usual at the 
, stage door after the pertormanee, 
iratrfiing for Mrs. Oldfield, who, in a 
genei'ftl way, was accompanied by her 
cousin Susan. This night, however, 
she was alone ; and, having seen her 
enter her diaclot, Alexauder was 
about to start for her house txt see her 
get down from it, when saddenly 
Sinotlier ciuTiage came into contact 
with Mrs. OlMeld's. The collision 
was violent ^^^ Mrs. Oldlield 
Hcveamcd with nnafiecwd terror, at 
which scream Alexander apmng w 
the horses of the other carriage, and, 
seizing one of them just above the 
curb, drew him violently back. To 
his surprise, instead of co-operating 
with him, the adverse coachman 
whipped both his horses, and, whether 
by accident or design, the lash fell 
twico on Alexander. Jehu never 
made a worse investment of whip- 
cord. The yonng man drew himself 
back npon the pavement, and sprang 
with a single bound npon the near 
horse's quartera : from thence to the 
cooch-bojc. Contemporaneonsly with 
his arrival there, he knocked the 
coachman out of his seat on to ibe 
roof of his carriage, and then sddng 
his whip, broke it in one moment inui 
ft stick, and belabored ttie prostrate 
charioteer ^U the blood poured from 
him in torrents. Then, springing to 
the ground with one bound, he turned 
the horses' heads, belabored them 
with the mutilated whip, and off they 
trotted gently home. 

Alexander ran to Mrs. Oldfield's 
carriage window, his cheeks bumh^, 
11 



his eyes blazing. " They are gone, 
madam," said ho, with rongh timidity. 
The actress looked at him, and smiled 
on him, and said, " So I see, sir, and 
I am much obioeged to you." She 
was then about to draw back to her 
corner, but suddenly she reflected, 
and, half beckoning Alexander, who 
had diawit back, she said, "My dear, 
learn fbr me whose carri^ that was." 
Aleitander turned to gain the infor- 
mation, bat it was volimteered by 
one of the by-standers. 

" It is the Dnchess of Tadcastet's, 
Mrs. Oldfield." 

"Ah!" cried Mrs. Oldfield, "the 
little beast 1 " (this pohte phrase she 
uttered with a most majesac force of 
lovereign contempt) ; " thank you, 
(ir; bid Eobert drive me home, my 
child" (this to Alexander) ; on which 
a hy-Btander sang out, " You are to 
drive home, Eobert, — Buckingham 
Gate, the corner house." 

At this sally Mrs. Ohifleld smiled 
with perfect compostire, but did not 
look at the speator. As the carria^ 
moved, she leaned gentJy fonvara, 
and kissed her hand Tike a queen to 
Alexander, then nestled into her eor- 

irand went to sleep, 

Alexander did nothing of the sort 

at night. He went home on wings. 

e could not go in. He walked np 
and down before his door three hours, 
he cotild go to so vulgar a thing 
.1. As a lover will read ovef 
Hily times six lines of love from the 
beloved hand, so Alexander acted 
little scene of this 
nighty and dwelt on every totie, word, 
look, andgeetureof thegreatCreatnre . 
who had I   '   

smiled on hi 



: last spoken to 
1, thatiked him. 



My dear,"— . .. 
decMved him, — had she 
really coiled him "my dear," and 
what was he to understand by so un- 
expected an address f was it on ac- 

' of the service he had jnat done 

r might he venture to hope she 
had noticed his face in the theatre, 
sitting, m he always did, at one place. 
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at tbe side of ilie second row of the 
pit? but no 1 he rejected that as im- 
possible. Wliatever she meant by it, 
his blood was at hor service aa well 
tis his lienrt. He blessed her with 
tears in Ma eyes for osiog such heav- 
enly words to him in any sense, — 
"my dear," "my child." He framed 
these words in his heaxt 

Alas I he little thought that " my 
dear" meant literally nothing; lie 
■was not aware that cidling every liv- 
ing creature " iny dear" is one of the 
nasty little triclcs of the stage, — liie 
their swearing without anger, and 
thoir shovolling anuff into the nose 
without intermission, in the innocent 
hope of making every sentence intel- 
lectual, by a dirty thing done mechan- 
ically, and not intelleotuftlly. As for 
" my child," that was Letter, — that 
was at least a Crick of the lady's 
own, ;j>artly caught from her French 
acquaintances. 

For some days Alesander was in 
heaven. He fell upon his tragedy, he 
altered it by the hglit the stage had 
given him ; above all, he heightened 
and improved the heroine, he touched 
her, and retouched her with the colors 
of Oldfleld, — and this done, with 
trembling hands he wrapped it in 
brown paper, addressed it, and lefl it 
at her own honee, and no sooner had 
Susan's hand touched It ^an he iled 



first love, — and 
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he auaivered. Ho 1 At last good, woiv 
tliy, commonplace Bateman, after din- 
ner and deep tliought, said one day, 
" Alexander, I 've found out what it 
is." Alexander sturlod. 

" Money meto in London, yours is 
gone quicker than you thought it 
would, — my poor lad, don't jou fret. 
I've got itao to spare, here 'tis. 
Your tether wiL never know. I've 
heen young as well as you," Alexan- 
der grasped tlie good old fellow's hand 
and pressed it to his heart. He never 
looked at the note, hut he looked halt 
tenderly, half wildly into the old 
man's eyes. 

Bftteman read this look aright. 
"Ay, ont with it, yonng man, lio 
ciied, " never keep a grief locked np 
in your heai't, whilst you have a friend 
that will listen to it; that is an old 
man's advice." 

On this poor Alexander's story 
gushed forth. He told Batsman the 
mots I have told yon, only his soul, 
and all, the foelings he had gone 
throagh, gushed from his heart of 
hearts. They sat till one in the 
morning, and often as the yonag heart 
lud bare its enthusiasm, its youth, its 
anguish, the diy old lawyer found out 
there was a soft bit left in his own, 
that sent the woman to the door of 



like a guilQr thing. 
You see it was liis 



IS still ai 



e door, but 



she did n . . .. ^.. . 

and he dared not recall himself 
I'ccol lection. His mgaoiiation was 
delicate, — he began to fret and lose 
his sleep, and at last his ptdlor and 
listlessnesa attracl«d the not very keen 
eye of Timothy Bateman. Mr. Bate- 
man asked him twenty times if any- 



betl^ than I do. I will just indicate 
one diflarenee between ns two as nar- 
rators, — he fold it like blood and iire, 
I teU it like cnticism and ice, and be 
hanged to me. 

Perhaps, had Alexander told tho 
tale as I do, Bateman, man of the 
world, would have sneered at him, or 
sternly advised him to qnit Ihis folly 
and whim ; but as it was, Bateman 
was touched, and mingled pity with 
good, gentle, but firm advice, and 
poor Alexander was grateful. The 
poet reveceil the commonplace good 
man, as a poet onght, and humbly 
prayed him to s»ve him by his wis- 
dom. He owned that he was mad; 
that he wa.^ indnlging a hopeless pas- 
sion i that he knew the great trage- 
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dian, courted by the noble and vieh of 
the land, would never condescend 
even to aa acquaintance with hint. 
And bursting into a passion of teare, 
" O good Mr. Bateraan ! " cried he, 
"flie moat unfortunalfi hoar of my 
life was that in which I first saw bcr, 
for she will be my death, for she will 
never permit me to live for her, and 
without her life a intolerable to me." 

This last feature decided Timothy 
Bateman; the next morning he 
wrote to Nathan Oldworthy a full ac- 
count of all. " Come up and take 
him home again, for Hoaren's sake." 

It leli hice a thnnderbolt on the 
poor father, hut he moved promptly ; 
m two hours he was on- the road to 
London. 

 Arrived there, he straight invaded 
Alexander. The poat, luckily for 
himself, was not at home. He then 
went to Baleman : he was in a lower- 

Tho oid Puritanical leaven was 
scotched, but not killed, in Coventry. 

In a general way, Nathan looked 
on love as no worse than one of the 
Evil One's many snares, to divert 
youth from law, — but love of an ac- 
tress I If you had asked Coventry 
whether the Play-House or the Pnb- 
lic-House ruins the manners, moral* 
ity, and intelleet of England, Coven- 
try was capable of answering, " The 
Play-House." He raged against the 
fbol and the jade, as he succinctly, 
and not inaptly, described a dramatjo 
poet and  

His, fl'i 
current of his wri^ in 
tempt only diverted iia larger cur- 
rent from Alexander ta the Siren who 
had Riscinnted him. In vain Bateman 
assured him that a^irs had proceed- 
ed to no length between the pariies ; 
tlie other snubbed him, called him a 
fool, said he knew nothing of the 
world, and assured him that, if any- 
thing came of It, she Ehonld have 
nothing from the Oldworthys bnt 
thirty pence per week, the parish al- 
lowance (Nathan's ideas of love were 
as primitive as Alexander's ivcro po- 



etic), and lastly, bouncing up, he an- 
nounced that he was going to see the 
hussy, and force her to give up her 
Delil^ designs. 

At this poor Bateman was in dis- 
may ; he represented to this mad bull 
that Mrs. Oldficld was "on the 
windy side of the law," that there 
were no prooft she had done any- 
thing more llian every woman would 
do if she was clever enough, via. turn 
every man's head ; he next reminded 
him of her importance, and implored 
him at least to be prudent. "Mj 
dear friend," said he, "there are at 
least a score of gentlemen in this 
town, who would pass their sworda 
through an old attorney, as they 
wouldthroagh a mad dog, only to 
have a smile or a compliment from 
this lady." 

This last argument was ill chosen. 
The old Puritan was - game to the 
backbone ; he flung Mrs. Oldlield'a 
champions a grim grin of delinnce, 
and marched out to invade that lady, 
and save his olfapring. 

Now, the said Mrs. Oldiield, wish- 
ing to be very qniet, because she was 
preparing to play for the cliampiott- 
ship of Uie stage, and was studying 
Statira, had given her footman or- 
'ei's to admit no living soul, upon 
nypretence. 

Oldworthy, who had heai-d in Cov- 
entiy that people in London are al- 
ways at home if their servants say 
ibey are out, pushed past the man; 
the man followed him remonstrating. 
When they reached the antechamber, 
he thought it was time to do more, so 
he laid his hand on the intruder's 
collar; — then ensued a short but 
very brisk scuffle; the ladies heard, to 
their dismay, a sound as of a foot- 
man felling from the fop t« the bot- 
tom of a staircase ; and the next mo- 
ment, in iaekboots, splashed with 
travel, an immenEe hat of a feshion 
long gone by, his dark cheek flushed 
with anger, and his eyes shooting 
somhre lightning from nnder their 
thick brows, Hathan Oldworthy 
strode like wildfire into the room. 
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Susan screamed, and Anne tni-ncd 
pBle, but, recovering liersolf, she said, 
with a wonderful show of spirit, 
" How dare you intcnde on me ? — 
Keep close to me, stopid 1 " was her 
trembling aside ' " " 






!r people's houses. 



" Yonr bufiinesB, sir?" s^d Mrs 
Oldfield, with aOected calmness. 
" It is not fit for that child to hear,' 

Anne Oldfield was wonderfully in 
telligent, and even in this remark shi 
saw the man, if a barbarian, was not 
a rnfiian at bottom. She looked 
wards Susan. 

Susan, interpreting her look, de- 
clined to leave her alone "with, 
with — " 

" A brate, I suppose," said Nathan, 



Theoi 



it measured the c 






" He who feels himself a brnt* is on 
the way to be a man," said she, with 
genuine d^ity ; so saying, she dis- 
missed Soaan with a gesture. 

,,-tr ^1.. -'ly-acting woman, 






id he. 



li the Iragedian, sir," replied 
she, " whose time is precious." 

" I -11 lose no time, — I 'm an at- 
torney, — flie firstin Coventry. I 'm 
Hatlian Oldworthy. My son s educa- 
tion has been given him nnder my 
own eye, — I taught him the cnstoms 
of the country, and the eivil law. He 
is to be a sei^antalrlaw, and a ser- 
geant.at4aw he shall he — " 

" I eonsent, for one," said Oldfleld, 



" And then we can play into one 
another's hands, aa slpuld be." 

" I have no opposition to offer to 
this pretty little scheme of the Old 
Someihings, — father and son." 

" Oldworlhys ! no oppoailjon ! 
when he has n't been once U> West> 
minslSr, and every night lo the play- 
house." 

"Oh!" said thelady, "Iseel the 
old story." 



goes home and aighs and bums in ear- 
nest, can't eat his vicluals, flings away 
his prospects, and thinks of nothing 
bat this Nance Oldfield." 

Hb uttered this appellation with 
rough contempt; and had the actress 
been a little one, this descent to Nance 
Oldfield would have mortified or on- 
raged her. But its effect on the great 
Oldfleld was diSerent, and somewhat 
singular ; she opened her lovely eyes 
on liim. "Nance Oldfleld I oiied 
she; "O Mr! nobody has called me 
that name since I left my little native 

" Have n't they, though 1 " said' 
tie rough customer, more gently, re- 
sponding to her heavenly tunes, rath- 
er than to the sentiment, which he in 
J^ree a 

used iEotian-harp m 

Here the attorney began to suspect 
she was diverting him vmui the point, 
and with a carl of the lip, and a fine 
masculine contempt for all subter- 
fuges not on sheepskin, — " Tou had 
better say yon do not luiow all this," 
cried he. 

"Not I," was the reply. "My 
good sir, your son has left you to eon- 
fide 1« me tiie secret of his atlach- 
ment ; you have discharaed the com- 
mission, Sir Pandanis of Troj-," add- 
ed she, with a world of mnlioiouB fim 
in her jewel-hte eye. 

" Nathan Oldworthy of Coventry, 
I tell je 1 " put in the angry sire. 

" And it is now my duty to put 
some questions to you," resumed 
.!._ _.. i.jg jjju^ jQj, hand- 






" Is not he t " answered gaunt 
simplicity, " and well built too, — he 
is like me, they say." 

" There is a point on which I am 
very particular. Has he nice teeth J 
— upon your honor, now." 

"White as milk, ma'am; and a 
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which, if you reroemW, 
OMfielifs hands. 

" Aad pray, madam," said he, with 
smooth ctaft, " does Alexander Old- 
wort^ never write to yoa 1 " 

" She says never I " rttundered Na- 
than, " and there ia hia letter in her 
very hand, — a suporh handwriting; 
what ft wnate of talent to write to yon 
with it, instead of engi'ossing ; what 
does the fool say 1 " and he snatcheil 
the letter rudely from hor, and read 
out poor Alexander, with the lungs 

Gracious me ! if I was puzzled to 
show the reader how Susan read the 
Manneriog prose, how on earth shall 
I make him hear and see Oldworthy 
I'fire read Oldworthy Fils, Ma rhymes; 
hut I will attempt a faint adumbra- 
tion, wherein. Glorious Apollo ! from 
on high befriend as '. 

"My soul 'hangs trembling," — 
(fall sto]>.) "On that m^e voice, 
grieves wi^ your woe," — (toil stop.) 
" Exults when you rejoice, A gold- 
en chain," — (Here he casta loc*: of 
porplaxih'.) " I feel hut cannot see," 
— (here he began to susneet Alexan- 
der of insanity.) " Binds earth to 
Heaven," — (of impiety, ditto.) " It 
ties my heart >o thea like a sanflow- 
er." And now Ihe reader wore the 
ill-used look of one who had been 
betrayed into a labyrinth of unmean- 
ing syllables ,' bnt at t^s juncture, 
thanks to his sire, Alexander Old- 
worthy began 1« excite Mrs. Old- 
field's interest. 

"And that poetry is his?" said 

" Poctiy 1 no 1 How could my son 
write poetry t I "11 be hanged if 't 
is n't mougn, for all the lines bepn 
with a capital letter." 

Oldfield took the paper from him. 
" Listen," said she, and, with a heav- 
enly cadence and expression, she 
spoke the lines thus ; — 



" What do yon call that, eh ? " 
" Why, honey dropping from the 
comb," said the astounded lawyer, to 
whom the art of speech was entirely 
nnknown, nntil that moment, as it is 
to millions of the human race. " It 
is honiw dropping from the comli," 
repeated Nathan. " I see, he has 
been and bought it ready made, and 
it has cost Mm a pretty penny, no 
doubt. So now hia money's going 



" Good gradoos heavens ! " roared 
the terrified father ; " don't yoa go 
and fall in love wiui him ; and, now 
I think on 't, that is whaC I hnvs been 
working for ever since I came here. 
Cnt it ^ort. I came fbr my son, aad 
I will have him back, if yon please. 



pettishly. 



n I know ? " said the lady, 

ly, he follows you every- 

" Except here, where he never will 
follow me, unless his father Machos 
him housebreaking under the head of 



blushed. " Well, 
mored ho, " I was a little precipitate ; 
but, my good lady, pray tdl me, 
when did you last see him t " 

" I never saw him at nil, which I 
regret^" added aho, satirically; "be- 
canse you aay he resembles his la- 
ther." Nathan was a particalariy 
ugly dog. 

"She is very polite," thought Na- 

ihfm " Rnt " nTim'.tpH hr pivillu 






villy, 
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" That (hoy sive not signed ! " sail 
she, handing die poetical epistle to 
him, with great significance- 
Mr. Satuan Oldworthj began now 
t» donbt ivhether he was sur k bm 
temdrt in liis present proceedings ; 
and the error in which he had <lel£cl> 
ed himEelf made him snddeuly sus- 
pect his jndgment and general re- 
port on another head. " What an 
extraordinar/ thing ! " afud ho, blanli- 
ly. " Perhaps yon are an honest wo- 
man alter all, ma'am I " 

" Sir I " aaid Oldfield, witli a most 

"I ask joar pardon, ma'am 1 I 
ask yom" j^rdon T " cried the other, 
lei'iTfied by the roy 
of this monosyllable. 



f that is all! 



e do 



speeji so straighctbrward down in Cor- 



"s^:., 



3a 1 but if yon speak so straight- 
forward here, you will be sent to Cor- 

"I'll take care not, madam! Ill 
take gteat care not I " said tlie other, 
hastily. Then he paused, — a light 
rose ^^nally to his eyes. " Sent to 
CoTentty I ha I haw I ho ! But, mad- 
am, this love will be his ruin : it will 
rob him of his profession, which he 
detests, and of a rich heiress v 
he can't abide ! Since I came here, I 
tbink l)etter of play-actors ; but, 
sider, madam, we don't like our blood 
to come down in tJie world I " 

" It uwwW be emel to lower an attoi^ 
noy," replied the play-actress, looking 
him demurely in the face. 

"You are considerate, madam 1" 
replied he, gratefully. He added, 
with manly compunction, " More bo, 
I fear, than I have deserved." 

" Mais I il me desarme cet horame ! " 
cried the sprightly Oldfield, ready to 
Bcrcam with laughter. 

" Are yon speaking to me, ma'am 1 ■' 
said Nathan, severely. 

"No, that was an ' aside.' Go on, 
my good soul I " 

''Then forgive the trouble, the agi- 
tation, of a father : his career, Ms 
happiness, is in danger." 



" Now, why did you not begin wiih 
lat? it would bave saved yom' time 
nd mine. Favor me with your at- 
moment," said tha 



fl.ne lady, with grave c< 
"I will, m; ' ■' 
ipectfully. 



"I will, maimm," saiil ti 



1 other. 



Mr. dldworthy, first you ai* lo 
ooserve, that I have, by the constitu- 
tions of these realms, as much right 
to fell in love with your son, or even 
with yourself, as he or yon have to do 

" 8o you have, 1 never thought of 
that ; but don't ye do it, for Heaven's 
Bake, if 't is n't done already." 

" But I should have been inclined, 
even before your arrival, to waive that 
right, oat of regard for my own inter- 
est and reputation, especially the for- 
mer : and now you have won my 
heart, and I enter into yonr fbelings, 
and place myself at yonr service — " 

" Yon are very good, madam ! 
Now, why do they go and run play- 

" You are aware, sir, that wo play- 
actors have not an idea of our own in 
our skuUa ; our art is to esecnte 
beantifhlly the ideas of those who 
think ; now, you are a man of busi- 
ness ; you will therefore be pleased to 
pve mo yonr instructions, and you 
shall see those instmctions executed 
better than they are down in Coven- 
try. Ton want me lo prevent yonr 
son ftom loving me ! I consent. 
Tell me how to do it," 

Madam ! " said Nathan ; " you 



And again, yon can't leave off play- 
ing, can you 1 because that Is your 
business yon know, — dear me I Ah ! 
I TI tell von how to bring it about. 
no I — yesl — no! drat 



it!" 

"Yonr 
ctently clear, sir ! * 
Oldfield. 

" Well, madam! 
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as I tliotight, and I don' 
instrnctLonH I am to give jou, until 

" Undl I tflll Ton what to lell me, 
~ ibat 's lair. Well, give me a day 
to think. I am so hnsj -aovi. 1 
must play my best to-nujht ! " 

" But ne 'II be thece, said Nathan, 
in diamay; "you'll play your best; 
JOU 11 burn him to a tindw. I 'II go 
to him." He van to the winflow, in- 
forming his companion that, ibr the 
first time in his Dfe, he was going to 
take a coach. But he had no sooner 
arrived at the vf indow, than he made 
a sddiion point, and beckoned the lady 
to him, without removing his eyes 
from, some object on which he glared 
down, with a most singular expression 

side. He directed her eyes to the ob- 
ject. " Look there, mn'am ! look 
tiierel" She peeped, and, standing 
by a hosier's shop, at the comer of 
- tlie street, she descried a yonng man, 
engaged as fbllon^ ; His hat was in 
his hand, and on the hat was a littJe 
piece of paper. He was alternately 
Ttriting on Hiis, and looking upward 
for inspiration. 

" Is that he ? " whispered Mrs. Old- 
field. 

"Yea! tbat'a your man, — bare- 
headed, looking; up into the sky, and 
does n't see how it laina." 

" But he 'b very handsome, Mr. 
Oldworthy, and yon said he was like 
— hem 1 yes, he is very handsome." 

" Is n't he, madam I 

Ho was handsome, — his rich ohest- 
nnt curls flowed down his neck in 
masses ; his fece was oval ; his eyes 
full of color and sentiment; and in 



"Hasn't iicl tlie dear — idiot!" 
said the parent. 

" Is he waiUng for yon, sir ? " said 
she, Willi affected simplicity. 

" Wo," replied he, with zeal ; " it 's 
yon he is waiting for." 

Alexander began to walk slowly 
past the house, looking up to heaven 
every now and then for inspiration, 
and then looking down and ecribhling 
a bit, hke a hen drinking, you know ; 
and, thus occupied, ho stalked to and 
fro, passin": and repassing beneath 
the criticising eyes, — at sight of 
which pageant a father's fingera be- 
gan [0 work, and, " Madam," said he, 
with a calmness too marked to ba 
ennine, " do let me fling one little 
- chair at his silly head. 
"Jfo, indeed." 
" A pillow, then % " 
"0 Xud, no! — you don't know 
iese boys, sir 1 he would take that as 
n overtnre of affection from the 
onae. Stay ; will you obey me, or 
will Ton not ? " 

" Of course I will 1 — how can I 
help f " and he grinned with horrible 
anunhili^. 
" Then I will cnre yonr son." 
" Ton will, yon promise me ? " 
"On the honor of — aplay-aetor I" 
and she offfered him, with a world of 
grace, the loveliest hand going al 
that era. 

" Of an angel," I think," said tho 
mbjngated harbai'ian. 

Mrs, Oldfiold then gave him a 
short sketch of the idea that had oc- 
inrred to her. " Yonr son, sir," s^d 
:he, " is in love by the road of iinagi- 
lation and taste, — he has seen ttpon 
the stage a being more like a poet's 
dream than any yonng woman down 
in Coventry, — and he overrates her ; 
I will contrive that in ten miimlos he 
shall nnderrato her. I will also find 
wound his vanitj', which is 
inordinate in all his sex, and gigantjo 



the T 






iifjing part of it; 
■, I promise you that your 
LI B ivve, so fresh, so fiery, so lofty, 
humble, will eitlier turn to hatred 
contempt, or else quietly CTap- 
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to show Mr. Nathan Oldworthy 
the back waj, Jihac he might a^oid 
the encounter of hie son. Tbo s^d 
Nathan, accordingly, marched sliip 
away, in Ibur great strides ; bnt the 
next moment the door burst open, 
and he returned in four more, — he 
toolc up a portion opposite his fair 
entertainer, and, with much gravity, 
executed a solemn, but nmrvellonEly 
grotesque bow, intended to express 
gratitude and civility; this done, he 
recovei-ed body, and strode away 
again, slapdash. 

Spirits like Alexander's are greatly 
depressed and greatly elevated with- 
out proportionate change in the ex.- 
tem^ causes of joy and grief. It is 
thdrs to view the same set of ^ts, 
iDseK;olor one day, Inrid another. 
Two days ago, Alexander had been 
i_ J ' — re; to-day hope '-■ 






I his i 



f ap- 



Siared lo him all bathed in sunshine, 
e was rich in indistinct but gay 
hopes ; these hopes had whispered to 
him that, after all, an alliance he- 
tiveen a dramatic poet and a tragedian 
— that perhaps, on 
' ' might not 

. _._, %e [felt 

.jnvinced she nad read *' Berenice," 
— she would see the alterations in 
the heroine's part, and that love had 
dictated them. She would find there 
was one being that comprehended 
her. That, and ids versesf would 
surely plead his cause. Then he 
loved her so, — who could love her 
as he did ? Some day she would feel 
that no heart could love her so, — 
and then he would say to her, " I am 
truth and nature, — yon are beauty 
and music; united, we should con- 
quer the world, and be the worM to 
one anoiherfl " Poor boy I 

He was walking and di'eamin^ tlius 
beneath her window, when hia ear 



caught the sound of that window 

Zening; he instantly cowered against 
i wall, hoping this happy day to 
see the form he loved, himsefr unseen, 
hen, to his immeasurable surprise, 
beautiful girl put her head ont of 
the window, and called softly to him. 
He took no notice, because it was in- 
audible. She had t» repeat the call 
before ho conld realize tus good for- 
tune i the signal, however, was un- 
mistakable, and soon after the door 
opened, and there was pretty Susan, 
blushing. Alexan(ter ran to her, she 
opened the door wider, he entered, 
believing in ma^c for the first time. 
Susan took him up stairs,- — he said 
nothing, — he coold not, — she did 
not speak, because she thought he 
ought to. At last they readied a 
richly furnished room, where Statjra'e 
dress lay upon a chair, and a theatrical 
diadem upon a table. Alexander's 
heart leaped at sight of these ; be 
knew, then, where ho was ; he turned 
hot and cold, and trembled violently. 
The first word Susan said did not 
calm his agitadon. "There is a lady 
here," said she, " who has something 
to say tfl you." 

Now it must be remembered that 
Snsan considered Alexander her un- 
doubted property ; and when she was 
told t« inti'oduce him, she coald not 
help thinMng how kind it was of her 
consin to take her part, and bring to 
the point a young gentleman who, 
charming in other respects, appeiured 
' ' ar sadly deficient in audacity, 
down,' said Susan, smiling. 
_ nol he conld not sit down here! 
Susan pitied his timidity and his 
discomposure; and. to pat both him 
and hersfelf ont of pain the sooner, 
she left him and went to announce 
his presence to her cousin and guar- 
dian, as she now considered her. 

Alexander was left alone, to all 
appearance; In reality, ho was in a 
crowd, — a crowd of " thick-coming 
fancies." Be was to breathe the 
same air as she, to be by her side, , 
whom the woiid adored at a distance ; 
bcr burst on him liEe 
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the sun, and to feel more strongly 
(hiin ever how far Ilia -vetB^ fell short 
of tlie goddess who 
half wShed to retn 
great hnppmese. Suddenly tf rustle 
in the apartment awakened Mm &ora 
his rich revery; he looked up, and 
there was a lady with, her eyes fixed 

The lady had on what might, with- 
out politeness, bnt witJi ti'tith, be 
called a dT"easing-gown ; it was os- 
teiitfltiously lame everywhere, espo- 
clally at the waist The lady's hair, 
or what seemed her hair, was rough, 
and iU done up, and a great cap of 
flanntc design surmounted her head. 
On her feet were old slippers. 

" Good day, sir 1 " said she, dryly. 

Alexander bowed. " Madam, 1 
wait Mrs. OldfieW." 

" T4l£-iti^e with your mnso." 
Alexander's poetical works wsre in 
her hand. 

" She is my muse, madam 

T°„£ 

The lady hnrst out lauffhing. 
"That's a compliment to my theatri- 
eal talent ; I am the party," 

" Yon Mi-a. Oldfield ! tha great 
Mrs, Oldfield!" 

"Why noti What, you come 
frani the country, I suppose, and 
think we are to be always on the 
stills, when we are not paid for ic 
You look as if you were afraid of 

"0 no, madam; and, as yon say, 
it shows how great your talent is." 

"Tou want to speak to mo, niy 
lad." 

Alexander blushed to the temples. 
"Yes, madHm ! " faltered he, "you 
have divined my amhition. I have 
been presumptuous, — bnt I saw you 
on the tragic scene. — the admiration 
you inspired, — I fear I have impor- 
tuned you, — but my liopo, my irra- 
sistiMe desire — " 

" There, 1 know what you mean," 
said she, with an aftectadoa of vulgar 



good nature, "you want.an order for 

"I want an order for the pit^ " 
gasped Alexander, faintly. 

" Well, ain't I going to give you 
one," answered she, as sharp as a 
needle; "but mind, you must — " 
here she imitated vehement ap- 
plause, 

" madam 1 1 need no such in- 
junction," cried Alexander ; " each of 
your achievements on the stage seems 
to be greater than the last." Then, 
trembling, blushing, and eloquent aa 
fire, he ponred out his admiration of 
her, and her great art ; " The others 
are all puppets, played by mle aroimd 
you, the queen of speech and poetiy ; 
your pathos isBOtctie, yoiu: sensibility 

profound ; yours are real tears ; 
you lead our sorrow in person ; yon 
fuse your soul into those great cnar- 
octers, and art becomes nature. You 
are the thing you seem, and it is plain 
each loii^ emotion passes through that 
princely heart oa its way to those 
golden lips 1 " 

Oldfield, with all hei' eelf-commatid, 
could not quite resist the eloquence of 
the heart and brain. She, too, now 
blushed a little, and her lovely bosom 
heaved slowly, but high, as the poet 
poured the music of hia praise mto 
her cat's ; then she stole a look at Mm 
from ander her long laahee, and sipped 

beauty and his freshness, tihe 

d not help looking at this forbid- 
den (i'aLt, As she looked, she did feel 
how hard, how cruel tt was, that she 
lot to be allowed to play with this 
young, fresh heart ; to see it throb 
- -"' hopes and fears, and love, jeal- 
ousy, anguish, joy, and finally to break 
it, and fling the pieces to lite Devil ; 
but she was a singfular character, — 
vas the concentrated essence of 
female in all points, except one : she 
wasa woman of her word, or, as some 
brutes wonid say, no woman at all 
'- ^tter3 of good faith. She stood 

^etl to the attorney, and therefore, 
i-ecovcring herself, she took up Alex- 
ander thus : — 

No, thank you, emotions pass 
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throiigi my.^whnE's the nai 
well, you we green — yoa don't 
firom Ihe country — you are from 
Wales. I mnst enlighten yon ; sit 
down, sit down, I IcU jOH. Thel^arB 
my boy, ore as real as the rest, — as 
the sky, and that's pasteboard, — as 
the sun, and he ie three candles, 
sniiiiiing upon all nature, which ia 
canvas, — they are as real as our- 
selves, the tragedy queens, with out 
cries, our sighs, and onr sobs, all 
meaEnred out to ns by the five-foot 
rale. Reality, young gentleman, 
thU begitLS when die curtain falls, — 
and we wipe off our proibnnd sensibil- 
ity along with oiur rouge, our wliiiing, 
and ow Deauty spots. '^ 

" Impossible ! cried the poet ; 
" those tears, those dew-drops on the 
treeof poetry !" 

He was requested not tj> maki 
" die of laughing " wilJi his tears ; 
lus common sense was appealed to. 
" How, my good soul, if I was to vex 
myself night after night for Qylcm- 
nesCra and Co., don't you see that I 
should not hold together long f No, 
Ihauk yon 1 I 've got ' Nance OW- 
Jield ' -to take care of, and what 's 



all the author gains credit for, — tlie 
noblest sentinienta gain more fWim 
your tongue than the pen, great as it 
is, conld ever fling upon paper, — I 
am unworthy to be your companion ! " 
" Nonsense 1 do yon really flunk 1 
am like those block parrots of trage* 
dy ? — fine company I should be ! — 
he, he 1 No 1 we ara like other wo- 
men, you can court us withont get- 
ting a dagger stack into you." She 
then inftirmed him that the represen- 
tatives of Deademona, Belvidera, Cor- 
delia, and Virgin Purity in general 
had all as many beaux as they conld 
lay thdr hands on, — that she tind 
twenty at the present moment; that 
he could join tliaC small but select 



band, if he chose, secure of this, that, 
whether a fortnnate or unrortnnate 
lover, there would be companions of 
his fete. Then, suddenlyinterrnpling 
her disclosures, she offered hima snufi'- 
box, and said dryly, " D' ye snaff? " 

Alexander's eye dilated with hor- 
ror. She observed him, and explained, 
" There 's no doing without it, in our 
bnsiness, we get so tired!" Here she 
yawned as only actresses yawn, — 
like one going out of the world in 
four pieces- " We get so tired of the 
whole concern ; this is the real source 
of our inspiration," Siud she, taking 
a pinch, " or how should we ever rise 
to the poet's level, and launch all 
those awful execrations they love so ? 
as, for instance, — Ackishoo I — God 
bleas you I " 

Alexander groa,ned aloud. 

" Poor boy I " thoHght his tormen- 
tor, "how he takes it tohearti" 

" Why, ma'am, a fall ftom heavea 
m earth is a considerable descent." 

" You look pale, my child," re- 
snmed the tormentor. " No break- 
fast, pnhape. I 'd olfsr you some in 
a minute, but the fact is, yon must 
forgive me ; bnt I look to every pen- 
ny ; when the rainy day comes I shall 
be ready " ; and she brought both 
hands down upon her knees, in a 
way Ihe imitaled vulgarity of which 

would have made an " 

with langhter that ] 
game; but it wa" " " 
poor poet, and ci 

Having opene< 

pedation, sht ^ 

Htie poked him with o 



aiiy on. 
: had . 



nof sdf-de- 

to work it. 

^ e finger, and, 

lookmg slyly with half-shut eye at 

him, she announced herself the an- 

iss of some very curious calcula- 

, the object of which was to dis- 

:, by comparing the week's salary 

with the lines in the night's perfbrm- 

he exact value of poedcal 

, <, '• generally supposed to be 

mvaluable. " Listen," said she : — 



That tend m 



"Corns 



Loushls, aw 



They ate just worth tcnpence 1 ' 
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Alejtander, who had been raised by 
the iioetrj, was dcpceased greatly Ly 
its arithmetic. 

She recommenced ; — 



" liereiiice 1 " cried iho a( 






Making the point on " Great Gla- 
niis," at Macbeth'a entrduce, not on 
" Hold," which is done nowadajB, 
and is too cniel silly. 

"Ahl you are yourself again," 
cried Che poet. 

"Yes; I am myself again! 
the dry Miswer ; " those bring 
25. Sd. every time." 

And this was the being 1 
iidored ! He had invested this ei 
with his own prismatic hues, ajid 
taken her for a rainbow. 

Mrs. Oldfield told afterwards tiiat 
she felt herself cutting hia heart away 
fvoia her at every sentence. " But it 
was to be done, she continued. " So 
now you know my trade, tell me 
what IS yours 1 " 

" One I used to despise, — an advo- 



me," said she, with a silly _ . ., 

manner, borrowed &om the comedy 
of the day, " what do you want of 
mo ? You have not followed me so 
persoveringly for nothing ! Speak, 
what have yon to tell me ? " 

Alexander blushed ; he had no 
longer the stimulus to tell ber all he 
haatelt and hoped ; be hesitated and 
stajnmered; at lost he bethought him 
of hia tragedy; so he said: "I sent 
you a tragedy, madam I " 

" What, do they do that in War- 
wielisliire 1 " 

" Yes, madam 1 I composed it by 
stealth in my father's office." 

OldBeld smiled. 

Alexander continued : " It is 
called, from the lieroino of the play, 



Now this tragedy had pleased Mrs. 
Oldlield more than any manuscript 
she had seen these three years ; but, 
above all, the part of " Berenice " had 
charmed har; it fitted her likeagbve, 
as she poeticaliy expressed hersSf ; it 
was written in Alexander's copper- 
plate hand, so she had not identJHcd 
It with the author of her diurnal 

" Berenice 1 is it possible t " 
"A queen, madam, who, cap (nrod 
by the Romans — " 

"What, sivl yon the author of 
that workT" said she, with sudden 
respect. 

" Favor me with your opinion," 
said the sanguine poet. 

Tremble, Nathan, you had only 
her womanly weakness to dread hith- 
erto; but nj)w the jade's interest is 
against yon. Strange to say, her 
promise carried the day ; she w - ' 
as steel to Nathan, and remc. 
as steel to Alexander. She sj... „. 
onc« tJiftt no middle course was now 
tenable ; so she turned on the poor 
poet, not withoat secret regret, and, 
with a voice of id^she said r " The 
tired of Bomans, my good 
ad better go into Tartary ; 
besides," added she, jumping at the 
commonplaeoB of dramatic censure, 
"your aMe does not march, your 
language wants lire ; let me give you 
a word of advico, or rather a line of 
advice, ' Plead, Alosander, plelid, and 
rhyme no morel'" She then added 
hastily, in a very different tone and 
lanner, " Forgive me, my poor child, 
ou ivill make more mouey, and be 
lore respected." 
The reason of this rapid change of 






have 



in dreadful pain, r 
calcnlated on, and si 
^ lo try and qualify it with a llttie 
weak, empty good-nature. Now at 
her verdict, and her witty line, Alex- 
ander had turned literally as pale as 
hes I The drop of oil she poured 
L the deadly wounds she had given 
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■waa no comfort to him ; ho ros 
tried to spenk lo her, but his'lip 
trembled so violently ho could — ' 
aHiealate ; at last he gasjied i 
" Thfuik ybn for undeceiving 
yon have taught rae your own 
value; and in — mine, forgive rae, 
time I have made yon waste upon a 
d — dunce" And then, in epite of a]l 
he could do, the tears forced thom- 
selvea through the poor boy^fl eyes, 
and, castas one look of slmne and 
half-rcpToach upon her, he put his 
hand to his brow, and went discon- 
solately from the room, and o 
tJio liouse. 

Poor fenow 1 she hud ,made him 
ten veBrs older than when, ten min- 
ntes before, he entered that room, all 
faiili, and poetry, and hope, and love. 

Slowly and disconsolately, he 
dragged his heavy steps and heavy 
heart homo. His father ibilowed, 
and entsi'ed his small apartment vrith- 
out coremony. Nathan fbund his 
son sitting ivtth his eyes fixed on the 
givand ; m a few abrupt words he 
told him he knew alt about his amor- 
oiis folly, and had come up to cure 

" It is cured," said Alexander ; 
"she has cured me herself." 

" Then she is an honest woman," 
cried Nathan. " So now, since that 



They went to Westminster; they 
entered k court of law, and were go 
fortunate as to hear an intoi'csting 
trial. Counsel fbr the pinintiff was 
just opening a criwi. eon. case. 

The advocate dwelt upon iha sa- 
cred feelings outraged by the seducer, 
on the irremediable gap that had been 
mods in a house and in a human 
heart; the pitiable doubt that had 
been cast over those sacred parental 
aflcctions, which were all that now 
remained to the bereaved husband. 
He painted the emp^ chamber, the 



gone?" and all that sort of thing. 
His speech was rich in topic and 
point, and as for emphasis, it was all 
emphasis. He concluded in thie 
wis« : " Such injuries as these can 
never be compensated by money ; it 
is ridiculous to talk of money where a 
man has been laid desolate, and there- 
fore I hope, gentlemen of the jury, you 
will give my uufortunatB client throe 
thousand ponnds damages at the very 

At eoeh point the orator mode, "Sur- 
than nudged Alexander, as if to say, 
" That is how you must do it some 

As they returned homewards. At- 
torney asked Poet how he had been 
charmed by Mr. Eithorside'a elo- 



Nathan recapitulated Mr, Either- 
slde's points. 

" Well, father," was the languid 
reply, " this shows me that people 
who would speak nbont the heart 
should speak from the heart I heard 
something like a terrier dog barking, 
that is all I remember." 

"A terrier d<^l one of the first 
connsel in the land 1 Bnt there, yoa 
come to your dinner. I won't be in 
a passion with you, if I can help, be- 
canse — yovi 11 be b^ter after din- 
Nathan's satisfaction at his son's 
sudden cure was soon damped. Al- 
exander was not better after dinner r 
re this might have been ow- 
his having eaten none ; he 
could not eat, and never volnnteered 



a visible efl^ort, and then nestled 
silence again. The next and 
following days matters were worse. 
"-"- of all Nathan could do to move 
, he sank into a cold, listless 
melancholy. About five o'clock 
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(play-time) he used 
less and nervons for a Ultle while, 
ii.nd tlien relapse into stone. And 
now Nathan began to «sk himself 
nhat the actress tiad done to his 
during that short interview between 
them. He began greatly to donbt 
the wonderfiil cave, or rather to fear 
that the first poison 
tacked by a strongei-, in the way of 
antidote, which had left his son 
worse case than beftire. 

Hitherto be had thought it wi( 
to avoid the enbjeet, and silently 
pel the boy's folly by taking him and 
shaking him, an^ beeping him Stom 
thinking of it. But now one even- 
ing, as Ee looted at Alexander's pal- 
lid, listless 



After a vain attempt or two to in- 
terest the poet in other matters, he 
suddenly burst out: "What is the 
matter, Alexander^ What has she 
done to you now 1 " 

Alexander winced. 

" Tdl me, my boy," said Nathan, 
more gently. 

Alexander &laia. 

" She has dcc^ved me. She has 
TObbed my heart of all its wealth. 
0, 1 wonld rather have gone on be- 
lieving hor all that is great and good, 
though inaccessible to me 1 But to 
rind my divinity a mean, heartless 
siattcrn. To find t^at I have poured 
all niy treasures away forever upon 
an nnworthy object. O father I 1 do 
not ciieve so much that she is worth- 
less, but that I thought her woi-£hy. 
To me she was the jewel of the carih, 
I know her now for a vile counterfeit, 
and I have wasted my affections on 
this creature, and now I have none 
left for any worthy object ; scarcely 
fbi' my father. See my conduct to 
you in ihis week. Heaven forgive 
me, — and yon forgive me, sir. I 
feci I am no son to yon. I am lost 1 
1 am lost I " 



knees, or I '11 kee — kee — kick yoii into 
the fi — firel " gulped he; "that is 
right, — that's a dear boy ; now tell 
me what has tho poor jady done ! I 
can't think she is such a very bad 

" She has robbed herself and me 
of the lints with which I liad invests 
ed her, and shown herself to me in_ 
her true colors." 

"Why, yoH mustn't tell me she 
paints her lace without 't Is with cold 



not that, hut off the stage 
ean, vulgar, bad woman, 
t think &at of hor, Alexan- 



Father, I have no words to tell 
her vulgarity, her avarice, her 
stupidity, — as for her beaaly, it is 
all paint and artilice, lather. I saw 
her this day se'night in her own 
house ; she is vulgar, and dirty, and 
almost ugly." 

" you deceitfnl young rascal, 
you know she is beaotiful as an an- 
-IJ" • 

"Isn't she, sir! — ah J you have 
only seen her on the stage — " 

" I see her on the stage I What 
do you tell me I go to p h nso 
I never was in a pi h my 

lifte." 

Then how do y kn w h 
beautiful 7 Where h n n 

her, if not on the stage 

Mr. Oldworthy Boni hes ted 
He did not choose h to kn w 

he had visited the p es d 

Jlsted her in his caux 

Alexander saw his Ca d 

isinterpreted it ludicro 

" Ah, fethor," cried h bo 

ashamed of it." 

I am not, — ashamed of what i " 
Wonld I were worthy of all this 
al&ction ! " 

■' What affection 1 " 

" That you have for the unfortu- 

"I have no affection for the un- 
rtnnnte; it 's always their own 
fault." 

" If you know howl honor you for 



Hostec by Google 



AET ! A DEAMATIC TALE. 



tliia, yon would not deny or bo 
aelmmed of it." 
'■' Of ivhat ? Are wo tiUking rid- 

" Do not attentpt to disguise wliat 
gives you a fresh title K> my grat- 
itude, — it Tiiraa curiosity Ut see my 
deatroyer drew you thither. Ah, it 
mnst have been fiie day before yester- 
day. I rGmember yon disappeared 
alter diunei'. Well, fiitfier," contin- 
ued Alexander, with a sad, sweet, 
melancholy accent, " you saw her 
play ' Montmia ' that nigh^ Mid hav- 
ing seen her yoa can forgive my in- 
&tuatiOD." 



the Devil's own shop pa^or, that ii 

"Tou hare seen her, — you call 
her beautiful, therefore it is clear yon 
hare seen her at the tlioatre, for at 
home she is anything hut beantifal or 

" Alexander, you will put me in a 
passion ; but I won't be hut in a 
passion." So saying, the oM gentle- 
slap out of Che house int« the moon- 
light and cooled himself therdn. 

On his return he (bund his son ait 
ting in a sort of collapse by the fire, 
and all his endeavors to draw him 
from brooding over his own misery 
proved nnavMling. The next day he 
was worse, if possible; and when 
play-time had come and gone, and 
Mathan was in the middle of a lon^ 
law-case that he was relating Ibt his 
son's amusement, Alejcander, who 
had not spolcen for hours, quietJy 
asked Nathan what he thought about 
suicide, and whether it was really a 
crime to die when hope was dead, 
and life witheied forever. Nathan 
gave a short, severe answer to this 
query ; but it troubled him. 

Ho began to be frightened : he con- 
sult^ Bateman. Baleman was equal- 
ly puzzled ; hut at last the latter hit 
upon an idea. " Go to the actress 
agidn," said he ; " it seems she can 
do anything with him. She made 



I t«nder 
t appetite and 
■"---ft the body 



him love her, — she made him hate 
her; ask licr to make hint to do 
something between the two." 

" Why, you old fool 1 " was tlio 
civil retort, " you are as mad as he is. 
No I she tdmost bewiiched me, for as 
old as I am ; and I won't go near her 

But Alexander | ' " " 

worse. He droopct 
flower. He had lo 
sleep ; and without t 
soon gives way. 

Hia grief was of the imagination. 
But the distinction muddleheads draw 
between real and im^nary griefs is 
ima^nary. Whatever roba a human 
unit of rest, nourishment, and -life, is 
as real to him as auything but elcr- 
nitj itself is real. 

The old menisaw a subtle disorder 
creeping over lie young man. It 
was incomprehensible to them ; and 
after ridiculing it awhile, they began 
to be more fr^htened at it than if 
thOT had comprehended it. 

At last, one line morning, a new 

thase presented itself. A great desire 
)r solitude consumed our poor poet. 
All human beings were distasteful to 
him, and, hia mind being in a diseased 
state, Nathan and Timothy boi'ed him 
like red-hot gimlets, — the truth must 
be told. Well, this particnlar moni- 
ing they wonld not let him alone, — 
and so he wanted just to be left in 
peace, — and partly from nervousness, 
partly from jrriiaiion, partly from 
— "eiy, the poet lost all self-command, 
1, I am sorry to say, cursed and 
ire, and vowed he would kill him- 
self, and called his firiends his ior- 
ors, and wept and raved and 
cursed the hoar he was bom. And 
 end of this most unbecoming 
tirade he was for dashing out of the 
house ; but his fitther canght him by 
the collar, and whirled hun back into 
his room, and locked him into it. 
Alexandei lell into a chair, and bunt i 
his face m his hands , presently lie 
heard something that made him ful 
how selhsh his ^nef had been Ho 
heard a deep sigh just outside the 
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door, ajid then a heavy slop we 
down the stair. 

" Father ! " cried ha, " forgive ra 
0, forgire mc I " 

It was too late. All who give 
parent pain repent ; but how often 



He went into 
without knowing what h 
or where he should go. 

It happened at Uiia n 
Batemon 9 advice came ii 



is head. 
Ho was less disposed to scout it now. 

"It can do no harm," thought he, 
" and I am quite at a loss. She has 
agoodheart,Iihinl!,andat alleve" '" 
she seems to know now to work 
him, and I don't. I 'II risk it." 

So, hanging his head, with no veiy 
good will, ne slowly wended his way 
towards Mrs. Oilfield's house. 

When Alexander left Mrs. Oldfleld, 
that lad J look off her vulgar cap and 
the old wig with which Me had dis- 
guised her lovely head, and, throwing 
heraclf into a chair, laughed at the 
piece of comedy she had played off on 

Hot laugh, however, was not sin- 
cere; it soon died away into some- 
thing mora like A, sigh. 

The next morning there was no 
letter in verse, and she missed it. She 
had hoeome used to thom, and was 
vexed to iMuk she had pnt an end to 
them. On returning from the theatre 
she looked fi'Om her carriage to see if 
he was standing as usual by the stage 
door. No, he was not there; no 
more letters, — no more Alexander. 
She felt sorry she had lost so genuine 
an admirer ; and the moment the 
sense of his loss touched herself, she 
began to pity him, and think what a 
shame it was U> deceive him so. 

" I could have liked him heller 
than all the rest," siud she. 

But this lady's profession is one nn- 
favovable to the growth of regrets, or 
of affection for any object not m sight. 
She had to rehearse (Vom ten till one, 
then to come home, then to lay out 



her dotlies for the theatre, then to 
dine, then to study, then to go to the 
theatre, then to dr^, thenlo act with 
all the intoxicaaons of genius, lights 
multitude, and applause, then to un- 
dress, snp, etc. ; and all this time she 
9. constantly flattered and courted 
dozens of beaux and wits. Had 
: been capable of a deep attach- 
ment, it could not huve monopolized 
her as Alexander's did his. However, 
she did thus much for our poor poet ; 
when she found she had succeeded in 
banishing him, she went into her tan- 
trums, and snapped at and scratched 
everybody else that was kind to her. 
She also often invited Susan to speak 
of him, and after a, while snubbed her 
and forbade the topic. 

To-day, then, as Mrs. Oldfield sat 
itndying " The Rival Qneens," sud- 
denly she heard a sob, and there was 
Susan, with the tears quietly and 
without effort streaming from her 
eyes, like the water running through 
a lookgate, Susan had just retamed 
from ft walk. 

What have yon done ? " whined 
an. "I have just met him, and 
said to me, ' Ah, madam I ' he 
always calls mo madam, and he has 
lost bis beautiful color, — he is mis- 
erable, — and I am miserable." 

'dll" snapped Anne, "and am 
miserable too ! Why, Susan," 
cried she, for a glimmering of light 
burst ofl. her, " anrely yon are not 
snch a goose as to fancy yourself in 
ve witti my Alexander." 
My Alexander, — good I She has 
declined him for hetsSf, but she will 
let yon have him any the more 
liot, — other women I 
Tour Alexander ! No ! I am too 
fond of my own! Here's your one's 
book " ; and Susan thrust a duodecimo 
ards her cousin. 

My one's book," said Mrs. Old- 
field, with a mystified air. 

"Yes! Kobert says it belongs to 
the young gentleman who saved you 
from the Duchess's carriage; he 
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intarot ; judge her suqiriso when tho 
first page discovered verses in Alex- 
ander's well-known hand : in Ihe next 
page was a BpiriKd drawing of Mrs. 
Oldfleld as " Sophonisba ; under 
it was written, in gold letters, "Not 
one base word of Carthage on thy 
soul," — a line tlie actress used W) 
speak with stich majesty and five that 
tie audience always tnirst into a round 
of applause. And so on, upon every 
page, poetry or picture. The verses 
were more tender than those he had 
sent her by letter. The book was Ms 
secret heart 1 

It was Alexander, then, who had 
saved her, — his love surrounded her. 
And how had all his devotion been 
repaid 1 She became restless, — bit 
her lips ; the bool: she held becatne a 
book of mist, and she said to Susan, 
in bitter accents : " They had better 
not let the poor boy come neor me 
again, or they will find I am a woman, 



tragedian whim^red a little, much as 
a housemaid whimpers ; if was not at 
all like the " reel tears " that had so 
ail^cted Alexander. 

On the fly-leaf of his tie book 
was written: "Alesand O dw 
thy! Should I die, — and I h nk I 
shall not live, for my o e con nmea 
me, — I pray some good Ch fian 
to take this book to h g a M-s 
OUfield; itwiUtcllh rw I ba 
"never dare to tell her and d pa ed 
spirits are permitted to wa h h se 
they have loved, it is for her sake I 
shall revisit this earth, which, but for 
her, I should leave without r^;ret." 

" I am a miserable woman ! " cried 
the dealer in. ficliliona grief. " TMa 
is love! I never was loved before, 
and mine must be the hand to stab 
him ; they make me turn his goddess 
to a slut, — his love 10 contempt ; 
and I do it, madwoman that I am I 
For what 1 to rob myself of the solace 
Heaven had sent to my vacant heart, 
— of the only real treasui'e the earth 
contains " ; and she burst into a pas- 
sioii of tears. 



At this Susan's dried themselves ; 
the griefofthe greater mind swallowed 
np her puny sorrow, as tho river ab- 
sorbs the brook that joins it. Anno 
{lightened her, and at last she stole 
from the room in dismay. Her ab- 
sence, however, was short; she re- 
tamed in about ten minutes, and 
announced a visitor. 

"I wiU not see him I" said Mrs. 
Oldfleld, almost fiercely, lookin"; off 
the part she had begun to study. 

' " It is the rongh gentleman," swd 
Susan, 

"WhatrAlesander'sfather? Ad- 
mit him. Be is come to thank me, 
and wdl he may. Cruel wretches 
that wa both are I " 

Nathan entered, but with a face so 
rnefai, that Mrs. Oldfield saw at once 
gratitude had not bronght him there. 

" What have yon done, madam ? " 
was his flrst word. 

"Kept my word to you, like a fool," 
was the answer ; " I hope yon are 
come to reproach me, — it would not 
be complete without that 1 " And 
the Oldfield shed a tfew tears, which 
this time were haif bitter vexation, 
half fiction. 

Nathan had come with that inten- 
tion, but he was now torror-stnicfc,' 
and afrfudlw do anything of the kind. 
He proceeded, however, in mournful 
ones, to tell her that Alexander had 
fallen into a state of despondency and 
d speration which had made him — 
he fether — regret that more inno- 
cint madness he had hitherto been so 

" He savs he will kill himself," said 
Nathan. "'And if he does he will kill 
me. Poor boy ! all his illnsions are 
kicked head over heels ; so he says, 
however," 

"Agoodjob, lool"3aidMrs. Old- 
field. 

" How can von sa/ agoodjob, when 
it will be a job for Bedlam ? " 

" Bedlam ! " 

"Yes; hois mad!" 

" What makes you think he is 

** He sajs you are not beautiful ! 
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d the afflicted mther. " I told liim 
he was an idiot : but, I tun sorrj to 
say, he answered mj afftctionate re- 
monstrance Willi nonsense and cnrsca, 
and a lot of woi'ds, -withont head or 
tail In [hem : he is mad ! " 

" You cruel old man ! " cried Mrs, 
Oldiield; "have you done nothing to 
Koothe the poor child ? " 

" O yes 1" "said the cruel old man, 
resenting the doubt CRSt upon his ten- 
derness ; " I shored him into a room, 
and donble-locked him in r and cnnie 
straight to you ft)r advice about him, 
you are so idever." 

" " ■' — »s!"aflidflhe; "Ihave 
I, Al- 



began to wel! 



t of her 
lovely eyes, 

-Odeari— 

don't yoH vex jonrsell so, my lamb." 

But die lamb, o&'os crocodile, insists 

ed upon putting her head gracefully 

upon Hathan's shonldar, and crying 



meekly awhile. On Ihis (a 
heart being merely a lump of 



"f 



tliat melts when woman's eye lets 
fall a drop of warm wiiler upon it) 
Matiian loved her : it waa intended he 
shoulil. 

" I would give my right arm if yoa 
would make nim love yon again ; at 
all events a litfle, — a very little in- 
deed. Poor Alexandei', he is a fool, 
a seatter-brain, and, for aught I know, 
a versifier : but he is my son. I have 
but him. If he goes mad or dies, his 
father mill lie down and die too." 

" Sii' ! " said the actress, with sod- 
den cheerfulness, and drying her eyes 
with suspicions rapidity ; "bring him 

tome; and "(patting him r''-' ''■' 

arm) "you shall 






a, if you approve, dear sir ! " 
" Here ! he won't come ; he rails 
Lt you ; yon are his aversion. O, he 
s mad ! my son is depriveil of rea- 
on: this comes of those cursed 



A pause ensued : Olctfiqld broke it. 
"I liave it I" cried she: "he is an 
author ; they are all alike ! " (What 
did she mean by that t) " Speak to 
him of 'Berenice,'" 

"Whom am I to talk to him 

" Berenice ! " 

" What, is ho after anotlier woman 



" Ah 1 I forgot," said she, coolly : 
" you are not (n the secret ; he com- 
posed it by stealth in your office." 
She then seated herself at a side-table, 
with theatrical ra- 






him til 



Beceiving no answer, she looked 
up, a little surprised, and there was 
Nathan apoplectic with andignaljon ; 
his two cheeks, red as beet-root, were 
pn£fed out ; paternal tenderness vms 
in abeyMice : finally he exploded in : 
" So, this viBB hovr my brief-paper 
went 1 " and marched off impetuous- 
ly, throwing down a. chair. 

" Where are jon going ? " remon- 
strated his Companion. 

" He is an author," was the reply ; 
" he is no son of mine. I '11 unlock 
him and kick him into the wide 
world." 

" What, for consecrating yoiu- brief- 
paper to die Muse 1 " 

" Yes ; did you ever know a de- 
cent, respectable ciiaracter write po- 
etry ? " 

"Yes." 

" No t that you never did I Who, 

" David I he wrote Hebrew poetry, 
— the Psalms ; and very b^utiful 
poetry, too." 

Poor Nathan ! he was like a bnll, 
which, in the middle of a gallant 
charge, receives a bnllet in a vital 
part, and so pulls up, and looks 
mighty stupid for a moment ere he 

But Nathan did not fell; he 
glared reproach on Mrs. OldficM for 
having said a thing, which, though it 
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did not esflctly admit of iramediafe 
confulation, was absncd as well as pro- 
fane, thought lie, and resolved to serve 
Alexander out fbr it ; ho told her as 
much. So tlien ensaed a little piece 
of private theatricals : Mrs. OMfieJd, 
clasping her liands together, began to 
^, Eracefnlly, down on her knees, an 
inch at a time (nothing bnt great 
practice enabled her to do it), and re- 
mind Nathan that he was a father, 
— that Wb son's liffe was move pre- 
cions than anything, — that to lie 
ailgry wiHi the unhappy was cruel, — 
"gave him! save him!" 

Poor Nathan look all this stage 
bnsinesB for an nnpremeditfited ef- 
fusion of the heart ; and, with a tear 
in his eye, raised the queen of tltc 
crocodiles, and with a liideouslv ami- 
able grin, " I '11 fbi^ve him ! said 
he : "to please yon, I 'd forgive Old 

With this virtuona resolve and 
equivocal compliment, he vanished 
&om the preaence-cbamber, and hur- 
ried towaifla Alexander's retreat. 

Oldfield retired hastily to her bed- 
Koom, and, having found " Eereoice," 
ran hastily through it once more, and 
began to study a certain scene which 
she thought could be tnmed lo her 
purpose. Having what is called a 
very qnicli: stndy, she was soon mis- 
tress of the twenty or thirty lines. 
She then put on a, splendid dress, ap- 
propriala (according l« the ideas of 
the day) to an Eastern queen. That 
done, she gave herself to Statira, tlie 
part she was to play upon this im- 
portant evening ; Bnt Susan observed 
a strange restlessness and emotion in 






" What is 



le matter, Anne 1 " said 



. .jo bad of these men," was 
the answer. " I ought to be all 
Statira to-day; and, instead of a 
tragedy-queen, they make me feel like 
a human being ! This will not do : 
I cannot have my iioiiiiona feelings, 
in which thousands are interested, en- 
dangered for such a trifle as my real 
ones " ; and, by a stem efibrt, she 



glued her eyes to her part, and was 
Stafira. 

Meanwhile Nathan had rotLirned to 
Alexander; and, giving hitn Mrs. 
Oldfield's note, bade him instantly 
accompany him to her lionse. 

Alexander had no sooner read the 
note, than the color rushed into his 

Efde fece, and Wb eye brightened; 
ut on reflection he be^cd lo he 
excused ftom going Mere. Bat 
his father, who had observed the 
above symptoms, which proved to 
him  the power of this benevolent 
enchantress, would take no denial ; 
so they retnrned together to her 
house. It was all very well the tirst 
part of the road ; but at sight of the 
tionse poor Alexander was seized 
with a combination of feelings that 
made it unpossible for him to pro- 

" I feel fftint, father." 

" Lean on me," 

" Pray excuse me, — I will go hack 
to Coventry with you,— to the world's 
end, — but don't take me to that 
honse." 

" Come along, ye soft-hcatied — " 

"Well, then, you must assist me, 
for my limbs fail me at the idea." 

and hoisted him along in aj 
able maimer. And so, in a lew mra- 
ntes more, the attorney was to be seen 
half drawing, half dr^ging the poet 
into the abode of the Siren, which he 
had first entered (breathing fire and 
fury gainst play-actors) to drag his 
son out of. It was, indeed, a curious 
reversal of senlimenls in a brace of 
bosoms. 

" No, father ! no ! " sighed Alexan- 
der, as his father pulled him into her 
sdoon. 

" Bnt I tell yon it is for your trag- 
-^~," remonsti'ated the parchment to 



, lot as sell il 
than oorselves, — if we can find 

'The tone in which he uttered the 
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" Why tiid you bring me here, dear 
fatlier ? sighed the d^dUasion^. " It 
was here my idol descended from her 
pedestal. O renlih^! you are not 
worth the pain of living, — the toil 
of breathing." 

"Poor boy I" thought Nathan; 
" he is in a bad ivot', — the toil of 
hreathine 1 — well, I neror I — Tour 
traaedy, lad, your tragedy," insimial- 
ed he, biting hie lips not to be in a 

I" said Ala. 
. is the last tie that hole 
life. She says in this note that she 
took it ibr another, and that mine has 

" No doubt 1 no doubt 1 " said the 
other, humoring the absurdity. 
" How came the Muse (that is the 
weni?h's name, I believe) into my of- 



o this el 



-thatoi 



had a soul, bat that now his iyre was 

" That 's soon mended," siud Ms 
rough comforter ; " well, siaoe yonr 
Jiar is cracked — " 

" I said broken, father, — and forme 
the biisine£G of lifb ia ended." 

" Well," ssid the parent, whose 
50od-huiQor at this crisis appears to 
iiHve been inexhaustible, " smoe yonr 
liar is broken, — smashed, I hope, — 
md your bu-siness done, or near it, 
iurn to amnsement a bit, my poor 
lad." 

Alexander looked at him, surveyed 
him from top to toe. 

" Amusement 1 " winnied the incon- 
solable one, with a ghastly chuckle, 
— " amueeraent 1 Where can broken 
hearts find amosement^ " 

" In THE IiAwl" roared Nathan, 
ivith cheerftil, hopeful, healthy tone 
md look. " I do," added he ; then, 
ioeing bitter incredulity on the poet. 



lie explained, souo voce, " 'T is n't as 
if we were clients, yo fooL" 

" Never I " shrieked AlexaniJer. 

Poor Nathan had commanded his 
wrath till now, but this energetic 
" Never I " set him in a blaze. 

" Never ! you young scamp," shoufc. 
ed he; "but — but — don't put w.4 



, — when I tf 
ciseman'a daughter won't have 
on any other terma." 
" Ajid I won't have her on 

" Well, she is on the road to 
ahe is a girl, and a very fine 
and you are to make her a wo 
— and ahe will make a man of 



yon 






nen for me," object- 
ed the poet. He then conlided to an 
impatient parent his future plan of ex- 
istence. It was simple, very simple ; 
ha pnrposed to live in a garret in 
London, hating and hated; so this 
brought matters to a head. 

" I have been too good to you i you 
are madl and, by virtue of parental 
authority, I seize your body, jonng 



I slipped under his father's arm, 
and, getting a table between them, 
gave vent to his despaff 

" Since yoa are wi h u p 
cried he, "lam lost. I' re 1 
ever 1 " and he roshed to h d 
which opened at that n 

The father uttered a d preea y 
cry, which died off in o a q 
of^ admiration, — Bir, a bis m nt, 
a iady of dazahng beat d n 

a glorious robe that swept the ground, 
crossed the poet's path, before- he 
could reach Hie door, and, witli a 
calm, but qaeen-like gesture, rooted 
him lo the spot. 

She nttered but one word, but that 
word, as she spoke it, seemed capable 
of stalling the waves of the sea. 

"Hold!" 

No loader than you and I spealc, 
reader, bnt irresistibly. Sach majesty 
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and composure came from her, upon 
them, with this simple monosyllable. 
They stood spellbounil Alexander 
thouglil no more of flight ; nor Nathan 

At lost, by one of those inspirations 
that conyey truth more surely than 
human calculation is apt to, the poet 
cried ont : " This is herself, liie other 



" Berenice " took ni 



Her two hearers stood spellbound. 
And then did Alexander taste llie 
greatest pleasure earth affords, — to 
be a poet, and to love a great actress, 
and to hear the mn^c Dps he tored 
speak his own verse. Love, laate, 
and vanity were all gratified at once. 
With what rich flesh and blood she 
clothed his shadowy creation j the 
darling of his brdn was little more 
than a skeleton. It was reserved for 
tbe darling of liis heart 



Andtl 






■ds, O 



what a mitiesty and glory they took 
from her heavenly tongue ! Thoy 
were words no more, — they were 
thnnderbolts of speech, and sparks of 
audible sonL He wondered at him- 
self and them. 

Oldfleld spoke this line, 
" O'er Bj boirfi hesd thoi^h wavca of aor- 

with a grand, tliough plaintive swell, 
like the sea itself: it was really won- 
derful. 

Alexander had no conception he or 
anv man had e\'er written so grand a, 
r my bowed head though 



s of S( 



/ roll." He V 



heaven; A moment like this 
yond the Jot of earth, and compen- 
Eates the smart that is apt to be in 
store, alt in good time, tor the poet 
tliat loves a great actress, tliat is to 



Bay, a creature with the tongue of oil 
angel, the principles of a weasel, and 
the passions of a fish ! 

" And have those lips graced words 
of mine f " gasped Alexander. " My 
I, fiitherP 



"His 

addressing the ai 



nhew 



particularly a scene where this p 
qaeen sacrifioes her love to the bar- 
barODS pr^ndices of her eaptora." 

" My favorite scene i my favorite 
scene ! Father, she likes my favorite 



10 good a 



" Gentlemen, b 
younselves to the 

Hero, Susan 1 " in came Bnsan, her 
eyes very red ; she had been employed 
realizing that Alexander was not to 
be hers. 

" Ton, sir ! " continued Mrs. Old- 
field, addressing Nathan, " are tho 
Consul, — the inexorable faliier." 

"O, amir' 

"Yesl yon must stand there, — on 
that flower, — like a marble pillar, — 
deaf to all my entreaties. Yon si-o 
about to cnrsc your son." 

" I curse my boy ^ Never 1 " 

" Father, for Heaven's sake, do 
what she bids yon." 

"Dress the scene," continned she, 
— "farther off, Snsan, — this is trag- 
edy, don't huddle together as they do 

" But I am in such trouble, Anne." 
nrse you are, — you are 
you are jeaions. You spy 
. tks, calcn all our words. 
Now, mind your business. The stage 
is mine. I speak to my Tiberius." 
She kicked her train adroitly out of 
tho way, and flowed like a wave on a 
calm day towards Tiberins, who stood 
entranced, almost staggering under 
the weight of his own words, as they 
rolled over him : — 



Tibulla,- 



' Obey the m 






Hostec by Google 



ART : A DRAMATIC TALE. 



Is aa unholy Ihlug in Rocoan eyes." 

She did not merely speak, 

actcii theselinea. With what a world 
of dignity and pathos she said, ■' My 
royal hand disdain 1 " and in speak- 
ing of the "diadem" she slowly 
raiaod both hands, one somewhat higli- 
er than the other, and pointed to Ear 
coronet, for one instant. The pose 
wouid have been invaluable to Sciilp- 
>r Painter. 



"We a 



I the 1 



Nathan, soothingly, for the C 
had slightly indieated him as o 
"Ihe barbarous tribe." "A lady 
like yon. — The Romans are fools- 
asses-dolts-and-beaets," cried Nathan, 
running the fooi- substantiveB into 



"Ono! eousiu," drawled out 8 
san, "sooner than you shotild die ,. 
grief — it is a, blow, hut I giye Mm 
up — " 

" Hold your tongao, Susan I you 

Niithan; " 
leave off, — 



ilrv eye, — you whose dry e 
Oldfieli" 

Mrs. OJdfield turned full onNathnn, 
and, sinking hervoice into a deeper key, 
she drove the following lines, slowly 



It by yonr dumb ])lny, — ; 
lu uD the nnrelenting sire — " 

"Now, how ca-ca-ea-can I, when 
yon make me blabber ? " gulped out 
he " whose dry eyes," etc. 

"And me! whined Susan. 

"Aha!" cried Alexander, with a 
hiiariona shont, " I 've made them cry 
with my verses 1" 

A smile, an areh smile, . wreathed 
the Tragic Queen's eonntonance. 

Alexander caught it, and, not be- 

Emled himself ap short. " No," cried 
e, "no ! it was you who conquered 
thorn witi my weak weapon; you 
whose face is spirit, and whose voice is 
music. Enehantresa — " 

Now Alexander, who wna grace- 
fully 'inclining towards the ehaimer, 
received a sadden push from the excit- 
ed Nathan, and tsil plump on his 

" Speak ^dn," cried he, " for yon 
i my qneen. I love you. What is 
be my fate t " 

" Alexander," a^d Anne, fluttering 
she had never flattered before, 
" you have so many atles to my ea- 



a 



1 that V 



*, ho does it almost s 



well i 



I 



do. 

" lira, (br I love you i 
Mj lite is his who saved tliac life Irim buna ) 
Thin pledge attests CLo yaJor of your arm.'' 

Here look I " And she returned him 

pocket-book. 

■His pocket-book!" said Nathan, 
his eyes glazed with wonder. " Why, 
how did his tragedy come in hia pock- 
eli-book? I mean, his pocket-book in 
hia tragedy 1 which is the tme part, 
and which ia the lie? O dear I the 
dog has made his fiithur cry, and, now 
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I liaro be^uji, I don't like to leayc off 
somehow. Tlioii, before liis se' 
Qiieries could be answered, he co 



dried his eyes, and cast a look of bril- 
liant satislacdon on all the company. 
He was then Biloot, bnt Alexaudor 
Eaw him the next minute moldng 



determination i 









Before he conld execute these ia- 
Etrnotions, a doei on the chimney- 
piece etrnck three. 

The actress started, and literally 
bundled father and son out of the 
honse, for in those day plays began at 
fire o'clock. 

Mra. Oldfleld, however, invited 
them to sup with her, conditionally ; 
if she was not defeated in " The Rival 
Queens." " If I am," said she, "it 
wSl be your interest to keep out of my 
way ; tor of course I shall attribute it 
to the interraptions and distractions 
of this morning." 

She stud this with an arch, and, at 
the same time, rather wicked, look, 
and Alexander's face burned in a 

"Oh I" cried he, "I should be 
miserable for life." 

" Should you ? " said Anue. 

"You know I must." 

" Well then " (and a single gleam 
of lightning shot from her eyes), "I 
must not be defeated." 



At five o'oloelt, the tlieatro was 
packed to the ceiling, and the curtain 
rose npou " The Bival Queens," about 
which play much nonsense has been 
talked. It is true, there is bombast in 
it, and one or two speeches that 
smack of Badlara ; but there is not 
more bombast than in other plays of 
the epoch, and there is ten times as 
much lire. The play has also some 
excellent tarns of iangoage and some 
great strokes of nature; in iwirlicular 
the representation of two different na- 
tures stated to the utmost by the 



same paEsion, jealousy, is Ml of 
genius. 

" The Rival Queens " is a play for 
the st^e, not the closet. Its author 
was a great reader, and the actors 
who had the benefit of his reailing 
chanued the public in all the parts, 
but in process of time actors aiose 
wbo had not tliat advantage, and 
"Alexander the Great" became loo 
much for them. They coold not 
early off his smoke, or burn with his 
fu'o. The female cbaractors, however, 
retained their popularity for many 
years after the death of tlie author, 
and of Botterton, the first " Alexan- 
der." They are the two most equnl 
female characters that exist in tragedy, 
Slight preference is commonly given 
by actors to the ™rt of " Roxana " ; 
bat when Mrs. BraceMi'dle selected, 
that part, Mi's. Oldfield tflok " Sta- 
tira witi perfect complacency. 

The Aeatre was fall, the audience 
in an unusual state of exeitemcut. 

Tbe early part of the first act re- 
ceived but bttle attention. At length 
Statira glided on the scene. She was 
greeted with considerable applause; 
in answer to which, she did not duck 
and giin, according to rule, but, 
sweeping a rapid, yet dignified courte- 
sy, she hai'ely indicatedlier acknowl- 









1 break, break, Qmi 



Her predecessors had always been 
violent in this scene. Mrs. Oldfidd 
made disti'ess its prominent sentiment. 
The critics thought ber too quiet, but 
she stole npou tfie hearts of the audi- 
ence, and enlisted their sympathy on 
her side before the close of the act- 
Mrs. Brae^idle, who stood at the 
wing daring the scene, tnmed round 



In the fliird act Mrs. Bracegirdle 
aade her eiUr& with great spirit, 
peaking, as she came on, the line. 
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.She was received ivitli grent np- 
plaiise, on which she inBtantlj 
dropped Eoxano, und became Mrs. 
Bracogirdle, nil wreathed in smiles ; 
the applttusa being ended, she returned 
to Koxana asquioklj as it is possible 
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Thou ahalt not thlS 



and fin 



> nfter such a deTii 



thes( 






d fire, and the a.ppiause was much 
gi-eater thim. Stadra had obtained ii ' 
the first act. 



I lie two queens now came inl 
collision, and their dialogue is s 
dramatic, that I hojwi I may be e> 
ciiscd for quotinf; it, with all il 



low Holita is the brave resolve you nuike, 


But BtUi Boxana sbaU Ihj spirit tvifbt ; 




Wanton lo dreams if thou dar'st dreat 


Van is jQUt mbid, you dare tbus cieatly flie. 


bliss, 


\nil jleW Ub kii^ to ODE s^ meaoas I f 


Thy roving ghost jnay think to steal a k 




But when .to his aoi^ht bed thy wand 


\aA much I fcat your death will break his 




heart. 


Bhall for Iho happiness it wished repair, 


SlMra. Tou couolerfeit, I fcar, and 


How will it groan to liod thy rival there 




How ghastly nilt thou look when tliou 


low mueh your ejes all beaulles else esMl . 




^jxaui, who, Ihoueh not a princesB born, 


ThtiHigh the drawn curtalos, tha.1 Ereat 


" "''mo'urn""''' '^''^' ""^ ""'*'"*■ "■ 


andnie, ^ ^ 




Wearied wllh langblng joys shot lo the s 


orgetting power when wine had aaile him 


White Ihon sbaJi grinning stand, aud g 



K whaae lore can't 



But my full eyes fn aplte of me 

Clasping each other, shaded o'l 
help thy EDI 



St thy hour drava 

>d kiss thy soul oat through the 
ria well, I tbsjik thee; thou 



at vouM you dare I 
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iLaed Etnllrni doeg 



While thou, sick nacd, 



icobla' threats, oljjectel fe 
tecl, thy riy^ rage h»a doi 



Tboogh cursed, that thou majst nSTer Bee 

In this famalo dnei Staliva appeared 
to great advantage. She exliibited 
the more feminine characler of the 
two. The marked variety of seiiti- 
meut she Ihrew inlo each speech oon- 
trasted favorably wth the other's 
somewhat vixeniah monotony ; and 
every now and then she gave out vol- 
canic flashes of great power, all the 
— e eifeotive for Ihe artful 



when she, the lender w 
Jy wlieeled i 
the words, ' 
And r 






that Mrs. Brac^irdle paid for 
temporary success. She had gone 
he end of her tethor long a^, but 



her antagonist had been working 
the great principle of Art, — Climax. 
She DOW put f&rth the strength she 
had economized ; at each speech she 
rose and swelled higher, and higher, 
and hiehor. Her frame dilated, her 
voice Plundered, her eyes lighwned, 
and she swept the audience with her 
in the hurricane of her passion. 
There was a moment's dead silence, 
and then the whole theatre burst into 
acclamations, which were renewed 
agdn and agfun ere the play was suf- 
fered to proceed. At the close of the 
scene Statira had overwhelmed Kox- 
ana; and, as here she had electrified 
the audience, so in the concluding 



passage of the play she melted them 
to tears, — the piteous nnguish of her 
regret at being separated by death 
from her lover ; — 






'What, must 1 

And then her pitying tenderness 
or his sorrow ; and then her prayer 
ohim to live; and, last, that cxqui- 
lite lonch of woman's love, more an- 
gelic than man's, — 

" Sparc Ro^aaa^s iiSS \ 



and her death, with no thought but 
love, love, love, upon, her lips ; — all 
this was rendei^d so tenderly and so 
divinely, that no heart was untouched, 
and few eyes wore dry now in the 
crowded theatre. Statira died; the 
other figures remained upon the 
stage, but lo the spectators the play- 
was over ; and when the curtain fell 
there was but one cry, " Oldtield I " 
"Oldficadl" 

In those days people conceived 
opinions of their own in matters dra- 
matic, and expressed them then and 
there. Moina locuta est, and Nanco 
Oldfield walked into her dressing- 
room the queen of the English stage. 

Two flgnrea in the pit had watched 
this singular battle with thrilling in- 
terest. Alexander sympathized al- 
ternately with the actress as well as 
the queen. Nathan, to tell the truth, 
after hanging his head most sheep- 
ishly for the first five minales, yield- 
ed wholly to the illusion of the ata^, 
and was " transported out of this ig- 
norant present ' altogether ; to him 
Boxana and Statira were bona _fide 

Jneens, women, and rivals. The 
Hdworthys were seated in Critics' 
How ; and after a while, Nathan's 
thusiaam and extntement " ' 
old genflemen who came 
two actresses, not to drink poetry aii 
ahve 0. 

His neighbors proposed to ^ect 
Nathan; flie said Sathan on this 
gave them a catalogue of actions, any 
one of which, he said, would rc-estab- 



judge 
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li-ih his constitutional rights, and 
remedy in the shape of 
I wound up ivith letting 
thera know ho was an attorney at law. 
On thia they abandoned the idea of 
meddling with liim as hastily la boys 
drop liis baked half-pence in a scram- 
ble provided by their philanthrDpienl 
seniors. So now Mrs. Oldfield was 
queen of the stage, and Alexander 
had ai;cesa W her as her admirer, and 
Nallian had a long private lalk with 
her, and then with som- ~- — '—' — 
went down to Coventry. 

A story ought lo end with a 
riiige : ought it not 1 Well, thii 
does not, tiecanse there aie rei 
timt compel the author to tell the 
truth. The poet did not marry the 

nctress, and beget tragedies an'' 

edica. Love does not always 
marriage, 6T0n behind tho seen 
theatre. But it led to a result, the 
value of which my old readers know, 
and my young ones will learn, — it 
led to a very tender jind lifelong 
friendship. And O, how ifew out of 
the gi'eat aggregate of love affairs 
lead lo BO high, or so good, or so !■'- 
ftctionate a permanency as is a te 
del- triendship 1 

One afternoon Mrs, Oldfield wro 
ratlier a long letter thus addressed . 
the fashion of the day : — 

To Mr. NatJian Oldworthy, 
Attorney at Law, 
In the Town of Coventry, 
At his house there in the Market Street 

This, with all despatch. 

Mathan read it, and said, " God 
foigive me for thinking ill of any 
people, beeaose of Uieir business I 
and his eyes filled. 

The letter described to Hathan an 
interview the acti'ess had with Al- 
exander. That interview (several 
months after onr ttie) was a long, 
and, at some moments, a distressing 
one, especially to poor Alexander ; 
hut it had been long meditated, and 
was firmly carried out ; in that intei- 
view this generouH woman confen'ed 
one of the greatosc 

12 



Alexander one hnman being can 
hope to confer on another. She per- 
suaded a Dramatic Author to turn 
Attorney. He was very reluctant 
then ; and very grateful afterwards. 
These two wef e never to one another 
as though all had never been. They 
wei'C friends as long as they wore on 
earth together. This was not so very 
long. Alexander lived to eighty-six ; 
but the great, Oldfield died at forty- 
seven. Whilst she lived, she always 
consulted her Alexander in all diffi- 
culties. One day she sent for him ; 
and he came sadly to her bedside ; it 
was to make her will. Be was sad- 
der than she was. She died. She 
lay in state like a royal queen ; and 
noblemen and gentlemen vied to hold 
her pall as they took her to the home 
she had earned in Westminster Ab- 
bey. Alexander, fidthful to the last, 
can'ied out all her last requests ; and 
he tried, poor soul, to lescae her 
Fame from tho cruel fate that awaits 
the great artists of the scene, — ob- 
livion. He wrote her qjitaph. It is 
first-rate of its kind ; and prmie I<a^ 
for once in a way ; — 



tamea at ad ^ngalaa 



Tanla via, loin veiinsla hLlarilas, 

Maqne plBOdendo manna. 

There, brother, I have done what I 

in for your sweetheart, and I have 

reprinted your Epitaph, after one 

hundred years. 

But neither you nor I, nor all our 

las, can fight against the laws that 

rule the Arte. Each of the great 

'  &ils in something, is nnap- 
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jnuacliaWy great in olhecs (of that 
anuD). The great Artists of tha 
Scene are paid m cash ; tliey cannot 
draw bills at flfly years' date. 

Tliey are meteors tbat blaze itt the 
world's eye, — and vanish. 

We are liirthing candles that cast 
a gleam all around four yards square, 
for hours and lionis. 

Alexander lived a life of business, 
honest, honorable, and graceful too; 
for the true poetic feelioK is ineradi- 
cable ; It colors a mair a life, — is 
not colored by it. And when he had 
reached a areat old age, it befell that 
Alexanders sight grew dim, and his 
spirit was weoiy of the great city, 
and his memory grew weak, and he 
forgot parchments, and dates, and re- 
ports, and he began to remember, as 
though it was yesterday, the pleasant 



fields, wliOL-e lie had played among 
the lambs and the buttercups in the 
momii^ of his days. And the old 
man said calmly, " Vixi 1 Theif:- 
fbre now 1 will go down, and sec 
once moi'e those pleasant fields; an.d 
I will sit in the stm a little while; 
and then I will lie beside my father 
in the old churchyai-d." And he did 
so. It is near a himdi'ed years ago 

So Anne OldMd sleeps in West- 
minster Abliey, near the poets whoso 
tliougiits took treble glory from her, 
while she adorned the world. And 
Alexander Oldworthy lies humbly 
beneath the shadow of the gieat old 
lofty spire in the town of Coventry. 

Eequiescant in pace ! 

" And all Christian souls, I pray 
Heaven." 
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NOTE. 

lajeu d'esprit was writti;n some jears ago, before tlie Author was so for- 
: as to establish friendly relations with American Publishers, and, may 
:ture lo say 1 with the Amcricim Pablia lie has a reason (or wishing 

be known. 

C. R. 

DM, Sfpleniber, IS 57. 
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CHAPTER I. 

JOHN COURTENAT was tlie son 
of Bidiord ConrEenay. Richard 
was the younger son of a good Devon- 
sliiro family : his elder brotlier inher- 
itiid foBr tliocjsand a year, — he llfleen 
liundred pounds down, from the sam 
relative, Ms falher, — eioe i'Angleterre 

His iifteen hundred pounds would n' 
do ia a genteel country like England 

so he wentt» America and  

Ho died richer than the 
Courtenay Court. 

John, his son, wblS richer still by 
the aame hocorabls means. 

He was also a stanch repnblican : 
the unparalleled rise and grandeur of 
the United States might well recom- 
mend their institutiouB to any candid 
raind ; and John Courtenay spent his 
leisure moments in taking the gloss 
off Jolin Bull's hide : he was not so 
spiteful against him as some of those 
gentry who owe their cleverness to 
themsolves, but their existence to 
Ball, and forget it : hia lino was rath- 
er cool contempt ; theoldcoun^ry was 
worn out and decayed ; progressing 
like a crab instead of going ahead, 
etc, etc., etc., etc 

For all this, one fine day something 
Eeemed (o crack inside John Courte- 
nay's bosom, when he saw an an- 
nouncement from the modeat pen of 
Robins that Conilenay Court was in 
the market. 

He did not think such an adrer- 
liaement would have interested him 
imv more than Consols 96 and a half, 
— but it did. 



This gentleman was at the moment 
working a loan at 5 per cent with 
Kentucky, and he had promised him- 
self l« be in it to tlie tone of £ ao,O00 ; 
but all this day he look mora snuff 
than was good for him, and the next 
day, after brenkRist and a revery, he 
suddenly burst out, " Pshaw ! the worst 
investment, in the worst country ; a 
sinking intereatin a sinking kingdom." 

"Papal" said a musical voice, 
" your paying mo no attention will, I 
fear, end in yonr being worried." 

This worrying meant a eertidn vio- 
lent sysKm of kissing, with which the 
speaker used to fall upon John Courte- 
nay when he was very good, or very 
bad : she used it indifPorently as a re- 
ward or punishment. 

This time, to her surprise, the old 
gentleman answered her smiling threat 
by opening his arms in a minute, and 
saying, "My child 1" 

In another moment Caroline Courte- 
nay n>as in his arms ; he pressed his 
lips ia her brow and said, " I will do 
it I I wiQ do it 1 " 

"What will you do, papa^" 

" That is m^ business, I reckon," 
said he, recovering the statesman and 
man of business with rather a brusque 
reaction ; and off he bustled to Wall 
Sti'eet, "where merchants most do 
congr^;ate." Shakespeare hem I 

Caroline stood irresolute and had a 
mind to whimper. She thought her 
aEl^ction had been tor once half re- 
pulsed. 

Caroline! doubt anything — every- 
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CHAPTEE II. 



thnC liammer 

the term he would have Eeiected) 

by tlie Sc. Georg« of tlie 



in language as flowing as the oi 

m exiuberaat as lEie ibliage of tlie 

In the large hall . . . . 

places, whei'e piles of bcethiog blazed 
and crackled. 

Mr. liobiua mode his bow and up 
wont Courteoay Court, manor, and 
lordship, in a single lot. 

There were present, besides farmoi's, 
some forty couBtry gentlemen, many 
of wbom looked bosincsB ; thej had 
not examined Iheir own horizon, as 
John Conrienay, merchant, had. 
Land was in vogue with I^em. 

I don't wonifer at it. Cerldnly a 
landed estala is " an animal with iis 
mouth always open." But compare 
the physical perception and enjoyment 
of landed wealth with that of consols 

Can I get me rosy cbeeks, health, 
and good-humor tiding np and down 
my Peravian bonds ? can 1 go out 
shooting upon, my parchment, or in 
BlimmeL' sic under tlie shadow of my 
mortgage deed imd bob for commas 
and tron. for semicolons in my river of 
ink that meanders tbrongh my mead- 
ow of sheepskin ? 

Wherefore I really think land will 
always tempt even the knowing ones, 
until some vital change shall take 
place in society ; (or instance, till the 
globe raak^ its exit in smoke, and 
the blue curt^a comes down on the 
ct'eacion. 

Three or four gentlemen held the 
bidding up till about thirty thousand 
pounds ; it tlien became flat. 

And now one Adam Eaves, a farm- 
C1-, pushed sheepishly forward, made 
an advance on the bidding, and looked 
eshamcd. 



Why looltest tlioa ashamed, yeo- 
man, Bulwark of our Islo 1 

This is why -i Adam Gives farmed 
twoiarms; a dh h df 1 oey 
been praying 1 h h 1 II Is f 
decrease of r p 1 h t 

nowise tdlied w h his I 1 ff f 
thirty thousand h d -d p d 
down on the ail f C te y M 
or ; and theref re looked h h m 1 
" nple-m d d m B Iwark 



of 01 



Isle. 



Joshua Tanner, linen-lrnper in the 
martet-lown, he *hose cry for ten 
years bad been the decay of retail 
ti'ade, was so surprised at this, that, 
thrown off his guard, he bid an hun- 
dred more ; bat, the mask once thrown 
off, be blushed not, but sprinkled in- 
saltmg arrogance on all aiound. 

BoUi these worthies, who, unlike us 
writers, had for years announced, 
themselves beneath their true value, 
gave way to heavier metal, and tho 
mtata btgaa to I'cach its real worth ; 
it wa3at£3B,000. 

There was a pause. St George 
looked jocose, and felt uneasy. Were 
they running cunning like their own 
hounds, these south country gentle- 
He now looked carefully all, roand 
the i-oom ; a long, attenuated figure 
with a broad-brimmed hat on, stand- 
ing by a distant window; met his eye, 
and, as if to oblige him, now for tha 
first time made a cool, nonobalMit 
hid by nodding his head ; round went 
all the company on their heels with 
tlieir backs to the auctioneer, as when, 
the last row of the Pit, two pcrson- 
^es of this our day go to fisticuffs, I 
have seen the audience turn its back 
L the quarrel of Brutus and Cassius, 
Melantius and Amyutor. 
Forty two, Oirao, fbnr thousand were 
reached ; two country gentlemen bid- 
dcra turned red nnd white, — the pin 



c>f opposition, indifferent 
I'esult. 

The estate was now at thirty years 
purchase ; a hum, tbaj wont round tlie 
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room annoaacei this fact witliout 
vroid spoken. All the hounds had 
tailed off but one. He went on ; the 
two bidders were strangely contrast- 
ed; it seemod odd" they could both 
want the same thing. In shape 
was like a pin ; the other a pin-ci 

Our fi'iend at the window mas 
one color, lika wash-leather, or an 
or hy daylight ; the other, with his 
haad of white hair as titick as a boy's, 
and his red brown cheeks, and his 
bright eye, reflected. comfort as bright 
ly as JHampton Court wilii its i-ed 
brick and white facings, and cheered 
the eye like old Snnand old Frost bat- 
tling for a Deeemher day. 

At last the thin and sallow person- 
am ulleted these words : "Forty-sev- 
en thousand poands 1 " in a nasal 
twang, that seemed absurdly unjust 
lo the grand ideas snch words excite 
in elegant minds conscious how many 
refined pleasures can bo had for 
£ 47,000. 

His antagonist's head sunk fbr a 

He sighed, and, instead of bidding 
higher, or holding his tongue, the two 
business altematiies open to him, he 
said, " Then it will never be mine I " 

He said this so simply, yet with so 
mnch pain, that some of those good 
souls, who, unless they hare two days 
to think it over with their wives or 
siatera, are sure to take the pathelic 
for the Indicrona, horsa-laughed at 

He turned away. Mr. Eobins did 
not waste a second iu idle flourishes ; 
" When a thing is settled, anfl it," 
thouglit he ; he knocted the lot down 
now as he wonld a chiua teapot in a 
sale of 200 lots, — and the old oaks 
of Conrtonay bowed their heads to a 
Yankee merchant. 

The bnjer stepped up to the auc- 

Mr. Ralph Seymour, the last bid- 
der, made for the door ; at the door 
he buttoned with difficulty his coat 
ovci' his breast, for his heart was 
swelling and his eye glistened, — it 



was a bitter disappoinfment, — wo 
who live iu towns can hardly thinlt 
how bitter. Snch sales do pot come 



the Courtenays. He had counted on 
no competiiion but that of his neigh- 
hoi's : he had bought it from them ; 
but a man who happened to want an 
estate had come from London, or, as 
it was now whispered, li*om Mow York. 
Any other estate would have suited 
him as well, but he vxndd have tins. 

Poor old gentleman 1 He had told 
Mrs. Seymour she should walk this 
evening under the great birch-trees 
of the Courlenajs, — and they be 



The 



i the buyer's 

Mr. Jonathan Sims," 
said he, responding to the open curi- 
osity of the company, 

" Ugh ! " went one or two provin- 
cials, and then dead silence. 

Acting," continued the auotion- 
" for Mr. John Courlenay of New 
Yoik." 

Thei'e was a pause, — a hurried 
buaa, — and then, to Mi', Sims's snr- 
prise, a thundermg " Hurrah !" burst 
out that made the rafters ring and the 
windows rattle. 

" It 's Wislar Eichard's son," 
shouted Adam Eaves ; " My fatlier 's 
ridden many 'a the lame ivith Master 
Bichai-d, he rode the mule, and father 
the jenny-ass alter Squire Courte- 



Oninea. " Hurraih I " 

The thorough-bred old John Bull 
at the door, Mr. Ealph Seymour, 
seemed glad of an excuse to get rid 
of some bile foreign to his nature. 
In three strides he was alongside 
Jonathan, and had he been French 
it was plain he would have said some- 
thing worth repeating, hut as he was 
only English he grasped Mr, Sims's 
hand like a vice, and — asked him to 
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That is tho English iilea, — yoa 
mnst ask a gentleman to dinner, and 






« give a 



work, that mua uuu. 

John Courtenay i:ame home : I 
coolly omit llie objoctions lio took 
chsaaa /aisanl U> things in the old 
country. They would fill a yolume 
with just remonstraDce. 

He came to his own lodge gate, — 
the old m&u who opened it sung 

" Oh 1 Master John, how like yon 
be to Muster Richard, sure/u." 

Courtenay was astonished ; he 
fonnd this i^d boy had been thinking 
of Mm all that ivay off for sixty yeara, 
ever since his bu'th transpired. 

The old honsekeeper welcoioed him 






■r eyes. 



He dined in a room enriched ivith 
massive old carvings ; he walked after 
dinner nnder his avenue of birches 
with silver stems of gigantic thick- 
ness and patriftrcha! age. The honse- 



;r pnthi 



ab^ hii 






brought from Commerce, and 
budnesa habits, caused Mm to be con- 
sulted and valued. 

It is a fact thut after some months 
in Devonshire he developed a trait or 
two of Toryism; but they could not 
mate him believe that nations aJ'o 
the property of Kings, and countries 
their home f^ms. They did all they 
could think of Co corrupt him. They 
made him ;perforce a justice of the 
peace ; he remonstrated and pooh- 

Ched, but was no sooner one than 
nfused fresh blood into the with- 
ered veins of justice in his district. 

He became a lefijree in all nice 
matters of rural equity. In short his 
neighbors had all overcome any little 
prejudice, and had learned his value 
when — they lost him. His time was 
come to dose an honorable lile by a 
peaceful death. 

Short as had been his career among 
tJium, [ho whole county followed him 



to his rcstiug-pliuie ajnong the Courle- 
nays in Conyton Church vault. 

He lef]^ aU his land and all his 
money by will to his daughter; to 
his will he attached a paper contain- 
ing some requests. 

Oue was that she would provide for 
the aged housekeeper, and lodge-keep- 
er, who knew her father and welcomed 
him home, — he called it home ! But 
there was nothing ahont where he 
wished her to live : he did not de- 
cide the great little question, is Amer- 
ica or England the right place for as, 
globules to swell and burst in ? 

In other words, when he wrote 
these memoranda, John Conrtenay 
was dying, and thongbt less aboutthe 
kingdom whence came his root, or the 
state where his flowera had bloomed, 
than of a eountir he had learned to 
look towM'ds by being neither Yankee 
nor Brilfln so mnch as an Iionest, God- 
fearing man. So his thoughts vrero 
now upon a land, older than Little 
England, broader than the Great Unit- 
ed Stales ; a land where Americans 
and English are brothers. 

And I warn them, and all men, to 
be brothers here, lest tliey never see 

Caroline Courienay remained at 
New York. There was httle to tempt 
her to leave her birthplace, and visit 
the country which seemed to her to 
have robbed her of her &thei-. 

It happened, however, almost three 
years after Mr. Com-tenay's death, 
that a fresh circumstance changed her 
feeling in that respect. 

Young B^inald Seymour, who had 
come to see the States, had brought 
letters of introduction to her, and had 
piolonged his stay from a fortnight 
to eight months ; and he was eloquent 
itt praise of Courtenaj' Court, and of 
his father's place which adjoined it ; 
and what Segitiald prised Caroline 
desired to see. 

Miss Conrtenay combined two qual- 
ities which are generally seen in op- 
position, — beanty and wit. On her 
wit, however, she had latterly cast 
some doubt by a trick she had fallen 
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info. ShB had been detected tiiinking 
for herself, — ay, more than once. 
This came of being left an orphan, 
poor tlung ; she had no one to warn 
her day by day against this habit, 
wMuh is said always to lead her f" 
into trouble, — when thej venture i , 
on it ; luckily Ijiey don't do it rery 
often. 

Wealth, wit, and beauty, meeting 
with yonng blood, were enough to 
spoil a character : all they had done 
in this case was to give her a more 
decided one than most young ladies 
of her a^e have, or could carry with- 
out spilling. 

It so happened one day that n ques- 
tion mach agitated in paita of the 
Viiil^d States occupied a semicircle 
of Indies, of whom Miss Courtenay 

introduced by a highly respectable 
lady, the editor of a paper called the 
" Lily," and wife of a lawyer of some 
eminence at Seneca Falls. 

Tlie company generally were very 
severe on this costume, and proceeded 
upwards from the pantalets lo the 
morals of the inventor, which, though 
approved at Seneca by simple obser- 
vation, were depreciated at New York 
by intelligent inference. 
" When the conversation began. Miss 
Courtenay looked down on the Bloom- 
er costume with superciliona contempt. 

But its viiuperators shook her opin- 
ion, by a very simple process, — they 
gave Wieir reasons 1111 

"It is awkward and absurd," said 
one, as by way of contrast she glided 
majestically to the piano to sing : as 
she spoke her fbot went throng her 
dress to the surprise of — nobody. 

"It is highly indelicate to expose 
any portion of flie — In short — the, 
the, flic — antle," continued the lady 
sealJng herself. 

"It isl Miss Jemima," pnrred a 
smooth, deferential gentleman, look- 
ing over her ; his eye dwelt compla- 
cently on two snowy hemispheres. 

A little extravagance injures a good 

At last Miss Courtenay, fired by 



Next she converted several friends ; 
still to the theory only. This got 
wind, and a general attack was m^e 
on her by her well-wishers. Their 
arguments and sneers completed the 
business; and she was bloomerized at 
heart, when the following scene took 
place in her own kitchen. 

Eliza the cook was making pastry 

on the long oak table ; her &ce was 

I'eddcr than her work accounted for. 

Well, Eliza," said Mrs. Primmer, 

hoosekeepi 

stop of itself; 

"Do,ma'am," saggeated Eliza, with 
meek incredulity. 

" Yon sha'n'twear them here," sdd 
Mrs. Primmer. . 

"La', ma'am," said the housemaid 
Angelina, " she had better wear them 
in the house than in ^e street witli 
two hundred boys at her heels." 

" That is not my meaning," an- 
swered Mi-s. Primmer. " I . hired you 
for a female cook, and the moment 
yon put on — things that don't belong 
to a woman, — our bargain's broke, 
and yon go." 

" Well, it is an indelicate dress," ob- 
served Angelina : then turning to John 
Giles, Eliza's sweetheart, who was eat- 
ing pork at the dresser, " don't jon 
think so, Mr. Giles 1 " inquired she, 
affectedly. 

" I does 1 " said Giles, with Ma 
mouth full. Giles was a Briton in the 
of yonng Seymour. 
"hImi- ! '' suggested i 

mistake," sail. _ ._. , 
" it 's as vulgar as be blowed," added 
he, clenching (he nail with his polished 
hammer. 

" And who asked your opinion ? " 
inquired Ehza, sharply. 

" Angelina 1" replied Giles, — Giles 
was matter-of-fact. 

Elisa, " I mean to wear it for as vul- 
gar as 't is." 

Gilss. 
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Eliia. " O, Iheyarealwajs to behad 
without looking out : so long as there 's 
pkkled pork in tho kicdien, tbey 'II 

Anffdina. " Well, I think a woman 
shonld dress togcatifythemen" (with 
an ceillade at Giles) ; " not to imitate 

 Elim. " The men 1 ao lon^ as we 
sweep the streets for them with our 
skirts, the^ ave all right. You talk of 
delicacy : is dirt dolicacy ^ " 

On mh she whipped off a chtur by 
the lire a gown tnat had met with a 
misfortune : it had been out walking 
on a wet dav. Eliza put it viciously 
under Angelina's nose, who recoiled. 
An accurate description of it would 
soil these pat^es. 

" la that pretty 1 " continued coot, 
" to carry a huudred-weight of muek 
wherever you go 1 " 

" Dirt can't be helped," retorted 
Primmer. " Indecency can." 

" Indecent 1 " cried Eliza, with a 
ivico like Bcariet. " Who 'sgoiogtobe 
indecent in this kitchen ? " 

" The gals," suggested Angelina, 
" who weav — who wear — " 

" Small-clothes," put in Giles, 

A grateful glance repaid him for ex- 
tricabng the fair &om a conventional 
difflcnlty. 

" What, it 's indecent bscaiise it 
shows your instep, I suppose. Yon 
go into the drawing-room this evening, 
and the young htdies shall show tod 
more than ever a. Bloomer will.  Wo- 
men's delicacy ' I " said Eliza, putting 
her hand under the paste and hiinging 
(t down on the reverse with a whaofc. 
" Gammon I Pashion is what we care 
for, not delicacy. If it was the fash- 
ion lo tie our nght foot to our left eai', 
would n't yon do it ? " 

"Ho ! sMd Angelina, with her lit- 
tle Iieaitfttion. 

" Then 1 would 1 " cried Bliisa, sac- 
rificing herself to her argument. 
" What did they wear last year," con- 
tinued this orator. "Eh? answer me 
that whisking to and fro as they 
walked and drawing ereiybody 's atten- 



In speaking, Elina w 
tall. 



itmg, s 



ir punctuated 



So you mean to wear them "> " m 

Juired Mrs. Primmer, coming batfe 
om the argument to the point 

Elisa. "Yes, Idol" 

Obserra I at the be^nning of the 
argument she had no such intention 

Mrs. PriiKmei: " Then I give you 
a monfli's warning, here (and now), 
Eliza Staunton ! " 

Elisa. "And I won't take it fiom 
yon Mrs. Primmer." 

Mrs Prttiimer. " Who will you take 
it from iJien ! " 

EUna. " The misti-ess or nobody." 

Angdma. " La I Lisa I Ton know 
she never speaks lo a servant." 

Etiaa. " She speaks to Mrs. Prim- 
mer, don't she ? '' 

Mrs. Primmer. " Am I a servant, 
hnssy 1 Ara I a servant ? " 

Elim. " Yes 1 yoo are ; we are all 
servants here : some is p^d for doing 
the work, and other some for look- 
ing on luid interrupting it here and 

Mrs. Primmer (gasping). "Leave 
the kitchen, voung woman." 

Eliza. "The kitchen's mine and 
(he housekeeper's room is yours old 

" Go 10 the mistress and telt her I 
want to come and speak to her ! " 
gasped the insulted housekeeper, de- 
prived of motion hy herl'ury. 

AEgelina took but one step before 
Eliza caught her, held the roller high 
above her head, and saying, " If yon 
offer to go there I 'li roll yo ap into 
my paste," pushed her down into a 
chair, where she roared and blub- 

" you rode, bmlal-hehavcd wo- 
man," cried Primmer, " I shaU 
feint." 

Helps have an insolence all their 
own : they say the most culling things 
with a tone of extra sweetness and 
courtesy, that has the eH^ct of fire 
quenched with sweet oil, or brandy 
softened with oil of vitriol. 

"With such "siveet aijd measured 
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tones Eliza said, half audorliPr breath 
"Giles! yon go — into the house- 
keeper's room — and look behind the 
door — and joii 'U find the bij 
brandy bottle you - 



Primi 






'T," 



This diy little speech v/aa harts- 
horn ; some spring seemed lo hare 
liecn pi-essed, - — ^ <•-—■ 



o erec( bounced Mrs- 



She bastled up to Mz», and, with 
a spite that threatened annihilation, 
gave her aa inlinitasinial pat on the 
hack of her head, and retired precipi- 
tately with a face In whieli misgiving 
nlready took the place of fury. 

Eliza put down the roller qaiM lot- 
surely, and cleaned her fingers slowly 
of tho dough. 

" It is lucky for jou," said she, firm- 
ly, " that yon are the same age as my 
mother, or doivn you 'd go on those 
bricks. Oh I oh 1 oh 1 oh I oh 1 " and 
dovra went she on a chair opposite 
Angelina, and her apron over her 
head ; for these women who are go- 
ing to tear the bonsa down and to 
stand like Mercury on tbe rfeSris (in 
a Bloomer), witli a finger poinCin? to 
truth and a toe to fatavity, are just 
Ivvc shades more faint-hearted at bot- 
tutn than the others. 

Ho Eliza and Angelina kept up the 
bnwl with great waut of spirit, burst- 
ing out in turns, after the manner of 
Etroplie and antistrophe, — - 

Meantimethemanoroneideaatatime, 
Giles, was ol>eying orders, and going 
after the bottle specified by Eliza, and 
hod his hand on tho door of the house- 

Giles ! " screanied the proprietor I 
He stood petrified. " There is no 
such thing in my room," said she, 
with sudden calmness. 

Giles returned to the dresser. 

The present scene had lately re- 
ceived an addition that made it per- 
lect, — a satirical spectator. 

The pantry window which looked 
into the kitdian was opened by a foot- 
man, whose head liiid been previously 



seen bobbing wildly up and down aa 
he cteaneii bis plate. 

This footman had admired Bhza, 
hut, outweighed by the solid virtues 
and limbaof Giles, was furtively look- 
ing out for a chance of disturbing the 
balance. 

Eliza and Angehna were now aob- 
Mng placidly. 

Mr. Giles stretched his legs slowly 
ont before him, and said very slowly, 
and with really an appearance of re- 
flection, "Now all this here — bob- 
bery — comea from a woman — mak- 
ing np tier mind — to wear — the — 
B— ughahah oh, oh ! Ugh 1 " 

ElizahadlMuncednpina rage and 
dabbed the paste right over his mouth, 
nose, ^s, face, and temples. Ho 
should have spoken quicker. 

It was nearly his death. However, 
with horrible noises and distortions he 
got clear of it 

The footman iTjared with laughter r 
he thonght he never had seen so tnily 
funny a thing done in his lif^, — none 
of your vnigar jokes, — "intimate 
hnmor" thoMiht John. (Giles being 
my rival) Turning suddenly grave 
he said : — 

" Well, JOU are drawing itmild, you 
are, — here's tho mistress cj>ming lo 
see who's cat 's dead." So saying 
he slammed the window, and his head 
went bobbing i^ain over his spoons. 

At this announcement histrionics 
commenced. " Mrs, Primmer, mad- 
am," began Bliza, demurely, with a 
total change of manner, "I'm sure 
ma'am yon would n't take away a 
poor girfs place that's three thousand 
miles away from home — all for a 

" You may pack up your box Eliza 
for you won t sleep in this house," 
was the grim answer. 

"0 Mrs. Primmer," remonstrawd 
Eliaa, tuarfnlly, " if you have no heart 
for poor servants, where do you ex- 

nowhere," replied the 
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Miss Coortf nay stood on the (bresb- 

Mra. Priinmor's game was not to 
see her. Slie intoned a little loudef. 

"No woman shall stajaday intliia 
house." 

"Well Ineverl'Vasped Angelina, 
looking towards the door. 

" Hold your tongue 1 no woman 
shall stay a day in this house, who 
tliinks to put on that immoral, ondel- 
icate, ondeoent — Ah ! ah ! ah I " 
Primmer screamed, put her nose out 
straight in the air, pnt on her specta- 
cles and screamed again. 

Miss Conncnay stood at the door 
in a suit of "propria quie maribus." 



CHAPTER IIL 



The world up to that moment 
nerer seen so smart a fella * es caused 
Primmer's recitative to die in a qua- 
ver, j|}o9loodontho thresbolderect 
yet lithe; the serpentine lines of youth- 
ful female beaaty veiled yet not dis- 
guised in vest and pantaloons of mar- 
vellous cut, neat little oDllar; dapper 
shoes, and gaiters : delicious piiiple 
broadcloth. 

" Giles ! " groaned Mrs. Primmer, 
"you may go for what Eliza said. 
Anybody may do anything now 1 I 
nursed her on these knees," whined 
the poor woman, frith the piteous tone 
that always accompanies this &vorile 



"Primmer I" siud the Conrtanay, 
coldly, " tbeatrical exhibitions amuse, 
but do not deceive ; be yonrself." 

" Yes, ma'am," answered Primmer, 
coldly, dropping her histrionics direct- 
ly, and taking up her tact. 

" Hearing erica of distress from my 



"If you please, ma'am," put in 
Eliia, hastily, " it is all along of Mrs. 
Primmer being so hard upon tha 
Bloomers, ma'am." 

A short explanation followed. 

Eliza was asked why she had de- 
fended this costume. 

Eliza, having found SBch a backer, 
was flnent in defence of the new coa- 

The rest looked nnuilorable thmga, 
bat could say nothing. 
In the middle of one of her long 






congratulated her demurely on h 
sense, informed her that she wish 
one of the servants to assist her in 
little scheme for rocomniendiiu; t 
dress; that she shonid have besitnti 
to propose it, but, having found m 
already so disposed, would nse 

" On my bed you will End — a cos- 
tume ; put it on immediately, and 
come to me for further insi ructions." 
So saying, she vanished with a Elight 

Eliza watched her departing fbrm 
with a rueful face. She discovered 
when too lale tliat she had never for 
a moment intended io wear the thing, 
and had only defended it out of con- 
tcss ; she moved towards the door 
like a Iamb to sacrifice. 

" Ahem ! " said Mrs. Primmer, 

yon can go into the street dressed 
like a hobbadelioy if you Hke, Miss 
Stauulon ; but, if I might ask a fevor, 
it is that you won't tell the people 
whathouse joucameoutof; because, 
yon see, I come of decent people in 
the n^ghborhood that might feet hnrC 
and leave tbe town, owing to such a 
thing being seen come out of the 
house where I am ; that 's all, ma'am ; 
and I am a regular attendant on pub- 
lic and family worship." 

This was said very politely. 

"Well, ma'am," answered Eliza, 
beginning as politely, but healing so 
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J like wliat you 
menuuii, luaHm, as your Own gown 
would be, ma'am, if it was a. bit clean- 
er, ma'am : but whenever I moel 
a niiw-mairied couple coming from 
thnrcli, I 'II step up to llie bvide^ and 
I '11 say, ' Mrs. Piimmer requests 
you would be so good as not to put 
oil jour nightgown before anppor 
uext lime — she s turned so devilish 
modest all of a sadden.' " 

So snyinj;, Eliza flounced oat in a 
rage, and, her blood being put up, 
burned now lo go through witti it. 



CIIAl'TEB IV: 

Rboinald SETiioua was a hand- 
Eome, gentlemanly fellow, hwr appar- 
ent of the unsaccesatul bidder for 
Courtenay Court. 

He had boeu for six montlia the 
declared lover of the heiress ; and hie 
sister Harriet, warmly invited by Misa 
Courtenay, had at length taken ad- 
vantage of an escort offered by an 
English family, and waaagucstofthe 

If Bc^inatd had a fault, it was ioo 
strong a conscionaness of the antiqui- 
ty and importance of the Seymours ; 
and, as tliat was combined ivith a dc- 
teimination to hand down their name 
as pure as they had received it, it was 
n very excnsable weakness. 

He was perhaps rather more formal 
and stately than suited his youth- 
It was ID the dusk of the evening- 
Harriet Seymour, full dressed, came 
into a sort of, antechamber with a 
bouquet of choice flowers in her hand, 
and there encountered Caroline, for 
whom in filet she was lookinc. At 
sight of her friend. Harriet did not 
at first comprehend ; all she realized 
ivas that Caroline was not the thing, 
" What I not dressed yet, Caro- 
line? " said she, "it is very late." 
" I am dressed, dear-" 
" Why, of course, I see you have 
some clothes on for fan, — be, ho, — 



" My feet will he as unembarrassed 
as yours, dear ! " replied tDarolioe, 
quietly. 

Hariiet gave her the bonqnet, and 
said widi much meaning : " Ke^naltl 
sends you these. Of course you did 
not know he was returned." 

" Of coarse I did," was the reply ; 
"he is to be here-" 

Harriet. " 0, Reginald lovea you, 
Caroline." 

Cardme. " So he pretends-" 

Marrid. "He loves yoa with all 
the force of an honest heart, — and I 
love you for his sake and your own ; 
give me the privilege of a sister : let 
TOO advise you," 

Cardke. " With all my heart." 

Harrkt. " Yes ! but advice is apt 
lo be ill received," 

Cardine. " That is becanae it is 
given hastily uid harshly; but true 
friends like you ! and me, — O tie I " 

Harris. " Promise then not to be 
anwy with me." 

Cardim. " Certainly ; only yoa 
must promise not to be angry if I am 
too siKy or self-willed to take it." 

Harriet. "I should not be angry, 
love, though I mijtht be grieved ou 

Caroliae. " Well, then, dear." 
Harriet. "Well, then, dear, — do 

I will never tell Eo^nald ; and do 
not you let him know you ever wore 
it-" 

CarcHiiie. " Bnt how can I help it, 
when he is going to see me in it ? 

Harris. "It is for your delicacy, 
your feminine qualitaes, he has loved 

Cardine. "Hashe?" (looking Sotea.) 
" Well, those qtielities reside in our 
souls, not onr — habiliments." 

Harriet. " Not in such habiliments 
as those. He will be shocked," 

Cardine. " No, only surprised a lit- 






leJ" 



Harriet, " He will be grieved, Car- 

Cardine, "I shall console him," 
Harriet (milk color heightening). " Ha 
will be indignant^" 
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Caroline {w!tli color rising). "IshaU ; 
ImigU at him." 
Harriet. " Ho will be disgusted." 
Caroliae. " Ah, — tlien I shall dis. ( 

Harriet. " I see I speak to no pur- 
poee, MisB CourtGna.)r. 

Caroline. "To very little, Mise 
SETmouv." 

Sarriet. " I shall say no more, mad- 

Caroliiie. " Tou have said enoagb, 
madam." 

Harriet, " Since yon despise my 
advice, please yoarself." 

Caroiitie. "1 shall take your ad- 
vice at present" 

Harriet. " But you ■will never be 
my brother's wife. 

Caroline. "Then I shall alica^s be 
mistress in my own house." 

Harriet, who yms at the door, re- 
turned as if l« speak, but she was too 
angry ; gave it up, and retired half 
chokuig. 

A sacred joy filled Caroline's bo- 
som, — she had had tlie last word ! 

As she was about Ui pass out of the 
room, who should enter hastily but 
Re^nald Seymonc? — her back was 
towards him. 

Ho called to her ; " Can yon tell 
me where I shall find Miss Courl«- 



it di'essed yet, and people 



«%,. 



" I am dressed, dear Reginald." 
"I beg yonv pardon," said he, as 
not understanding lier. 

" I forgive you," snid the sly thing, 
taking liim up, " ihei'o are so many 
who do not see tlie beauty of — alL 
this : I have promised to wear it to- 
night," continued she (not allow- 
ing him to get in a word), "and lo 
compara it cSmly and candidly with 
other costumes ; you will be so 
amused ; and we shall arrive at a real 
'  ad of violent urejn- 



" Caroline!" said the young gen- 
deraan, gravelj'. 
"Yes, Bcgioald!" 
" Dear Caroline, do you believe I 

" Better tlian I deserve, I dare say," 
said Caroline. 

"Ho! aa you deserve. I will not 
own my love inferior even to your 
merit. Do you bcKeve that when wo 
my life will be devoted to your 



iSl" 



this re 

"Oh!" said Reginald, He add- 
ed, " O Caroline ! '' and looked 
pained. 

Caroline blushed, and if heavenly 
looks and little female artifice could 
have softened censure, they were not 
wanting. 

" What beantiflil flowers you have 
sentme!" said she. "See,'l threw 
away my formal bouquet for your 



gle violet from you d 
preferred to roses and camellias." 
"Dear Caroliae! I withdraw,— 



*' I am somelimss goose enough to 
hope so," murmured Carohne, avert- 
ing her head. 

" Shall you thinli ill of me then, if. 



> nngrateliil." 
" There," thought Caroline, "I ma 
ot to wear it, — Ihat is plain." 
Ee^nald continued : "If yon wear 



Beginald," said the poor girl, "I 
wisn to wear it, — now and then ; in- 
deed, I had set my heart on making a 
few, a very few — converts to it ; see 
how pretty it is," (no answer) ; "but 
for your sako, when I take it off to- 
night, I will give it away ; and it sliali 
never, never offimd any mora" 
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RegioHlr] Mesed lier hand. 

There was a pause. 

" CapDiine," said ho, stammering, 
" jou do not quite uadei'staud — - 
it ia to-daj I beg yoa oa no aocov 

" O, to-day," said she, hastily, "I 
have promised to wear it." 

"I entreat yon," siiicl he; "ci 
sider i if jon once show yourself __ 
people from every part of New York 
in this costume, what more len 
to be done 1 " 

"Eegiimldl he reasonable,," said 
Caroline, more coldly. " I staud en- 
gaged to some sixty irecsona to wear 
this dress to-night. I have made you 
a concession, and with pieasnvo, be- 
ie I m^o it lA JOU. It is your turn 



iusptred her proud n 



with Ihia 






ittMnl 



ikofm 






ofyourself, dear Reginald, lamafnud 
yon must shut your eyes on mo for a 
fewhoniB; that will Bpoilallmypleas- 
ure ; or you must fancy, as many a 
lover has been able to do, that 1 con- 
secrate a dress, not that a dress has 
power to lower me." 

" Caroline, do you value ray re- 

" Yes I and therefore I shall keep 
my word, and so you will feel sure I 
shall keep my word to you too, if ever 
1 promise something about " (blushes 
and smiles) "Love — honor — and 

A battle took place in the yonng 

Ho took several strides backwards 
and forwards. ' 

At last he burst out : " There are 
feelings too strong to be conquered by 
om- wishes. 

" I cannot bear that my vrifa should 
do what three fourths of her sex think 
indelicate. We never differed in opin- 
ion before, W8 never shall again. If 
ive do, be assured I will bow to yon. 
I would yield here if I could ; but I 
fannot. I think yon can ; ifyouean, 
have pity on me, and add one more 
' ' o my life — iong gratitudi " 



"He loves his prejudices better than 
yon," said Biseord ; " and tliis is tji-r- 
anny, — coaxing tyranny if you will, 
but still tyranny." 

On this hint spake Caroline. 

" I find I Iiave rivals." 

"Rivals?" 

" In your prejudic! . 
titer person nor thing shall ei 
rival. Show me at once which yoii 
love with the deeper affection, Mr. Sey- 
mour's prejudices, or Careline Courle- 
nay. I shall wear this dress to-night, 
— only for a few hours, — consider I 
you will he here and keep me in coun- 
tenance, — or yon don't love me." " 

"Nol Caroline 1" said Reginald, 
sadly and firmly. " I have spoken ; 



irfutu. 



slifcm 



Till 



iblcd : the tears 
in Caroline's eyes ; her bosom 
ed ; when the Demon of Discord 



I shall not come, — I shall arrange so 
that if you decade yourself (I still 
cling to tlie hope you will not) I shall 
hear of it, and leave flie country that 
minute. Were I to tee it, by Heaven I 
should leave the world." He soid this 
in great heat, but, recovering hirasfllf, 
said ; "Poijivemo ("kissed her hand, 
and went despondently aw-ay. 

Caroline, on hjs departure, wished 
he had gone away in a pet instead of 
sorrowftl ; wished he had been her 
hnsband to cut the matter short by 
carrying her in his arms and securing 
her in his dresaing-toom IJll the ball 
was over ; wished she had never seen 
the Bloomer costume ; wished she 
could hide and cry in an attic till all 

On her meditadons entered a plump 
figure with all manner of espressiouB 
chasing one another over her counte- 

this was Eliza, who courtesied 

jct attention, and, ikfling, pi-o- 
Ihat her deportment had not 
landed with her costume; so 
instead, and ducked, and as a 
ource gave a pull at the top of 
her head. 

Caroline. "Well!" 
Eliza, " If you please ma'am, — 
but if yon please ma'am am 1 to say 
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(hroline. " Madam will do for the 

Eliza, " If you please, ma'am, Kitty 
the housemaid, that was to wear tlie 
ehort-waisted gown before ihe compa- 
ny, Buys she won't put it ou for a 
donble dollar." 

Camlins. "Proraiseiierfonrdollars 

Elisa. "Y^m. 

Caroline. " The girl's mother wonld 

have been as loa& to woav a long 

Eliza. "Tes-m," 

Caroline. " And 
tell Primmer to di: 

Elisa. " Yes-m 1 Cbo," thonght 
Eliza, " then now is the ' 
that old fegot Primmer." 

" If you please, raa'am, I have the 
greatest respect for Mrs. Piimmei', be- 
cause she has been here longai' tlian I 
iiaTO, and is a good secvsnt, ma'am, 
there 's no denying it ; but, if you 

geaso, 'ra, there's no putting Mrs. 
rimmer ont of her turnpike road, as 
the saying is. She says, if I don't 
make the jellies and blnmonge, shell 
nuike you turn me ofT, ma'am, now 
how can I when I 've got to learn off 
nil those words yon gave me if you 
please, ma'am, am I to take your or- 
flers or Mrs. Primmer's-Bi 'i " 

Caroline. " Nov/ 1 mnst ask you a 
question, — who are you?" 

Etina. " X/a, ma'am I. I om Eliza, 
mum ! Cook, mum I I make the 
Qoara ielly that yon like bo, ma'am." 
Guofiiie. " Very well ! then, Eliza 
Cook, for six honrs you are my lieu- 
tenant here, imd queen in the kitchen J 
^ye your orders, and discharge Prim- 
met, and every man and woman in 
tlie house that (Usoheys yon, and I '11 
confirm all you do," 

Elim. " Yes-m " [with flaslitag 
eyes). 

Caroline. " And, if you abuse your 
authority, you shall be the first vie- 

 EUm. "Yes-m" (cresffuUen). 

" There," said Eliza to herself, as 
she absconded with a modest rever- 
ence, "I've boon ood given you a flig 



in your old ribs with my rolling-pia, 
Mrs. Primmer." 

" Until to-day," thought her mis- 
tress, " a look from me was law, and 
now every creature high and low 
thwarts and opposes me, — ever since 
I put these viio things on," 

How some would have carried the 
reasoning out thus — ergo — take 
those vile things offl 

Bat this sweet creature never 
dreamed of that path of raferenie 

"Of this there can be but one 
consequence," said she, ' I shail do 
it ten times the more," 

She then burst out oyiDg which 
was an nnf^r adrantage the Blooraci 
look oyer poor Reginald; for after a 
shower of tears pretty flowers are in- 
vigorated. 

Gat a tat 1 tat a tat, tat I latitat! 
tat I 
The guests arrived. We shall only 

{arlicuKiriKe one ; Mr. Fitapatrick, an 
rish gentleman, who had retained Iho 
delightful qualities of his nation, and 
robbed off iu ignorance and down its 
pr^odices. 

Handsome, gay, and, though not 

vamiahed, polished, he was as charm- 

1!^ a companion as either a man or 

woman could desire. 

Fitzpatriok's flattery was agreeable 

— he re^ly saw m beau both them 

and an then; ways. 

At sight of Miss Courtcnay ia a 
oomer, he was ravished. 
" O Miss Caroline, but that 's a beau- 
il costoome ye 've invented ; the 

few of ns that 'a left standing will fiill 

' - ' ;ht : ye 've no conscience at all." 
. did not invent the hideotis 

thiuj; ; it is Bloomer." 

"Bloomerl ye'rejoking, 'WTiat! 

__ it this that they 've been running 

down 1 Ibe hayUien barbarians 1 1 11 
were a rmnbow at the last ball, 
; now ye're a sunbeam, — yell 
: be for dancing the first dance with 
uncouth Celt?" 

' You will not be for waiting HU 
. seventh, Mr. Fitepatrick ! " 
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"Is i 



L ye'ri 



O but I 'm ill lack to-night." 

Mr. Fil^patnck had been for 
time puzzled which he loved mo , 
Harriet Seymour or Caroline Courte- 
naj ; but last week he had decided in 
favor of Hie latter, without prejudice 
to the former. 

The dancing was kept up with some 
spirit for two hours ; and then Caro- 
line's associates were observed to steal 
out and to make for varioua apart- 
monls in her veiy large honse on the 
doors of which their respective names 
were written in chalk. 

Kesults, not piijoesses, are for the 
public eye. 

Suffice it to say at present, iu excuse 
of Caroline's obsljnacy, that she had 
been at no small trouble and expense 
to carry oat her little idea. She ' ' 
also read, ctrawD, composed, and \ 
ten. Others that saw the work had 
given her credit for some talent, great 
talent of course they said ; and she i — 
mortified 1o think her lover would 
give her this opportnoity of showing 
iiim bee wit, on which she secretly val- 
ued herself more than on her beauty. 

A polfea conclodert. A tide of ser- 
vants poured in. A semicirele of 
&eats sprung up. A pulpit rose like 
.in exhalation, and, almost before her 
guests could seat themselves, Caro- 
line was a lecturw wearing over her 
Bloomer a B. C. L. gown from Ox- 
ford, and the fonr-cornered cap of that 
University on her head. 

L'EffronUe! Of whom think you 
she had borrowed this two days be- 
fore 7 Of Reginald 1 

The optimist Fitzpatrick was en- 
chanted. 

She was more beautiFnl in this than 
even in a Bloomer. And indeed it 
became her ; the gravity of the dress 
made a keen contrast with her arch- 
ness. She was like a vivid flower 
springing unexpectedly from some 
time-stained wall, — dancing, vanity, 
wit, piqae at Bc^nald, and the flat- 
tery of others, made her cheek flush, 
hor eyes flash. 

"Ahem!" said she, in the (Iry-as- 



dust tone of a lecturer. "Ladies and 
gentlemen : as you will have to bear 
with many costumes this eveuing, 
permit me to begin with this ; — 

" I wear it, ladies and gentlemen, be- 
cause it is supposed 10 confer a right 
to be tedious, ahem I 

" I am here to attack two principal 

" One is that such f^hions as em- 
barrass the limbs are of a natnre lo 
last upon earth. 

" The other is that pantaloons are 
essenSally mascnhne, and sweeping 

" Ladies and gentlemen, we women 
can only predict the Future by exam- 
ining the Past, — moles and rabbits 
may have some other way, though I 
think not. Etiza, 

' Csli baak past fticlB nilh leaaona fransht 
To teach us, —If we can be tangHt.' " 

Eliza opened the door. 

Miss gpilman the musical associate, 
splashed a magnificent chord on the 

fiano, and in sailed Queen Elizabeth I 
mean a lady in the exact costume in 
which that queen went into the city 
to return thanks for the destruction 
of the Spanish Armada. 

Set a stomacher three teet long be- 
tween two monstrous jelly bags, upon 
a bloated bell, and there you bave 
this queen and ho sncces o n New 
York. 

" Ladies and gen le n n aid I o 
lecturer. 

" Common use fell flatt than 
Spmn, the 1 y Royai y app u d 

" Could a du k make a ! 11 ha 
woqld be th ult 

" Yet this costume, ns much admired 
once as ours is now, is only the prin- 
ciple of our own carried a step fur- 
ther : at the head of our principle is 
the sack, In which rustics jump at a 
fdr, — next comes Qneen Bess, and 
then come we. 
Withusmotii 
■mth Queen 



"■With the sack m 



J obsirutted. 
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itional and therefore perma- 
^uines motion is free, — Vide 
d the World." 



With a 



multiplicity" of nffijctation 
la cfune a courtier tlie point of whose 
shoes tonched his knees, and be 
seemod proud of Ihem. 

No rotnark waa made : this thing 
Bpoko for itself. 

Next a noise was heard, and 
infinite difflcultj a lady was squeezed 
in who wore the genuine hoop. 

Two shorf-waisted ladies cam< 

Everybody laughed at tho sight of 

Her snccesa taking this form, one of 
them burst out a crying: this was 
Kilty, who was iusianlly attempted 
l« he consoled (as tho papers phrase 
it) hjy Mr. Fitzpalrick; he told h« 
nothing could dimiise her conkeli- 
ness; and really thought so at the 

This drffifi set people talking; those 
who had worn it confessed to the 
younger ones that they had thought 
It beaatitiil, and had anticipated the 
destruction of Nature as soon as the 
demise of this phase of the unnatural. 

Then followed jigot sleeves. 

Two chorda were struck on the 

Eiano, and Miss Courtenay resumed 
er lecture thus : — 



" We hare shown you the 
tiiat could not stand the shock of 
time ; you shall now see n 
'■■ ts have stood the bi 



rath." 



path o: 

Armenian, Polish, and Sidliar 
peasants were then introduced, ivhosi 
limbs were free enough, goodnesi 
knows : they ranged themselves in i 
line opposilo their stiiT competitors 
and a JJloomer took up ihe recitative 



trilled f rth 
som f 1 
realybeh 



se of the compai 
11 wing stanza 
— Chevy chase, v 



: with tn 



That ties thoae tiro logether. 

While the others sat aghast at this 
Btanaa, PiCzpatrick was gratified. 
"Now that was like honev dropping 
from the eomb," observed he. 

" Now yon know, Mr. Filzpatrick, it 
was like vineeav distilling from a 
cruet," replied Miss Coorteuay. 

"There was an agreeable seidnla- 
tion, compared with yonrs. Miss 
Coartenay, bat, in itself, delicious I " 
retorted the optimist. 

"Ladies and gendemen," siud the 
modem Portia, " the first head of my 
lecture is before you. I am now to 
prove that pantaloons are not neces- 
sarily masculine, nor long skirts femi- 
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the other figui'cs. Whilst ihey ivhia- 
])cro(i aiid ejed the eompnuy, Caro- 
huc lectured. 



"Ladies, this ci 



.to 






le of them 



half the well-dressed women in 
world ; and we must not flutter 
selves ive are more feminine than 
Mnssulwomea. On tho contrary, these 
pan talooned females practise areeer 
coinpared with which ihe modestc 
Eniope is masculine impudence. 

A Ladg. " Make thera 
don't think ihey are wome 

CardirK. " They are v 
sure you, Miss White ; fbri 
has just borrowed a pin of 

Miss W. " Then why don't they 
talk ? " 

Caroline. " He ! he J tiie inferc 
is just They ate going lo speat 
Iras they have foi^otten all I — " 

ZuUaaa. "They &i«e feet and 6 
legs. Holy Prophet, here are 
men who muffle their feet, and reveal 
iheir necks to the gaze of mi 

Fatima. " What dirt has 
pic eaten ? Can this he the great 
I'rank nation whose ships anbdue ev- 
ery sea, and whose wisdom and prob- 
ity are sucli that the evil spii'it liim- 
soir cannot get Ihe better of them in 
making bargains^ are fliesa sea-kiij^s 
sprung from lunatics, who hide their 
feet which were made for show and 
motion, and reveal their faces and 
necks, which is unlawful ? " 

KuUima. "Daughter of the Com- 
iiiander of the Eaithfiil, your slave 
liasanidea1!I!!!llimiM!l" 

Faitaia {ulartled). "Bismilhihl In 
the name of the Prophet, let me hear 

Ztdeima. " Three revolutions of the 
moon are completed since we stuled 
in ships from Istanboul ; in the mean 
time Sheitan has doubtless obtained 
permission to derange fliis people's 
mtelleois, that so they may be oou- 
Ycrlcd to the true fmth, the faith of 
lilam. Thus, their briuns being con- 
founded, ihej muffle their feet and I'e- 
voal their necks without shame lo the 
guzD of man. Your slave has spo- 



F<itima. "It is well spoken; it ia 
aiso a nation which sups oti opium, 
and drinks hot wine as a, camel sucks 
water in the desert. We will there- 
fore sit on ottomans and laugh," 

Zideima. "Bechishm! on my eyes 

Fatima, " Seven days." 
Zahima. "And sovennights." 
Fatima. "At these children." 
Zvldma. "0/bumt fathers." 
Fiitima arid Zdei-ma. "We will 

Seven days 

And seven nights 

At these children 

Of burnt fathers 1 " 
They tben sat like little tailors on 
two ottomans opposite each other, and, 
nodding like mandarins, laughed me- 
chanicdly, as became people who 
were going to make seven nights of 

Pardine. " Adsis, O Cato I Call 

him, EUzft." 
Eliza. " If you please, 'um, would 

you say them words again." 
CaroliiK. "Adsis, O Cato." 
Eliia. "AssisiuSjOldKingColel" 
Calo swept in with a magnificent 

toga. 
"Adsam," said he, "quia mo vo- 



CaroUne. "Be pleased, sir, to tell 
IB which are the most masculine and 
vhich the most feminine of tbese 



creatui'es," sak\ he, " are Persian w 
, this " (Eliza) "is a native I be- 

lieve of some barbarona counuy not 

yet under tlie dominion of Rome." 
E/isa. "Nor don't mean to." 
Cato. "These with black plaster 

stuck to them are of the genua si " 






The n 






ebut n 
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t' ef- 
fect. 

ThisendedthelscTOre; andadance 
of all agos and climes was proposed. 

"I can't hop, aa yon do nowa- 
days," cemonsti'ated the hoop. " I 
was taught Co dance." 

" Graco was in all my steps," aaid 
the coortior. 

Said Caroline : "Dance in jonr' 
way, dress in your own way, and let 
your neighbors have tlieir way ; that 
IS the best way 1 " 

A dance was then played with 
Tery marked accent ; and mighty 
pleasant it was to see couples polk- 
ing, couples gavotting with all the 
snperstiiion of antiquated grace, — and 
waltzes and jigs and tarantula: the 
sanctifled solemnity with which polite 
people fiisk was for this once ex- 
changed for ely gravity and little 
bnrsts of merriment Sooul 

The great steamer was startmg for 
England. 

It was a brilliant moonlight. There 
was a getierfl\ move to the supper- 
room, which had four windows look- 

o old Iad_ 
convey lo her ' 
lecture. 

" Ton are a very clever young lady ! 
jour leotnre was veiy ingenious." 

"I am fortnnale in yon r friendly 
consideration of it, madam," said Car- 



"Tlie 



ny! 

"Ifit gave my friends asmilo. Miss 
Euth." 

" It will make Bloomers, I believe. 
It was as good as a play. Miss Coitrte- 
nay; and I shall never entfir your 
honse again, madam ! " With this 
conclusion, Miss Rnlh became a ver- 
tical rod and marched olf. 

The next moment a servant brought 
Caroline a letter ; she opened it. . A 
smile with which she was listening to 
^tzpatrick's admiration became a 
stone smile, as htr eyes fixed them- 



selves on the paper. She gave a cry 
like one wounded, and, stretching out 
her hands with a tender helplessness 
diat at once gave the lie to her dress, 
sho Bank insensible into Mr. £1tzpat- 

Thc steamboat was taking Hcginald 
past her window to England. 



CHAPTER V. 

Sgv£SA.i. months after this event, 
a young gentleman was seated in a 
study, book in hand, but by no eifort 
could he give his mind to the book : 
he sighed; turned the leaves, and 
gave it up in despair, — this was Regi- 
nald Seymour, whose offended digni- 
ty and delicacy had borne him stilBy 
up for five months, but could support 
him no longer. 

He had now had leisure l« remem- 
ber the many high qualiUes of her 
whose one fault he had thought un- 
pardonable. Ho had flung away a 
jewel for a single flaw : jewels are 
rare ; he began to lliink he had been 
a fool, and to know he was wretched. 

What was to be done? he had 
been silent so long, that now be was 
ashamed to write, and when he bad 
with a great struggle determined Ik> 
make the first overtures, a letter from 
his sister had given him a mysterious 
hint that it wonld now be too late to 
attempt an acoommodadon- 

Eeginald was not one of those who 
babble tbdr griefs, and cure them- 
selves in ten days by tormenting all 
their ftiends. 

He was silent, distracted, reserved. 

His own family, who guessed tlie 
cause of his low spirits, respected him 

much to approach the subject, or 

let strangers inH> the secret. 

They permitted him to he misera- 
ble in peace. 

He thanked them in his hcairt, and 
aviuled himself to the full of their 

He took possession of a room whoss 
tudows looked on Coiirti;nay Court, 
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jud in that room, in the companj of 
tlie immortal dead, — il s'ennujaii, 

One of these painful reveries i 
interrupted by a visitor, an old e 
tlcnuin in black gaiters and a m 
liead ; it was the Iteveread James 
Tremaine, Pecpetnal Cnrate of Cony- 
ton. An old and true friend of both 
houses, and Reginald's tutor for many 
yearB, Mr, TrOTiaine had not seen hif 
depression without interest. He wa( 
acquainted with the caaBe. The Sej' 
mours had few secrets from him 
Certain features in" every story vaiy 
according to the side we hear it from ; 
and Mr. Tremaine secreUy eongiata- 
laCed Reginald on his escape from 
Btrong-mmded woman ; he called, q 
to keep his pupil's mind fixed on the 
subject, but to divert bim from it. 

After noticing with regret ___ 
joncg man's depression, he asked 
pcimisaon to be his pbjsidan. 

" I see," said he, *' what it is, you 
want some fixed intellectual pursuit ; 
will you allow me to recommend you 

"As many as you like, dear sir," 
said Ri^iniild, " for I am wearied of 
my life. I have nothing to do," add- 
ed he, thinking be was throwing dust 
in his mentor's eyes. 

Mr. Tremaine took his cue, and 
then aud there proposed to hia late 
pupil's attention an intei'esting pur- 
suit, — suited to that part of the coun- 
try, — Geolc^. "It is a science," 
said he, " which lifts you out of tbjs 
ignorant present, and transports yon 
into various stages of this earth's ex- 
istence ; you learn on its tlireshold 
what a mushroom in this world's great 
etory is the anthorof the Pyramids. 

" You find that the earth was red- 
hot for millions of years, and spouted 
liquid atone like a whale, — in Ihas 
stone look for no signs of v^etation, 
and still fewer of life. Then for mil- 
lions of years the upper crast tias l>een 
cooling, and water depositing rabbisli 
which has coagulated into stone ; and 
in tbia stratified stone you sliall find 
things tliat lived or gi-ew very late in 
the world's liielorj, in fact within a 



few million years of mammoths, w!io 
preceded man by a few thousand years 
only ; at least I think so, since the flesh 
of mammoths has been found in ice in 

The old gentleman then hinted, 
wilJi a twinMe of the eye, that this 
science has also its prose; that, by 
breaking stones with iron in them, 
men have repaired their shatteied for- 
tunes J that coal, silver, iron, and 



widiout the e 
work. 

Mr. Tremmno had not obsei-ved 
what we have, that snolis in fustian 
jackets, without a single hard word to 
their backs, find all me gold and all 
the coal that is found, and sdence 
finds the cntstaceorii dun cida. 



uore osein! study ; at the same 
be hinted it was amusing to be 
alile to classify plants, not by dieir 
properties, but thdr petals, and to call 
everything by its long name that be- 
longs to twenty other things as well, 
inatead of knowing each by a peculiar 
title, as the vulgar unscientific do. 

" 0, & jUaisajd projetl" exclaims 
my reader, " he knows the boy is in 
love, and prescribes geology and bot- 

3II, is not one folly best cured by 
another? But is this sort of thmg 
folly, especially in a youth born to 

Experience is our onl^ safe guide 
in nil things, — and experience proves 
that geology and botany are roads to 



Other tbmgs 1 
vmn, — thes ( 

lowed by b te d 
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n perched 11 

beaaty find irregular features 
lustra doJis, — you who love 
brained with puuB or ill-uature, the 
two forma oF wic that exi 
books : but tho hummeriBt can jump 
on6 of his gig at any turn of tJie 
road iuid find that which his soul 
desires ; the meanest atoae a boy 
throws at a robin is millions of years 
older than the Farnese Hercules, 
and has a history and a sermon, tc 



man i^ paid for breaking them ho 
wretched : b«t if he cao bring his 
mind to do it gratis he is at tiie anm- 

With these men life is a felicitous 
dream, — they are not Bubjeel to low 
spirits ; t^ey smile away their human 
day ; and when they are to die they 
are coalent. Is it becaose they can 
lake anything easy hy giving ic a hai'd 
name 1 is the grave to them a creta- 
ueous or argillaceous or ferrugiucous 
bed? 

Ho ! It is because their hobble 
have been innocent; and other men's 
hobbies are olton full of vice. 

They liave hroken stones, wliilo 
egotists have been breating human 
hearts. 

Mr. Tremaioe was enlarging on 
Bueh topics with more eloquence and 
melJiod than I, when his patient be- 
came animated with a sndoen expres- 
sion of ancprise, hope, joy. 

He looted out of the window. 

The old gentleman looked too. 
" Ah " cried he, "I see 1 Yes I 
Beginald I that is better than science 
and beyond the power of art." 

" Tos," said Keginald. 

" TliBt glorious breadih of golden 
sunlight that sfreams across that 
foliage " continued the sammi. 

"Sunshine and leaves ! "cried Regi- 
nald *' it is something of more Impor- 
tauca I am looking at." 



" More importance than aunshino," 
sidd the old gentleman, faintly. 

" Tes I see ! the smoke from thosa 
chimneys ! ! " 

Mr. Ti-em^e looked, and Couite- 
nay Court was smokji^ fiom a dozen 
chimneys at once. He was taken off 
his guaid. 

"She must be come home," said 
he. " or coming." 

Reginald seized him by the hand. 



CHAPTER YX 

Me. Tbbmaisb was right, Cai'o- 
line was espeeted at Cotutenay Court, 
The nest day she arrived, bringing 
itiiss Seymour, who went to her fa- 
ther's house. 

They had been escorted across tho 
water by Mr. Fitzpatiick but he re 
mained in town. Befoie they left 
Hew. York this gentleman bM de 
dared himself Caroline's yrofesoed 
admirer, Caroline asked him with 
some tirchness which he loved best, 
her or Miss Seymour. The qnestiou 
staggered him for a moment, — hut 
he siad, " Can you ask 1 " Cross- 
examined however, he waa brought to 
this, that he liked Caroline a shade 
better than Harriet. 

During the voyage home Mr. 
Titzpatrick lost a portion of his gay- 
ely, and was seen at times to be 
grave and perplexed, — novel phc- 



farriet Seymour ajid Caroline had 
got over their tiff, and indeed Harriot 
"r months past had sided rather 
Ith her friend than her brother. 
"Caroline was wrong," said she; 
" but Reginald waa more wrong. He 
ought to have fbi^vcn a woman a 
caprice." Harriet therefore spent the 
evening of her arrival at home, but 
early next morning she rode over to 
Courteuay Court to bear her friend 
company. She was the more eager 
to lend her her countenance because 
others were so hard upon her. For 
the evening of her arrival Caroline 
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WHS discassml at Seymour Hall. The 
ulil people, iucludiug Mr. Tivinnina, 
spoke of her with fi>rror. Tomboy, 
vixeu, and even strong-minded wo- 
man, from wbich Heaven defend 
matesi They congratulated them- 
setvvs and Ri^iinaldoo bis escape from 
her. Goginald mainutined a d<^ged 
Eilunee. Dat when Harriet stoutly 
deletided liis late eweetheart, nnd 
declared that her faults were only on 
ibe surface, he cost alookofgrocittide 
at her, that she csnght and compre- 
hended. Nor was her defcoco quite 
lost on others. Mr. Trem^ne aakcd 
her quiedy : " Has Miss Courtenay 
really anythii^ good about her ! 
"Judge Jot yoursflf" replied Harriet, 
with a toss of the head ; " call on 
her, — she is vour parishioner." 

"Hnmphi 1 don t like strong-mind- 
ed women ; they say she can swim 
into ihe baisain ; but 1 certainly will 
call on her.*' 

To roim-n, Caroline and Harrietwere 
nalking in the grounds of Courtcnay 
Tourt at some distance from the 
huuic Harriet was lionidi^ the mis- 
tnsH showing ber hor beauties, the 



S old V 






r that meandered through 
Lir grounds, and each admired view 
and nook. It was charming ; and 
both lalies did lond admiration, and 
did not earn a button for it all. 

Harriet. " la Mr. i'itzpalrick com- 
ing to-day ? " 

Camline. " I don't know. ' What a 
curious brid{^ I It looks tike a long 
gate, — shall we cross it ? " 

Uarria. " Not for the woHd, — the 

Cardiae. " I do not mean cross the 
water, only the bridge." 

Harriet. " But seo how cnizj it is : 
the wood is BO old. Nobody has lived 
here ever so long : and then it is so 
hard to keep on it too." 

Caroline looked wistfullyat the prim- 
itive bridj]^ " If I had my Bloomer 
on I would soon be over it," said 
slie; "but this appondagewould catch 
my feet and dri^glo in the water at 
evi;i*j step." 



HaiTlet implored her friend never to 
mention thatwordflguin. "Uloomerl 
It is the cause why we are alE unhap- 
py." 

" Wha^ are you unhappy ? Wliat 
aboat? O, he will be here to-day, 
dear, — ten to one." 

"Who?" 

"Mr. Fitzpatrickl" 



ftirgoll d, look at 
the tail of your gown, — three straws, 
two sticks, and such a long brier." 

Harriet. " Put your foot on it, dear ! 
These lawyers ore the plague of this 

Oiitrfme. " Lawyers t " 

Uarriet. " I forgot, you don't know 
onr counti'y terms : we call these long 
briers lawyers, because when once 
tlioy get hold of you — " 

Camliae. "I understand. All to 
be avoided by a little Bloomer." 

Harris. "Now,Caroline,don'tl I 
wish the woman had never been bom I 
Let us go into the shade." 

An lAserver of the sex might have 
no^<'cd the same languor and the 
same restlessness in both these ladies, 
thoagh one was Yankee and one Eng- 
lish. 

At last they fell into silence. It ivas 
Caroline who broke this silence. 

" Nobody comes to welcome me, or 
even sends. How hospitable these 
British are 1 If 1 had quarieltcd with 
any one in their own country, and then 
ihey came to mine, 1 should be gen- 
erous ; I should make that an excuse 
for holding out the hand, and being 
friends any way, if I could be notiiing 
0. But llie people here are not 

J mind. Alt the worse for them. 
I care. I shall go and see where 
they have buried my &lher (I don't 
believe he would have died it lie had 
here), and thea 1 shall go 
back home across the water to my 
country, where men know how lt> 
quarrel, av, and fight too, and then 
drop it when it is done with." 
Thas spake the Yankee giri. Tho 
inglish girl colored up ; but she did 
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not answer back, except bj tiirniiig 
brimming ayes and a look of geado 
i-eproach on her. 

On this, partly because she was nn- 
happj, pardy because this mild look 
pricked her great though waywavd 
heart, the Taokee girl began to cry 

On this, the Engliah ^1 flung her 
arms round the Yankee giri'a neck, 
and cried with her, 

" Dearest, he lores you still." 
" Still, — he never loved me, Har- 
riet ! no, he never loved me 1 Oh ! 



"That is a c-c-conifo«, — I w-i 

" He ii far more unhappy than you 

"I am so glad, I don't beliove it." 
" Yoft may believe it I have seen 

At this moment a servant was seen 
approaching: hecameup, toucliedhia 
Land to Cai-oline with a world of ob- 
sequiousness, and itifbrmod her die 
parson had called to see her and i 
in the drawing-room. 

"The parson?" 

" The Reverend Mr. Tremai 

"A. great friend of our family," 
plained Harriet. 

"Ah, tell me all about him as 
go along." 



CHAPTER VII, 

Mr. Tremaine. " Will she n 
me in aBloomer'" 
Harriet. "I don't know. I ho^ 



Harriot gave a start, and had a 
giving, Carolinebeingadevil. "I: 
en forbid," she cried, " I will go ^"^ 



a young lady of 



ngulax beauty and grace glided mto 
.,ie room. She was dressed richly, but 
very plainly- Mt. Tremaine looked 
at her with surprise. "Are you Miss 
Couitenay ? " 

She smiled sweetly and told him 

was Miss Courlenay. She added 
that Mr. Tremaine was no stranger 
la her, — she had often heard of him 
and his virlnes. in happier days. 
After that she tianked him for being 
first to welcome her home. 
We shall all ffeel flattered at you 
calling it home, Miss Con (e ay e 

ust try and keep you he "e aftei 

at." 

In about ten mimUes the !nt°U ^nt 
mng beauty had not onlv A ssol ed 
„r.'rremiune's prejudices agam th 
but had siibstitmed a. tolerab j stionj, 
prejudice in her favor. 

"This qniet, lady-like, dignified, 
gentle, amiable, beautiful young wo- 
man a t»mboy t " said he to himself. 
" I don't believe it. It surpasses be- 
lief: it is false." 

There was apanac. 

"Miss Courtenay," b^an the old 
gentleman, "your lale father during 
llie short time he was among us gained 
the respect of the whole country. I 
cannot help thinking you will be his 
successor in our esteem as well as in 
Conrten^- Court." 

Miss Courtenay bowed with quiet 

old-fashioned people here in Devon- 
shire. WeareBtrait-laced,perhapK>o 
strait-laced — ahem! in Hhort, shall I 
be presuming too fax on our short ac- 
quaintance if (pray give me credit 
for friendly motives) I ask permission 
to put yon a question? Bntno, — 
when I look at yon, — it is impossi- 
ble." 
"What is impossible, sirl 
"That you can ever have — by the 
by, they aay you can swim, Miss 
Courtenay " ; and the old gentleman 

" A littie, not worth boasting of," 
replied Caroline, nioae^tly. " I tliiiib 
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I could make sMft to swim ocioss this 
i-ooin, if the set! was in it." 

" O, no fiirtlier tlian that? well, 
tliere is not much harm in tliitt. But 
tliBj do Bay you have done us the 
IioQor, ahem, to wear male habili- 
ments, la that trne ? " 

" Indeed, Mr. Tremaine, I hnre. 
Let — me — see I I thinlc it was at a 
fancy ball ; in my own house ; at 
New Tovk," The words were said 
wilh assumed carelesBness and candor. 

" What, on no other occasion 
" On no other public odca 
Why?" 

"Tl^en really I think too much has 
lieen made of il. But you are said lo 
advocate ihe Bloomer costume." 

"Ihave often advocated it in n-orda, 
sir, bat wearing it is a different mail«r, 
you know." 

" Very different, very different in- 
deed," said Tremaine, hastily. 

" I coulii not help advocating il, 
its adveisariuB ai^ed bo weakly 
against it. Shall I repeat thoir argu- 
ments, and my own 1 

"If you please." 

Caroline then, with the calm indif- 
ference of a judge, staled the nsaal 
aiguments pro and con, and did not 
fail to dwell upon the troosers of 
Eastern women. Mr. Tremaine took 
her up : " There is a flaw in your rea- 
soning, I ijiink," said he. " Those 
Eastern women distinguish themselves 
from men by a thick veil. They all 
wear a tMck veil. 

" It appears to me that the true ar- 
gument against Bloomer has never 
been laid before you. It is this. In 
every civilized nation the entire sex is 
distinguished by some marked cos- 
tume. But Bloomer proposes that 
one third of the women should be at 
a with the other two thirds." 



ollii 



"On. 



, r, she is for di 
Bloomer." 

fo. Excuse me: how would old 
^n and fat women look in a 
nev 1 how would young matrons 

a woman 7 No ; the dress of 



that b< 

and occasions of life, 
plenty of boys of sixteen c 
who could be dressed as women and 
eclipse all the women in a bali-room : 
but it would bo indelicate and uitntan- 
Ig ; you, with your youthful symmet- 
rical figure, could eclipse most youna 
sDtfa in their own habiliments : but it 
would be indelicate and unwonumlij. 
Forgive me, — I distress you," 

"No, sir, bnt yoa convince me, and 
tjiat is new to me. I admit this ai^n- 
mont at once, and so I would have done 
six months ago ; but no one bad the 
intelligence to put the matter to mo 
so," said the sly thing. 

" Ton seem to be a very reasonable 
joung lady." 

 is the only merit I 



■ftrj 

"There I must contradict you 
agam, and sloully. Well, then, since 
the Bloomer difficulty is despatched, 
let me have the honor and happiness 
of reconciling an honorable jOung 
man to the most charming j'oung 
lady I have met wilh this many a day. 

The charming youug lady froze 
direcdy. 

" I wilt not ai&ct to misunderstand 

Su, sir. But the dififerenca between 
r. Seymonr and myself lies deeper 
than tins paltry dress, — lies too deep 
for you to cure. The Bloomei' was a 
mere pretext. Mr. Seymour did not 

" Excuse me. I know better." 
" When we love people, we forgive 
their faults. We forgive their virtues 

Mr, Tremaine looked at her with 
me surprise! The Devonsiiiro ladies 
d not tongues so pointed as the fair 
Yankees. 
"He did lovo jou; he does love 

"No, Mr. TreimuncI no! Was 
that a fault for any one, who realiy 
loved me, to quarrel out and out with 
a spoiled child for ? " Here two tears, 
the one real, the other crocodile, ran 
down her lovely cheeks Hnd did the 
poor oid gentleman's business enlircly. 



Hostec by Google 



DtOPlilA qVM MARIGUS. 



10, jumping up in great licat. " Young 
ool I but fo does love yon, tenJerlj, 
sincerely ! Ho Los never been happy 
Einee. He never will bo hnppy, till 
you are reconrileil lo him. He Is v/aiu 
ing in great anxiety for my return. 
I shall tell liim to ride over liere, 
nndjnstgo down — on — Ms — kilces 
to you and usk yuur forgiveness. If 
he does, will you forgive him 1 " 

" I will try, sir," said Caroline, 
doiiWully; "tut he owes mdch to his 
advocate, and so yon muai tell liim." 

" I shall be vain cnonsh to tell liim 
so, yon may depend ' ; and away 
wont Mr. Tremuiiie, Caroline's devot- 
ed champion through thick and Ihin 
from this lionr. As lie rode away, 
zeal and benevolence shining through 
him, CaroUne ssud dryly to herself: 
" I am yonr friend for life, old boy." 
Harriet came in and hoard tho newi. 
She WAS delighted. Reginald will be 
here as tiist ai his horse's feet can 
carry liim. Mr. Tromaino b all-pow- 
Grfal in our haase. 

" So I concluded from what you 
told me," said Caroline,- demurely, 
" and I — hem — will you excuse me 
for half an hour t " 

" Yes, dear, you will find me on the 

Full three quarters of an hour Iiad 
elapsed, and Harriet was beginning 
to wonder what had become of her 
friend, when a musical laugh rang be- 
hind her. She turned round and be- 
hold a sight ttiat made her scream 
with terror and dismay, — tliere stood 
Caroline in propria qute maribus, as 
bold as brass. 



CHAPTER VIII. 

The face of uneasy defianiw Caro- 
line got op, when Harriot faced her, 
was truN deliciotis. " It is all over." 
gasped Harriet, " yon are incurable." 

" He loves me," explained Caro- 
line. " When I felt like giving ' 
did a't ihiiik he lovod roe." 



Hmriettnadenorcply. Shemarchod 
off stiffly. Tho Bloomer followed, 
and tried to appease her by reminding 
her how hard it was to give in as long 

I a chance of victory remained. 

Hardl it isimpossible, — ithnrts!" 
No answer. 

"It was all that dear old man's 
fault, for letting out that he loves mu 
still, and is anhappy : eo tlien he is 

f power, and I can't give in now : 
won't. No! let us see whether 
me or my clothes he loves. Ah ! 
ah. O my dear girl, here lie comes ! 
let me get behind you. dear, I wish 
Iliadtfl!" 

Sure enough Ite^nald was coming 
down to ihe other side of tlie stream. 

Caroline got half behind Harriot, 

Reginald came altmg the bridge to 
join them. 

"I wish it would break down," said 
Caroline, " and then I 'd run home, 
and I know what I would do." 

The words were out of her mouth 
and no more, when some portion of 
the rotten wood gave way, and splash 
went Reginald Into tho water. Har- 
riet screamed. Caroline laughed; but 
her laugltter was soon turned lo dis- 
may. Reginald sank. He came up 
and strngglcd towards the wood- work, 
bnt in vain ; the current had carried 
him a yard or two from it, and even 
that small space lie could not recover. 
He was too prond lo cry for help, but 
ho was drowning. 

"He can't swiro," cried Caroline, 
and she dashed into the stream like a 



hair. One stroke tookher to the rt 
nant of tlie bridge; "Lay hold of 
that, Reginald," she cried ; he obeyed, 
and white she swam ashore lie worked 
along the wooden bridge to the bank. 
The moment she saw him safii she be- 
gan lo laugh (^in, and then what 
does my lady do but sets otT running 
home full pelt befbre he could suy a 
word to her? He followed her, crying, 
"Caroline, Caroline I" II was no 
use, she was in her Bloomer, and ran 
like a doe. 
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" What, go home, before I have 
tlianhed 1117 gnardian ongol, — m/ 
beloved 1 " 

" Yonr guotdiuQ anget most diange 
her clothes (they are spoiled forever 
now, that is one comfort), and you 
jnnat change jours, — jou will catch 
your death. ' 

"At least tell her she shall nreor 
what she pleases — tell her — " 

" I wilt tell her nothing ; comoaud 
tell it her yourself in Srj clothes ; 
ffif'"""' '" 



Itegiuai^ ran to the stables, got his 
horse, galloped home; dressed him- 
self and galloped bacb, and came 
into Caroline's drawing-room, opeu- 
mouthed: " Wearwhat youlike,dear 
Caroline ; whj', whei-e ia the "' 
gone? you 're in a gown! 
ter — forgive mo — O forgivi 
have been ungrateful once — 
will again, my beloved — what, did I 
not one yoD enough before, that you 
must save my life I O Caroline I one 
word ! can the devotion of a life re- 
store me (he treasure I once had atid 
trifled with ? " Then he fell to kiss. 
ing her hands and her ^wn. 

Then she, seeing him quite over- 
come, turned all woman. 

"Ee^nald," she murmured, and 
sank upon his neck, all her archness 
dissolving for one sacred moment in 
tears and love. 

" TVhflt did you say about Bloom- 
er, Reginald, dear? " 

"I said you should wear whatever 
yon liked, sweet one." 



This was " 

Thej-orelo 
as easily as I 
But ye must not show them the chain. 

Mr. Fitzpatrick came in the after- 

Cardine, " Mr. Fitzpatrick, will 



FUspainch "I will." N, B. An 
Irishman always consents, and never 
says "Tes." 

Carotiae {willi a twinkle in her gc). 
" Will you do mo a lavor ? " 

Fitti. " I will." 

C'iii\)l. "Do vousce that lady sit- 
ng there?" {Harriet.) 

Pita. " I do " (eoloriag). 

CcaiJ. " Go and marry her." And 
she gave him a push that seemed less 
than It feather, but somehow it pro- 
pelled 'Fin all across the room and 
sent him down on bis knees before 
Hurriet. There were only these three 
in the room. 

Mr. Tremiunc married two couples 
in one day : Reginald and Cni-olino, 
Fitzpatriclc and llarriet. I ought to 
explain to those who have not seen it 
that during the voyage Fitz had dis- 
covered it was Hamethe loved a shade 
the best of the two. 

At the wedding breakf^t, arrayed 
in white and adorned with wreaths, 
both the Yankee and the English beau- 
ty, were intolerably lovely. So one 
seemed more conscious of this double 
fact than Fits. Caroline observed his 
looks and said to him confidentially : 
" Would n't you like to have married 
both ladies now ? tell tlie tmth HI!" 

" Indeed and 1 wonld," replied the 
candid Celt, unconscious of any satire 
in the question. 

America takes two hundred thon- 
sand English eiery year : we have got 
this one Yankee in retnrn, and wo 
mean to keep her. 

A year after they had been married, 
she wanted to give her Uloomcr to one 
or the stable boys. 



part with it to a prince for the price 

Lads and lasses, this story is what I 



for yonr amusement, and intended not 
to improve you, instruct yoo, or ele- 
vate your morals. Beceive it so 1 
and, when next we meet, majora cn- 
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TOE 10.15 train glided from Pad- 
dington, Maj7, 18*7. In ihelrft 
compartmGnt of a, cectaia firatctass 
carriags were four passongers; of these, 
two were worth deacription. The iady 
had B etnooth, white, delicnte brow, 
strongly marketl eyebrows, long lash- 
es, oyea that seemed to change color, 
and a good-sized delicious mouth, with 
teeth as white as milk. A man couW 
not see her nose for her eyes and 
mouth, her own sex coaM and would 
have told us some nonsense ahontit. 
She wore an unpretending grayish 
drcsa, buttoned to the throat, with loz- 
engo-shapcd buttons, anil a Scotch 
shaxvl that agreeably evaded the nv 
s|ionsibility of color. She was like a 
duck, BO tight her plain fealJicrs lit- 
tod ber ; and there she sat, smooth, 
snug, and delicions, with a. book in 
her hand and a soapfaa of her snowy 
wrist just visible oa slie held it Hur 
opposite neighbor was what I call a 
good style of man, — tho more t« Ha 
credit, sinco he belonged to a corpora- 
tion that frequently turns out the worst 
imaginable style of young man. Ho 
was a cavalry officer aged twenly-live. 
He had a mustache, but not a repul- 
sive one ; not one of those sob-nasal 
fiig-toils, on which sonp is suspended 
ike dew on a shrub ; it was short, 
thick, and black as a coal. His teeth 
had not yet been turned by tobacco 
sraoka to tlie color of tobacco juice, his 
clothes did not stick to nor hang on 
him, they sat on him; he had an engag- 
ing smile, and, what I liked the d(^ for, 
his vanity, which ivaa inordinate, wna 
in its proper place liis heart, not in his 



face, jostling mine and other people's, 
who have none : — in a word, he was 
what one ofteiier hears of tlian meets, 
a^unggentlemaa. He was conversing 
an ammated whisper witli a com- 
panion, a fellow-officer, — tliey were 
t-ilking about, what it is far better not 
10 do, women. Our friend clearly did 
wish to be overheard, for he cast, 
r and anon, a furtive ghmee at liis 
cM-ii-iits and lowered his voice. She 
seemed compteiely alborbed in her 
book, and thatreassured him. At last 
the two soldiers came down to a wliis- 
per, and in that whisper (llie truth 
must be t«id) the one who got down 
at Slough, and was lost to posterity, 
bet ten pounds to three, that be who 
was going down with us lo Bath and 
immortality, would not kiss either of 
the ladies oppo^le upon the road. 
" Done ! Done ! " Now I am, sorry 
a man I have hitherto praised should 
have lent himself, even in a whisper, 
to such a specnlolion : but " nobody is 
wise at all hours," not even when the 
clock is striking five-and-twenty ; and 
you are to consider his profession, his 
good looks, and the temptation, — ten 

After Slough the party was reduced 
to three : at Twyford one ladydropped 
her handkerchief; Capliun Bolignan 
fell on it like a tiger and returned it 
like a lamb ; two or three words were 
interchanged on that occasion. At 
Reading the Marlborough of our tale 
made one of the safe investments of 
that day ; he bought a " Times " and 
a "Punch"; the latter was full of 
slcel-pon Ihrusts and wood-eiift. Val- 
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or anJ beauty deigned to laugh at 
eome inflated humlmg or other punc- 
tured by Punch. How laughing to- 
gether thaws our humau ice; long 
before Swindon it was a talking 
match, — at Swindon who so devoted 
as Captain Dolignan, — he handed 
them out, — he souped them, — ho 
lough-chickened them, — he brandied 
and cochiuealeil* one, and ho bran- 
died and burnt-sugared the other ; on 
their return to the carriage, one tady 
passed into the inner compartment to 
inspect a cermm gentleman's seat on 
that aide the line. 

Reader, had it been you or I, the 
beantj would have been tlie deserter, 
the average one would have stayed 
Trith us IJiT all was bine, ourselves in- 
cluded ; not more surelj does onr 
slice of bread and butter, when it es- 
capes &om our hand, revolve it ever 
BO often, alight face downwards on the 
carpet. But this was a bit of a fop, 
Adonis, di'agooo, — so Vonns re- 
mained in tete-a-lile with him. Yon 
have seen a dog meet an unknown 
female of bis species ; how hand- 
some, how empress^, how expressive 
he becomes : such was Dolignan af- 
ter Swindon, and, fo do the dog jus- 
tice, he got handsomer and hand- 
somer ; and jou have seen a cat con- 
scious of approaching cream, — such 
was Miss Haythorn ; she became de- 
murer and demurer : presently oar 
Captain looked out of window and 
laughed; this elicited an inquiring 
look from Miss Haythorn. "We 
are only a mile from the Box Tun- 
nel." — "Do you always laugh a 
mile from the Box Tunnel^" said the 

" Invariably." 

" What for ? " 

" Why ! hem ! it is a gentleman's 
joke." 

" 0, 1 don't mind its being silly, if 
it makes me laugh." Captain Dolig- 
nan, thus, encouraged, recounted to 



Miss Haythorn the following ; " A 
lady and her husband sal together 
going tJirough the Box Tunnel, — 
Uiere was one gentleman opposite ; it 
was pitch-dark; after the Tunnel the 
lady said, ' George, how absurd of you 
to salute me going through the tnn- 
nell' — 'Ididuoauch thing 1' — ' Yon 
did n't ?  — ' No ! why r — ' Why, 
because somehow I thought yon 
did ! ' " Here Captain Dolignan' . 
laughed, and endeavored to lead bis 
companion to laugh, but it was not to 
be done. The train entered the tnnnel. 
Miss Ha^lliora. "Ahl " 
JMigaan. " What is the miitter 1 " 
Miss Haglkmi. " I am frightened." 
Doligaan (moving to her side). 
" Pray do not be alarmed, I am near 
you." 

Miss Haijlhora, " You are near me, 
very near me indeed, Captwn Dolig- 

Ddignan. " Yon know my name ! " 
MissBaythom. "IheardyoUrftiend 

mention it. Iwish we werooutofthis 

dark place." 
Dolignaa, " I could, be content to 

spend hours here, reassuring yon, 

Miss Ba^ihoTH. " Honsense ! " 
Dolignan. " Pweep ! " (Grave read- 
er, do not put your lips to the cheek 
of the next pretty creature yon meet, 
or you will understand what this 

Miss Baylhmi. " Bo I Ea ! Ee ! " 
Friend. " What is the matter % " 
Miss Bat/thorn. " Open the door 1 
open the door 1 " 

There was a sound of huriied whis- 
pers, the door was shut and the blind 
pulled down with hostile sharpness. 

If any critic falls on me for putting 
inarticulate sounds in a dialogue as 
above, I answer with alt the insolence 
I can command at present, "Hit 
boys as big as yonrself," bi^er per- 
haps, such as Sophocles, Euripides, 
and Aristophanes ; they began it, and 
I learned It of them, sore against my 



to partake of a viaoua no- 
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tlud foriv thousand 

sanio moment ; and fictitious grief 

makes itself heard when real i 

Between the tunnel and Bath 
jonng friend had time to ask himself 
whether Ms conduct had been marked 
by that delicnle reserve which ia sup- 
posed to distjflguish ths perfect gen- 
tleman. 

With a, long faie, real or feigned, 
he held open the door, — bis late 
friends attsmpted to escape on the 
other sida, — impossible! they mast 
pass him. She whom he had insulted 
(Latin for kissed) deposited some- 
wbere at his foot a look of gentlo 
blushing reproach ; the other, whom 
he had not insulted, darted red-hot 
daggers at him from her eyes, and so 
they parted. 

It was, perhaps, fortKnate for Do- 
lignan that he had the grace to be 
friends with Major Hoskyns of his 
regiment, a veteran laaglied at hy the 
youngstei's, for the Major was too apt 
to look coldly apon billLard balls and 
cigars ; he hod seen cannon balls and 
linsipdis. He had also, to tell the 
truth, swallowed a good bit of the 

faker, but with it some 
poker, which made it as 
le for Mnjor Hoakjns to de- 
scend to an nngentlemanlike word or 
aclJon OS to hrnsh his own trousers 
below the knee. 

Captain Dolignan told this gentle- 
man his story in gleflful accents ; bnt 
Major Hoskyns heard him coldly, and 
as coldly answeied that he had known 
a man lose his life for the same thing. 
" T/uit is nothing," continued the 
Major, "bat unfortunately he de- 
served to lose it," 

At this the blood mounted to the 
joanger man's temples, and his se- 
nior added : " I mean to say he was 
thirty-five; yon, I presume, are twen- 
ty.or-  " 



" Twen^-five ." 



"That IS much the same thing; 
will yon be advised by me f " 
" If you will advise roc." 
" Speak to no one of this, andsend 



While the £3 thitt he may think you 
have lost the bet." 

" That is hard when I won it I " 

" Do it ibr all that, sir." 

Let the disbelievers in human per- 
fectibility know that this dragoon 
capable of a blush did this virtaoua 
action, albeit with violent reluctance : 
and this was his first damper. Aweek 
afler these events, he was at a ball. 
He was in that state of factitious dis- 
content which belongs to us amiable 
English. He was looking, in vain, 
for a lady, equal in personal attrac- 
tions to the idea he iiod formed of 
George Dolignan as a man, when 
suddenly there glided past him a most 
delightful vision I a iady whose beauty 
and symmetry took him by the eyes, 

— another look : " It can't be ! — 
Yes, it is ! " Miss Haythorn ! (not 
that he knew her name!) but what 
an apotheosis 1 

The duck had become a peaJien, 

— radiant, dazzling, she looked twice 
as beautifnl and almost twice as large 
as before. He lost sight of her. He 
found her ^ain. She was so lovely 
she made him ill, — and he, alone, 
must not dance with her, spealt to 
her. If he had been content to begin 
her aeqnaintance the usual way, it 
might have ended in kissing, but hav- 
ing begun with kissing it must end in 
nothing. As she danced, sparks of 
beanty fell from har on all around, 
but him, — she did not see him; it 
was clear she never would see him, — 
one gentleman was particnlarly as- 
siduous ; she smiied on his assiduity ; 
he was ugly, but she smiled on him. 
Dolignan was surprised at his saccess, 
his ill taste, his ugliness, his impeni- 
nence. Dolignan at last found nim- 
solf injured. " Who was Uiis man ? 
and what right bad he to go on 
so 1 He had never kissed her, I 
snppose," said Dolly. Dolignan 
could not prove it, but he felt that 
somehow the rights of properly were 
invaded. He went home and dreamed 
of Miss Haythorn, and hated all the 
ugly SHCcessfol.* He spent a fort- 

* Wbea gar suooessful rival le ugT; (he 
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Iting her in 



night ti'yiiig to find oul wlio thi 
licuutj was, — he never could eneoun 
ter her again. At last he heard of her 
in Uiis waji a lawyer's clerk paid him 
o liule visit and coinmeDced a little 
action against him. 
Miss Hajthom, fur 
railway train. 

The young gentleman was shocked ; 
endeavored to soften the lawyer's clerk; 
that machine did not thoroDghly com- 
prehend the meaning of the term. 
The lady'j'name, however, was at 
least revealed by this untoward inci- 
dent ; from her mime to her address 



It her doOT, and many a snei^eding 
day, without cflect. Bat one line a^ 
Ghe issued forth quite 
I if she did it 
walked briskly on the 
Dolignan did the same, do met and 
paaaed her many times on the Parade, 
and searched for pity in Iter eyes, but 
Ibnnd neither loM, nor recognition, 
nor any other sentiment; for all this 
she walked and walked, till all tlio 
other promenadcrs were tired and 
gone, — then her culprit summoned 
resolution, and laEing off his hat, 
with a voice tremulons for the lirst 
time, besonght permission (o address 
Iter. She stopped, binshed, aud nei- 
ther acknowl^^ed nor disowned his 
acqaaintance. He bloshed, stammered 
out how ashamed he was, how be de- 
served (o be punished, bow he was 
punished, how little she knew how 
unhappy he was ; and concluded by 
b^ging her not to let all the world 
know the disgrace of a man who was 
already raortjned enough by the loss 
of her acquaintance. She asked an 
explanation ; he told her of the action 
that had been commenojd in her name; 
she gen tly shrugged her shoulders, and 
said, "How stupid they are." Em- 
boldened by this, he beftged to know 
whether or not a life of distant un- 
pretending devotion would, after a 
IHcw la amibly severe, crushiiw, — ira rail bj 



if years. 



L-asc the memory of hia 

She did not know I 
"She must now bid him adieu, na 
she had some preparations to make 
for a ball in the crescent, where eceiy- 
bodi/mistiibe." They parted, and Do- 
lignan determined to be at the ball, 
where everybody was to ba He was 
there, and after some time he obtained 
aniniroduclioB to Miss Hajthom, and 
he danced with her. Her manner was 
gracious. With the wonderiiil tact 
of her sex, she seemed to have com- 
menced the acquainlanee that even- 
ing. That night, for the first time, 
Dolignan was ia love. I mill spare 
the reader all a lover's arts, by which 
ho sncceeded in dining where she 
dined, in dancing where she danced, 
in overtaking her by accident, when 
she rode. His devotion (bllowed her 
even to eharcli, where our dragoon 
(vas rewarded by learning there is a 
world where they neither polk nor 
smoke, ^ the two capital abominations 

He made acguainlance with her 
uncle, who liked liim, and ho saw at 
last, with joj, that her eye loved to 
dwell upon Inm, when she thought he 
did not observe her. 

It was three months after the Box 
Tunnel, that Captain Dolignan called 
one day npon Captain Hayihorn, R. 
K., whom he hod met twice in his 
life, and slightly propitiated by vio-' 
Icncly listening to a cntiing-ont expe- 
dition ; he called, and in the usual 
way asked pormission to pay his ad- 
dresses bi his daughter. The worthy 
Captain straightway began doing 
Qu«rter-Deek, when suddenly he was 
summoned from the apartment by a 

 — ■' — message. On h re urn 

lid, wiUt a total h g f 
It, " It was all righ nd h 
light run alongs d as 
ISO." My reader h d d 
tlie truth ; this nautical con m nd 
irrible to the foe, was i mpl te 
nd happy sobjugatiou to h d ^1 

Aa he was taking leav D 1 j^ 
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owed lier, observed 
a sweet conscionsncsH which encour- 
n^Bii him ; that eonscioiisness deep- 
ened inlo confusion, — she tried 10 
lnugli,she cried instead, and then she 
smiled again ; and when he kissed her 
li.inil nt the door, it was " Geoii^," 
and " Marian," instead of Captain 
tliis, and Miss tlio otKer. A reasona- 
l)le timo after this (for my tale is mer- 
ciful and sliips formalities and tortur- 
ing dolfljs), these two were yery 
happy, — ihey were once more upon 
the railroad, going to enjoy their hon- 
eymoon all by themselves. Marian 
Dolrgnan was drc^ed just as before, 
— duck-like, and delieious; all bright, 
e^cccpt her clQthes : but Geoi^e sat 
bcsiilo her this lime instead of oppo- 
site; and she drank him in gently from 
under her long eyelashes. "Marian," 
Kaiil George, " married people should 
tell each other all. Will you ever for- 
give me if I ovm 10 you — no — " 

" Yes I yes 1" 

" Well, then t you remember the 
Box Tunnel" (this was the fii^t al- 
lusion he had ventured to it), "I 
am asliamcd to say I bod hot £3 to 
£10 with Wliite, I would kiss one of 
you two hidies " ; and George, pathetic 
externally, chuckled within. 



" I kno'.v that, Geot^o ; I over- 
heard jou," was the demure reply. 

"O, you overheard me? impossi- 
ble." _ '^ 

" Anii did joo not hoar me whisper 
to iny companion 1 I made a ticl wilh 

"Ton mode a bet, how singular! 
What was it?" 
" Only a pair of gloves, Geoi^e," 
" Yes, I know, but wliat about 

" That, if you did, you sLonld be my 
hnsband, dearest." 

" Oh ! — bat slay — then you could 
not liave Ijcen so very aiigry with rae, 
love; why, dearest, then who brought 
that aeiion gainst me? " 

Mrs. Dolignan looked down. 

" I was afraid yon were forgetting 
me * Geot^e, you will never forgive 

" Sweet angel, why, here is the 
Box Tunnel ! " 

Now, reader, — 8e ! — no ! no such 
thing ! You can't expect to bo iit- 
dnlged in this way, every lime ivo 
como to a dai'k place, — besides, it is 
not the thing. Consider, two sensible 
married people, — no such phenome- 
non. I assure you, took place. No 
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THERE arc nobs in the world, and 
thcro arc snolis. 

I regret to say I belong to the lat- 
ter clcpartment. 

There arc men that roll tlirongh 
life, like a fire-new red ball going 
across Mr. Lord's crieliet-gniiind on 
a sunsMny duy ; there is another sort 
ttiat have to rough it ia general, and, 
above all, to fight too^i and nail for 
the quartern-loaf, and not alwaj^ win 
llio baMle. I am one of this lot. 

One eomtbri, folk are beginning to 
fake an interest in us. I se<b noM of 
the flrst water looking with a latherly 
ej'c into our alfiiirs, — our leadon taxes 
and feallier ineomes ; onr iiliteen per 
cent on undeniable secoritj when the 
rich pay bnl three and " '" 






r dirt 



and distresses ; and one daj a liter- 
ary gont, that knows my horrible 
story, assured me that my ops and 
downs wonld entcrbun the nobility, 
gentry, and commonalty of Hiese 

" Instead of grumbling to me," says 
he, " print yonr troubles, and I pronl- 
iao you all the world will read them, 
and laugh at them." 

"No doubt, sir," said I, rather 
ironical ; "all the world k at Idsure 
for that." 

" Why, look at the signs of the 
times," says he i " ean't yon see work- 
men are up ? so take us while we are 
in the humor, and that is now. We 
shall not always be forsqueexing hon- 
ey ont of weeds, shall we?" "Not 
Lkely, sir," says I. Says he, "How 
nice it will he to growl wholesale U> a 



Email tamiy that nos got harden^ 
lo yon I " And there he had me ; 
for I am an Englishman, and proud 
of it. and attached to all the na^onal 
habits except delirium tremens. In 
shoit, what with him inflaming my 
dormant conceit, and me thinking, 
" Well, I can but say my say, and 
then relapse into befitting silence," I 
did one tdy lay down the gauge and 
take up the pen, in spile of my wife's 
sorrowliil looks. 

She says nodiing, but too may see 
she does not believe in the new tool, 
and that is cheerful and inspiriUng to 

However, there is a something that 
gives me more confidence tban^l my 
literary iriend says aboot " workmen 
being up in the literan' world," and 
that IS that I am not the hero of my 

Small as I sithere behind my wife's 
crockery and my own fiddles, is this 
thundering hole, Wardour Street, I 
was for many years connected with 
one of the most celebrated females of 
modem times. Her adventures ran 
dde by side with mine. She is the 
bit of romance that colors my humble 
life, and my safef *"""■""■ ''"'■"'*'""'^'""" 
on Che public 



ie for intruding 
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icAE C of that Bci- 
es ; foL' I had b, reg- 
ular ei^catioa, ynd a veiy good one, 
at a school in West Street. This part 
of my lift was as smooth aa glass. 
My tronblea did not begin till I was 
t&iclfiBn : at that age mj mother died, 
and then I found out what she had 
best to me : that was ttie first and tlie 
worst grief; the next I thonght bad 
enoi^n. Coming in from school one 
day, about nine months after her 
death, I found a woman sitting by tiie 
fire opposite father. 

I came to a stand in the middle of 
the floor, with two eyes lite saucers, 
staring at the pair ; so my fether in- 
trodnced me. 

" This is your new mother. Anne, 
this is John ! " 

" Come and kiss me, John," says 
tha lady. Listed of which John 
stood stock-still, and burst out roar- 
ing and crying without the least Jeay- 
ing off staring, which to be sure was 
a eheorfnl, encouri^ng reception for 
a lady just come int* the family. I 
roared pretty hard for abont ton sec- 
onds, then stopped dead short, and 
says I, with a sudden calm, the more 
ftwfitl for the storm that had raged be- 
fore : " 1 '11 go and teU Mr. Pie/ 1 " 
and ont I marched. 

Mr. Paley was a little humpbacked 
tailor, with the heart of a dove and 
the spirit of a lion or two. I made 
his acqnaintance through pitching in- 
to two boys that were queering his pn>- 
tuheranees all down Princea Street, 
Soho ; a Mnd of low hnmor he de- 
tested ; and he Imd taken qnil« a fan- 
e hand and glove. 



than hers, and the liouse did t>ecome 
hotter, and the inmates' looks colder 
than agreeable ; so one day I asked" 
my fether lo settle me in some other 
house not less tlian a mile &om King 
Street, Soho. He and step-mother 
jumped at the offer, and apprenticed 
me to Mr. Dawea. Here I learned 
more mysteries of guilar - making, 
violiu-maMng, etc., etc., and lived in 
tolerable comfort nearly four years ; 
there was a ripple on the water, 
though. My master had a brother, a 
thickset, heavy fellow, that nsed to 
bully my master, especjaliy when he 
was groggy, and less able 10 take his 
own part. My Hiasier being a good 
fellow, I used to side with him, and 
this brought me a skmful of soro 
bones more than once, I can tell you. 
But one night, after some mouths 
of peace, I heard a terrible scrim- 
mage, and, running down into the 
shop-parlor, I found Dawes jnnior 



peggi 



:mg 1 



), and him crying blue 



I was now an able-bodied youth 
between sixteen and seventeen years 
of age, and, having a little score of 
niy own with the attacking party, I 
opened quite silent and buainess-Iiko 
with a one, two, and knocked him in- 
to a comer flat perpendicular. He 
was dumfonndered for a moment, 
but the next he came ont like i 



)ull a 



I s 






le old m 






Paley and told him what 
had befallen upon the honse. He was 
not struck ail of a heap, as I thought 
he would be; and he showed me it 
was legal, of which I had not an 
idea ; and his advice was : " Put a 
good face on it, or the house will 
Boon ba too hot to hold you, boy." 

He was right. I don't know wheth- 
er it waa my fault or hers, or both's, 
but we could oerer mix. I had seeit 



horizontal; and when he c 
rise I shook my fist at him, and 
threatened him he should come to 
grief if he dared to move. 

At this time he went on quite a dif- 
ferent lay. He lay still, and feigned 
dissolution with conEidevable skill, to 
frighten ua ; and I can't say I felt 
easy at all ; but my master, who 
took cheerful views of everything in 
his cups, got the enemy's tnmhler of 
brandy and water, and w' ' ' ' 
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anS aTjsurd smiles, and a teaspoon, 
deposited the contents gradually on 
tlie varioHB parts of his doAj. 

"Lea revive 'ml " said he, 

Tliia was low life to come io pass 
ill a respectable tradesman's back par- 
lor. Bnt, when gr(^ comes in at 
the door, good manners wallc to the 
window, ready to take leave if re- 
quested. Where there is drink there 
is always degradation of some sort 
or degree; put that in your tumblers 
and sip it 1 

After this no more battles. The 
loiviy apprentice's hnmble efforts 
(pugilistic) restored peace to his mas- 
ter's family. 

Six months of calm indnglry now 
rolled over, and then I got into trou- 
ble by my own fault. 

Looking back upon the various 
fancies, and opinions, and crotchels 
that have passed through my head 
at one time or another, I find tliat, 
between the years of seventeen and 
twenty-tbur, a strange notion beset 
mo ; it was, this ; that women are all 
angels. 

For tills chimera I now began to 
sufier, and continued to at intervals 
till the error was rooted out, — with 
their assistance. 

There were two women in my 
master's house, — his sister, aged 
twenty-tbur, and his cook, aged thirty- 
seven. With both these I fell ai'dentr 
ly in love ; and BO, with mj senij- 
inonts, I should have with six, had 
the house held half a dozen. TJn- 
luokily, my affections were not ac- 
companied with the discreloon so 
tiekjish a ^toatioD called for. The 
IMies found one another out, and I 
fell a victim to the virtuous indigna- 
tion that fired three hosoms. 

The cook, in virtuous indignation 
that an apprentice should woo his 
master's sister, told my master. 

The yonng lady, in virtnous indig. 
that a boy should make a fool of 
" that old woman," told my master, 
who, unluckily for me, was now the 
quondam Dawes junior; Dawes sen- 
ior having retired from the active 



business, and turned sleeping and 
drinking partner. 

My master, whose v. i. was Uia 
strongest of the three, since it was him 
I had jeathorod, look me to Bow Street, 
noade his complaint, and forced me to 
cancel my indentures ; the cook, with 
tears, packed np my Sunday suit; 
the young lady opened her bedroom 
door three inches, and shtit it with a 
doo't-come-anigh-mo slam ; and I 
drifted out to London with eigliteen- 
pence and my tools. 

On looking back on this incident 
of my life, I have a regret, — a poign- 
ant one ; it is, that some good Chris- 
tian did not give me a devilish good 
hiding into the bargain then and there. 

I did not feel quit strong enough in 
flie spirits to go where I was sure to 
be blown up, BO I skirted King Street 
and entered the Seven Dials, and went 
to Mr. Paley and confessed my sins. 

How differently the same tiling is 
seen by different eyes I All the morn- 
ing I had been called a young' vil- 
lain, first hy one, then by another, 
till at last I began to see it. Mr. 
Paley viewed me in the hght of 
nuutyr, and I remember I fell Into 
his views on the spot. 

Paley was a man that had his little 
theory about women, and it ditfered 
from my juvenile one. 

He held that women are at bottom 
the seducers, men the seduced. " The 
men court the women, I grant yo«. 
bnt so it is the fish that runs after 
the bait," said he. " The women 
draw back ? yes, and so does the an- 
gler draw back the bait when tJie 
fish are shy, don't he 1 and then the 
silly gudgeons misunderstand the 
move, and make a rush at it, and get 
hooked, — like yon." 

Holding such vile sendments, he 
shifted aQ the biame off my shoul- 
ders. He tm-ned to and abused the 
whole gang, as he called the family 
in Litdifi^d Street I had just left, 
instead of reading me tlie lesson fiDi 
the day, which he ought, and I should 
have listened to from him, — perhaps. 

" Sow, then, don't hang yonr head 
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like tliat," sliouted the spunky little 
fcllow, "snivelling and whimpering 
at your time of life ! We are going 
to huve a joUy good sapper, yon and 
I, that is wliat we are going to da ; 
and you shall sleep here. A^ dnngli- 
tcr is at school ; you shall have her 
room. I am in good work, — thirty 
Bhillings a week, — that ia plenty for 
three, Lncy and you and me " (him- 
self last). " Your father is n't worth 
a bone butUm, and yonr mother is n't 
worth the shank to it ; I 'm yom' la- 
ther, and your mother into the bar- 
gain, (or want of a better. Yon live 
with me, and snap your Angers at 
Dawes and all his erew, — ha I ha ! a 
fine loss, to be sure. The boy is a fool, 
— cooks, and coquettes, and liddle- 
"  ' ot worth picking up 
-they bed— d." 
i installed in Miss 
Foley's apartment, Seven Dials; and 
nothmg would have made my adopted 

Eirent happier than for me to put ray 
ands in my pockets, and live upon 
goose and cabbage. But downright 
lailness was never aty charaeter. I 
went round to all the fiddle-shops, 
and oiibred, as bold as brass, to make 
a violin, a tenor or a bass, and bring 
it home. Most of them looked shy at 
me, for it was necessary to trust me 
with the wood, and to lend me one 
or two of the higher class of tools, 
such as a turning-saw and a jointing- 

^ At 'last I came to Mr. Dodd, in 
Berners Street. Here my &ther's 
name stood mo in stead. Mr. Dodd 
risked his wood and the needfiil tools, 
and in ^ght days I brought him, witli 
coneeit and trepidadon mixed in equal 
part, a violin, which I had sometimes 
feared wonid frighten him, and some- 
Ijmcs hoped would charm him. He 
tooh it up, gave it one twiH round, 
satLsfled liimself it was a fiddle, good, 
bad, or indifferent, put it in the win- 
dow along ivith the rest, and paid for 
it as ho would for a penny roll. I 
timidiv proposed to make another '— 
him ; he gi-unted 






sent, whicli i 



Mr. Melzler also ventured logivc mo 
work of this kind. For some months 
I wrought hard all day, and amniKd 
myself with my companions all tlie 
eretting, selecting my pals from the 
following classes : small actors, show- 
men, pedestrians, and clever discon- 
tented mcelianics ; one lot I never 
would have at any price, and that was 
the stupid ones, that could only booze, 
and could not t«!1 me anything I did 
not know about pleasure, business, 
and life. 

This was a bright e 
to a full stop. 



At 






e MTsa 



Paloy came home, and the fiddiii. 
trade took one of those chills all 
fancy trades are subject to. 

No work — no lodging without 
paying for it — no wherewithal. 



CHAPTER n. 

JbiiK Bbaud, a friend of mine, 
was a painter and grainer. His art 
was to Imitate oak, maple, walnut, 
satin-wood, etc., etc, upon vulgar deal, 
beceh, or what not. 

This business works thus; first, a 
coat of oit-cobr is put on with a 
brash, and this color imitates what 
may be called the background of the 
wood that is aimed at ; on this oil- 
background the champ, the fibre, the 
gr^n and figure, and all the incidents 
of the superior wood, ore imitated by 
various mancenvres in water-colors, 
or, raUior, in beer-colors, for beer is 
the approved medium, A coat of 
varnish over all gives a unity to the 

Beard was out of employ ; so was 
I : bitter against London ; so was L 
He sounded mo about trying tlio 
country,, and I agreed; and this was 
the first step of my many travels. 

We started the next day, — he with 
his brushes, and a few colors, mid one 
or two thin panels Minted by way of 
advertisement, and I with hope, inex- 
perience, and threepence. On the 
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rOivd we E]jcnt tiiis iind his fivepciicc, 
and entered the town of Bcontfbrd 
to\yiini nightfall as empty as drums 
niid as hungry as wolves. 

What WBS to be done 1 After a 
Jong discoBsion, via agreed lo go to 
the mayor of the town and lell him 



e, and ol 



mp«) 



door in the morning if he would save 
our lives for the night. 

We went to the major; Inckily for 
us, he liad risen from nothing, as we 
were gtring to do, and so he know 
exactly wTiot we meant when we 
looked up in his face and laid our 
h»nds on our sansage-grinders. He 
gave US eightccn-pence and an order 
oit a. lodgmg'house, and piit bounds 
to our gratitude by making as prom- 
ise to let his street door iJone. We 
thanked him from our hearts, supped 
and went to bed, and agraed the 
country (as we two cockneys called 
Brentford) was chock-fuU of good fei- 

The next day np early in the 
morning, and away to Hoanelow. 
Hei'o Beard sought work all through 
the town, and jost when we were in de- 
spair ho got one door. We dined 
and slept on this door, hut wo could 
not suptrff it; we had twopence over, 
though, for rtie motning, and walked 
on a pi'nny roll each to Maidenhead. 

Here, as we entered the town, tvo 
passed a little honse with the door 
p]tiutci oak, and a Inwa plate an- 
nouncing a plumber and glazier, and 
liouse-pointer. Beard piuled np be- 
fore ttu9 door in Eorrowtul conlampt 
" Now look here, John," says ho, 
" hero Is a fellow living among the 
woods, and you would swear he never 
saw an oak phink in his lifis to look 
at his work. 

Before so very long we came to 
another spedmcn : this was maple, 
and further from Nature than a law- 
yer from heaven, as the saying is. 
■' There, that will do," says Bcai'd. 
" I '11 tell yoa what it is, wo mast try 
a different move ; it is no nse looking 
for work ; folks iviU only employ 
tlieir own Wadesmon ; we must Kach 



309 



ihe professors of llic ai 

" Will they stomach that ? " said I. 

"I think they will, as we are 
strangers and from London. Ton go 
and see whether (here is a fiddle to be 
doctored in the town, and meet mo 
again 'in the market-place at twelve 
o'clock." 

I did meet him, and forlorn enough 



My tindo had broke down in 



Come to the public-honse (' . . 
his first word. That sounded well, I 
thought. 

We sat down to bread nnd cheese 
and beo*, and he told his tale. 

Itsecma ho went into a shop, told 

E liner from a groat establishment in 
ndon, and was in the habit of trav- 
elling and ins (meting provincial art- 
ists in the business. The man was a 
Bompous sort of a cuslomer, and told 
eni'd he knew the businoes as well 
as he did, l>etter belike 

Board answered : " Then you are 
the only one here that docs ; for I 've 
been all llirough the town, and any- 
thing wider from the mark than tlieir 
oak and maple I never saw." Tlion 
he quietly took down bis panels and 
spread them ont, and, looting out 
sliarp, he noticed a sudden duinge 
eomc over the man's face. 

" Well," says the man, " we reckon 
ourselves pretty good at it in this town. 
However, 1 shouldn't mind seeing 
how yon London chaps do it : what 
do yon charge for a specimen 1 " 

"My charge is two sliillings a pan- 
el. What wood should you like to 
gdn n notion of? " said Board, as dry 

" Well, — satin-wood." 

Board painted a panel of saliu- 
wood before his eyes, and, of course, 
it was done with great ease, and on a 
better system than had readied Maid- 
enhead np to that time, "How," 
says Beard, " I must go to dinner." 

"Well, come back i^ain, my lad," 
says Ihc man, " and wc will go in for 
something else." So Beard took liis 
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After dinner he asked for a private 
roura. "A privata room," mid I] 
"hadn't you better ordai- om horse 
and gig out, and go mid call on tho 

" None of your cIiafF," says he. 
When wo got into tho room he 
opened tiie business, 
" Tour trade ia no good ; joii must 

"Whatl teach painters how to 
paint, wbem I don t know a stroke 
inyaelf ! " 

" Why not 1 Tou 'vo only got it to 
lenrn ; Iney have got to unlearn all 
liioy know ; that is the only long 
process about it. I 'U teach yun in 
live minntos," says ho : " look hero." 
He then imitated oak before me, and 
made me do it. He cori-ected my 
first attempt; the Eecond satisfied 
him : we then wont on to maple, and 
50 through all the woods ho conld 
mimic. He then returned to his cus- 
tomer, and 1 hunted iu unothor part 
of the town, and before nigiitfall 1 act- 
nally gav8 three lessons to two pro- 
fessors : it is amazing, but tine, that 
I, who had been learning ten minutes, 
taught men who hod boon all Uieir 
lives .^t it — in tho country. 

One was so pleased with his tutor 
that he gave mo a pint of 
my fee. I thought he t 
fun when he first offered il 

Beard nnd I met o^ain triumphant. 
We had a rousing supper and a good 
bod, anil tho next day slacted for Hon- 
ley, ivliero we both did a small stroke 
of business, and on to Koading for the 
night. 

Our goal was Biistol. Beard had 
friends there- But as we aigiagged 
for tho sake of the towns, we were 
tliree weeks walldng to that city ; but 
we reached it at last, having diBsera- 
inatod tho scioneo of gr^ning in many 
cities, and got good ciolhea and money 

At Bristol we parted. He found 
regular employment tlie first day, and 
I visited the fiddle-shops and offered 



i poting 






Atm 



s refused ; 



trifiing jobs ; h 
at last I went to the right one. The 
master i^reed with.me for piece-work 
on a laige scale, and tho terma weris 
such tliftt by working quick and very 
steady I eoold make about twenty-five 
shillings a weoli. At this I kept two 
years, and might have longer, no 
doubt, — but my employer's niece, 
came to live witn him. 

She WES a woman ; and my theory 
being in full career at this tfete, mu- 
tual ardor followed, and I asked hex- 
hand oi' her uncle, and instead of that 
he gave me what the Turkish ladicj 
get for tho same oflWe, — the sacJi. 
OfF to London again, and the money T 
had saved by my industry just landed 
me in tho Seven Dials and sixpence 

I ivent to Foley, crestfallen as usu- 
al. He heai'd my story, compliment 
ed me on my energy, industiy, and tal- 
ent, regretted the existence of woman, 
and inveigled against hor character 
uid results. 

We went that evening to private 
theatricals iu Berwick Streot, and 
there I fell in with an acquaintance in 
tho flrawork line. On hearing my 
case, ho told me I had just fallen fi-om 
t^e skies in time; his employer want- 
ed a fresh hand. 

Tho very next day behold me grind- 
iag, and Billing, and ramming powder 
at Somers Town, and at it ten months. 

My evenir^, when Iwas notnndo- 
ing my own work to show its brillian- 
cy, were often spent In private theat> 

I hear a row made just now about a 
dramatic school. 

" Wo have no dramatic schools," is 
the cry. Well, in the day I speak of 
there were several; why, I belonged 
to two. We never hronght to light 
an actor, but we succeeded so far as to 
ruinmoro than one lad who had brains 
enough to make a tradesman, till we 
healj^ those brains and they boiled ail 

■fhe way we destroyed youth was 
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sliilling at the floor to see us riinning 
wild among Shaiespeave's lines lilte. 
pigs broken into n garden, so tho ex- 
penses fell apon the actors, and they 
paid according to the value of the part 
each pluyed. Bidiard the Third cost 
a puppy two pounds ; Eichmond, fif- 
teen shillings ; and so on ; so (liat 
ivlth* us, as in the big^ world, dignity 
went by wealth, not merit. I remem- 
ber this mads me sovs at the time ; 
still, there are two sidea to every- 
thing ; they say poverty urges men to 
crime; mine saved me from it. If I 
could have alfbrded, I would have mur- 
dered one or two characters Uiat have 
lived ivith good I'epntation from Queen 
Bess to Qneen Victoria ; but, as I 
could n't afford it, others that could 

Well, in return, for hia cash Eich- 
ard, or Hamlet, or Othello command- 
ed ticltelB in proporlion ; for the 
tidseta were only gratuitous to the 
spectators. 

Conseqnenflj, at night, each im- 
portant acfor pl&j^ not only to a 
most merciful audience, but a lai^e 
band of devoted Mendly spirits in it, 
who came, not to judge him, bnt ojt- 
prcsB to carry him through trium- 
phant, — lilte an election. How when 
a vain, ignorant chap liears a lot of 
hands clapping, he has not Che sense 
to say to himaelf " paid for ! " No, it 
is applause, and applause stamps his 
own secret opinion of liimsea. He 
was off his balance before, and now 
he tumbles heel over tip into tlie no- 
tion Chat he is a genius ; liiraws his 
commercial prospects after the two 
poimds that went in Richard or Bev- 
erley, and crosses Waterloo Bridge 
spouting. 



Com 



D for ttie shop and popHns 
fire the Thames." 



irthe 



Noodle, thus singin, 
water. But they won'thave him at 
the Surrey or the Vic, so he takes to 
the country; and, while his money 
lasts, and he can pay the mismanager 
of a small theatre, he gels leave to 



play with Richard and Hamlet. But 
when the money is gone, and he 
wants to 1>a paid for Kichard & Co,, 
they laugh at him, and pnt him in 
his right place, and that is a utility, 
and perhaps ends a " super " ; when, 
if he had not been a coxcomb, he 
might have sold ribbon like a man to 
his dying day. 

We andonr dramatic schools rained 
more than one or two of this sort by 
means of hia vanity in my young 

Mr poverty saved me. The conceit 
was here in vast abundance, hut not 
the funds to intoxicate myself with 
such choice liquors as Hamlet & Co. 
Nothjng above old Gobbo (five shil- 
lings) ever fell to my lot and by my 
talent. 

When I had made and let off fire- 
worlts for a few months, I thought I 
could make more aa a rocket^m aster 
than a rocket-man. I had saved a 
pound or two. Moat of my friends 
dissuaded me from the attempt ; bnt 
Paley eaid r " Let him alone now ; 
don't keep him down ; he is born Ki 
rise, I '11 risk a ponnil on him," So, 
by dint of several small loans, I got 
the materials and made a set of fire- 
worts myself, and agreed with the 
keeper of some tea-gardens at Hamp- 
stead ibr the spot. 

At the appomted time, attended by 
a trusty band of friends, I pnt them 
up ; and, when I had taken a toler- 
able sum St the door, I let them all 

But they did not all profit by the 
permission. Some went, bnt others, 
whose supposed destination was the 
sky, soared about aa high as a house, 
then returned and forgot their wild 
nature, and performed (lie ofBce of 
our household fires upon the elothea 
of my visitors ; and some faitliful 
spirits, lilie old domestics, would not 
leave fheiv master at any price, — 
would not taiie their disohai^e. Then 
there was a row, and I should have 
been maided, bnt my guaids rallied 
round rae and brought me off with 
whole bones, and marched hod: to 
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London ivith 

driuking at u , 

licau relusud to give me i 

ised fee, and my loss by 

was twenej-eii^t shillings and my 

reputation, — if you uonld call tliat " 

Was not I quizzed up and down 
the Seven Diala 1 Paley alone con 
trired to stand out in my favoi 
"Nonsense! & first attcimit," sail 
he ; " tbej mostly tail. Don't you 
give in for those fools I I 'II tell jon 
a stoiy. There vas s chap in prison 

— I fbrget his name. He uved m the 
old times a few hundred years aeo. 
J can't justly say how many. He 
hod tidied, — at something or other, 

— I don't know how many times, 
nnd there he was. Well, Jack, one 
day he notices a spider climbing np a 
thundering great slippery stone in 
the wall. She got a little way, then 
down she Ml ; up i^in, and tries it 
on again ; down again. Ah 1 says 
the man, yoa will never do it. But 
the spider was giune. She got si::; 
f^lls, but, by Gcoise, the seventh trial 
she got np. So Uie gendeman says, 
' A man ought to have as much heart 
as a spider : I won't give in till the 
gevenui trial.' Bless yon, long be- 
Ibre the seventh he carried all betbre 
him, and got to be King of En^aud 
-^or something." 

" King of England ! " said I ; " that 
wa9 a more upward out of the stone 

^'"Well," said Paley the hopeful, 
" you can't be King of England, but 
yon may he the fire-king — he! he! 

— if you are true to powder. How 
much money do you want to try 

I was nettied at my fatlare ; and, 
fired by Paley and his spider, I 
scraped together a tbw pounds once 
more, and advertised a display of fire- 
works for a certain Monday uiglit. 

On the Sunday afternoon Paley 
and I happened to walk on the 
Hampstead Koad, and near the Adam 
and Ere we fell in with an announce- 
ment of fireworks. On the bill ap- 



letters tlie folloiv- 



Paloy was in a towering passion. 
" Look here, John," says he ; " but 
never you mind; it won't be here 
long, tor I 'II tear it down in about 

" No, you mnst not do that," Enid 
I, a little nervous. 

"Why not, yoa poor-spirited mutff' 
shouts the little fiolow : "letme alone 
— let me get at it — what are you 
holding m 



iol no I nol 



1, then — " 






" Well, th6n, what } ' 

" Well, then, it is mine 

" What is yonrs ? " 

" TImt advertisement." 

" How can it be yhur 
suits yon ! " 

" O, bnaness before vanity." 
Well, I am blessed I Here 's a 
go. Look here, now " ; and he begun 
to split his sides laughing ; but all 
of a sudden he turned awfiil grave : 
" You will ris^ my lad ; this is genu- 
ine talent ; they might as well try to 
keep a balloon down." In short, my 
IHend, who was as honest as the day 
in hia own sayings and doings, ad- 
mired this bit of rascality in me, and 
— ignred the happiest results. 

That district of London which is 
called the Seven Dials was now di- 
vided int« two great parties ; one an- 
gnred for me a brilliant success next 
the other a dead failure. The 
latter party numbered many names 
unknown to fame, the former consist- 
ed of Paloy. I was neuter, distrust- 
101 my merits, but what I called 
my luck. 

On Monday afternoon I was busy 
patting out the fireworks, nailing 
them to their posts, et«. Toward 
evening it began to rain so heavily 
that they had to be taken in, and the 
whole thing given up ; it was post- 
poned to Thursday. 

On Thursday night we had a good 



Hostec by Google 



JACK OF ALL TRADES. 



313 



fissembly ; tlie sum taken at the iloote 
exceeded mj expectatiou. I had my 
inisgiviugs on ax^cQuiit of the rain that 
had fallen on m.; kickshaws Moildaj 
cveniog, so I began with Chose orticl^ 
I had talten in first out of the — " 
Thcv wentoff splendidly, and mj 
sonal fnenda were astounded ; bat 

J po ec y began to tilL I stead of 
} 1 Dg manj hands to sa e th hre 

o ks 1 ou net I had been alone 
aul of couise mud t me hod I een 
lost n g tttng them und cov 
'Via be^an now to get among the 

mj lot and BC encB was lost u 
h n e some woidd and omc Quid 
u t, and the people beo-an to goose me. 

A rocket or two ttuit lizsled tliem- 
seJyes out without rising a foot in- 
flamed their angiy passions ; so, I an- 
nounced two fiery paeons. 

The fiery pigeon is a pretty fire- 
work enough. It is of the nature of 
a vockot, but, lieing on a string, it 
fi'avels backward and fi)rward be- 
tween two termini, W wliich the stri 
is fixed. When there are two strings 
and two pigeons, the firay winga race 
one another across tJio ground, and 
charm the gazing throng. One of 

iiyof the gardens. Up ^is tree I 
mounted in ray shirt-sleeves with my 
birds. The people surrounded the 
tree, and wei-e dead silent. I could 
see their final verdict and my fate 
hung on these pigeons. I plated 
them, and with a beating heart light- 
ed their taatehes. To my horror, one 
did not more. I might as well have 
tried to eKplode green slacks. The 
other started and went off with great 
lesolntion and accompanying cheers 
toward the opposite side. Bnt mid- 
■'; suddenly stopped, and liie 



if theni 



come down, like terriers fi 
u-ap, and I felt by the io 
that they would kul me, o 
crept along a bough, (he end of wMoij 
cleared the wall and overhung the 
road. I detemuned to break my 
neck sooner than fall into the hanits 
insulted public An impa^nt 



i. I crouched and clung; luckily, 
4- was on an ash-bough, Jong, taper- 
ing, and totigh ; it beat with mo like 
a rainbow. A stick or two now 
whizzed past my ear, and it hegan to 
hail fruit I held on like grim death, 
till the road was within dx feet of nii^ 
and then dropped and ran off home, 
like a dog with a kettle at hia tail. 
Meantime a rush was made to the 
gate to cut me off; but it was too 
late. The gaiden meandered, and 
ray executioners, when they got ti> 
the outside, saw nothing but a fiit^ 
ting spectre — mo in m^ shirt-sleeves 
nuiii^ for the Seven Dials. 

Mr. and Miss Paley were seated by 
their fire, and, as I anerward learned, 
Paley was recommeniiing her to me 
husband, and explaining to her 
ne length why I was sure to rise 
i world, when a figure in shirt- 
slfeves, i)^imed with gunpowder, 
and no hat, hurst into the room, and 
shrank without a word into thecorner 
by the fire. 

Miss Paley looted np, and then he- 
lather stai'ed at nic, and aftei' a while 
I could see him set his teeth and nes^e 
his obstinate old heart for the coming 



Jgle-. . 






cheers with it. It did 
end all at once, but the fire oozed 
gradually out of it like water. A 
howl of derision waa hurled up into 
the tree at me ; but, worse than that, 
lookine down, I saw in the moonlight 
a hunifred stem iaees, with eyes hke 
red-hot emeralds, in which I read my 
fate. They were waitmg fiir me lo 



'eii, how did it happen 

!, at last. " Where is your coat '; 

I told him the whole story. 

Miss Paley had her hand to her 
mouth all the time, afiaidto give vent 
to the feelings proper to the occasion 
because of her lather. 

"Now answer me one question. 
Have you got their money 1 " says 
Pal^. 

"Yea, I have got fhdr money, for 
that matter." 
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"We!l, then, what need you care? 
Tou aie all right; and if they had 

fone off tiieywonld have been all over 
J notv, jiist the same. He tvants his 
supper, Iiuey. Give us something 
hot, to make ns foi^et our sqmbs and 
crackers, or w9 shall die of a brokon 
heart, ^1 ns poor feinting sonla. 
Such a calamity 1 The rain wetted 
them through, — that is all ; you 
conldn't fight i^ainBt the elements, 
conld you ? Lay the clolh, ^l." 

"But, Mr. Paley," whuied I, "they 
have got my new coat, and yon may 
be sure they have torn it limb from 
jacket." 

" Have they ? " ciied he ; " well, 
that is a comfort, any way. Your 
new coat, eh ? Lucy, it hung on (he 
hoy's back like an old sack. Do you 
see this bit of cloth ? I shall make 
you a Sunday coat with this, and tlien 
you 11 sell. !Felch a quart lo-ni^ht, 
girl, instead of a pint : the fire-iing 
is going to do us the honor. Che-er 
up!!" 



CHAPTER in. 

It was now time that Miss Paley 
should Gulfer the penalty of her se:i. 
She was a comely, good-liumoved, and 
.Eensihle girl. We used often to walk 
out together on Sundays, and very 
friendly we were. I used to tell her 
she was the (lower of her sex, and 
she used to langh at that One Sun- 
day I spoke more pl^nly, and laid 
my heart, my thirteen shillings, the 
fl'nit of my last imposture on the pub- 
lic, and my various arts, at her feet, 
out walldng. 

A proposal of this sort, if I may 
trust the stories I read, produces 
thrilling effects. If agreeable, the 
ladies either refuse in order to torment 
themselves, which act of virtue jnati- 
fies them, they think, in tormenting 
the man they love, or else they show 
thdr rapturous assent by bursUng 
out cndng, or by fainting away, or 
their hps turning cold, and other signs 
proper to a disordered stomach ; if it is 



"no," they ate almost as much 
cut up about it, and say no like yts, 
which has the happy result of leaving 
him hope and prolonging his pain. 
Miss Paley did quite diiSrenf . She 
blushed a little, and smiled archly and 
said ; " Now, John, yon and I are 
good friends, and I like you very 
mucli, andl will walkwilh you and 
laugh with you as mach as you like; 
but I have been engaged these two 
years to Charles Hoofi, and I love 
him, John." 

" Do yon. Lacy ■? " 

"Yes," under her breath a bit. 

"Oh I" 

" So, if we are to be friends, you 
must not put that question lo me 
again, John. What do you say t we 
are to be iciends, are we not? and 
she put out her hand. 

"Yes, Lucy." 

"And, John, yon need not go for 
to tell my father; what is the vise 
vexing him ? He has got a notion, 
but it will pass away in time." 

I consented, of course, and Lucy 
and Iwere friends. 

Mr, Paley aoraehow suspected which 
way his daughter's heart turned, and 
not long after a neighbor told mo he 
heard him quizzing hei' Dnmerciful 
for her bad judgment. As for harsh- 
ness or tyranny, that was not under 
his skin, as the sayingis. Hewonnd 
up with telling her that John was a 

"I hope he may, father, I am 
sure," saj^ Lucy. 

" Well, and can't yon see he is ihe 
man (or yon ? " 

"No, father, I can't sec that,— 



CHAPTER IV. 

I don't think I have been penniless 
not a dozen times in my life. When 
I get down to twopence or three- 
pence, which is very frequent indeed, 
something is apt to turn up and raise 
me to silver once more, and there I 
stick. But about this tJme I lay out 
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" Harp," in Little Russell Sti'eet, 
meet Mr. Webb, the manager of a 
etroUing company. Mr. webb wal 
beating London for recruits to com- 
plete his company which lity at Bish- 
ops Stortftjrd, bnt which, owing to 
desertions, was not nnmerons enongh 

ly ofiered to go as carpenter and scene- 
shifter. To this he demurred : he 
was proyidod with them already ; he 
wanted actors. To this I objected, 
not that I cared to what sort of work 
J turned my hand, but in these com- 
paniea a carpenter is^aid fbr his day's 
work accorditig- to his agreement, hnt 
the actors are remnnerated by a share 
in the night's profits, and the profits 
are often written in tie fbllowing fig- 
ures, — £ttOs.Od. 

However, Mr. Webb was fii-m ; he 
had r 



I ^reed tiien to bo an actor, 
as cast OS Father Philip, in the 
on Chest," next evenii^, my 
I'e of the profits to he one eighth- 



is Stanford. We played 
" Iron Chest " and divided the profits. 
Hitherto I had been in the mochan- 
ica! arts ; Ibis was my first step into 
the fine ones. Father Philip's share 
.of the "Chest "was 2^. 

Now this might be a just rcmnner- 
ation tor the perfbrmanee ; I almost 
think it was ; but it IcfE the walk, 
tliirly miles, not accounted for. 

The next night I was east in 
"Jerry Sneak." Ihad no objection 
to the part, only, under existing cir- 
cumsfamcas, the place to play it 
seemed to me to be the road to Lon- 
don, not the boards of Bishops Stort^ 
ford ; so I sneaked off toward the Sev- 
en Dials. Johnstone, though cast for 
the hero, was of Jerry's mind, and 
eneaked away along with him. 

Wb had made but twelve miles 
when the manager and a constable 



citoice of the fine arts again, or prison. 
Aiter a natural hesitation, we chose 
the arts, and were driven back to 
them like sheep. Night's profits 5d. 
In the morning the whole company 
dissolved away like a snowball. 
Johnstone and I had a meagre break- 
fast, and waited on it twenty-six 
miles. He was a stout fellow, — 
shone in brigands, — he encouraged 
and helped me along; but at last I 
could go no farther. 

My_ slighter frame was quite worn 
ont with hnnger and ftitiguo. " Leave 
me,"l3aid; " perhaps some charit*. 
ble hand will aid me, and if not, why, 
then I shall die ; and I don't care if I 
do, for I have lost all hope." 

" Nonsense," cried the fine fellow. 
" I '11 carry yon home on my back 
sooner tlian leave you. Die? that is 
a word a man should never say. 
Come ! courage I only four miles 

No. I could not move from the 
spot. I was what I believe seldom 
really happens to any man, dead 
beat body and souL 

I sank down on a heap of stones. 
Johnstone sat down beside me. 

The snn was just setting. It was a 
bad lookout, — starving people to lie 
out on stones sOl night. A man can 
stand cold, and he can fight with 
hunger ; but pat those two together, 
and life is soon exhausted. 

At last a ramble was heard, and 
presently an empty coal-wagon cama 
up. A coal-heaver sat on the shaft, 
and another walked by the side. 
Johnstone went to meet them ; they 

opped ; I saw Mm pointing to me, 

id talking earnestly. 



The 11 



) up t 



look hold of me, and si 
cart like a hundred-weight of coal. 
" Why, he is starving with cold," said 
one of them, and he flung half a doz- 
en empty sacks over me, and on 
we went. At the fir^t public the 
wagon stopped, and toon one of my 
new friends, with a cheeiful voice. 
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brought a pewter flngoii of porler to 
me. I sipped it. "Don't bo afraid 
of it," cried ho ; " down wiUi it ; it is 
meat and drink, that is." Aud, in- 
dead, so I fbund iC It was a heaven- 
ly solid liquid to me; it was "stout" 
by Jiiune and " stout " hy nature. 

These good, fellows, whom men do 
ri^t to call black diamonds, carriod 
me safe into the Strand, and thence, 
being now quite my own man again, 
1 reached the Soren Dials. Palej 
was in bed. He came down directly 
itt his niglUgown, and lighted a, fire, 
and pulled a piece of cold beef oat of 
the cupboard, and cheered me as osn- 
al, bat in a fatherly way this tiiuo ; 
and of course, at my age, I was soon 
all right agiuu, and e'^ing to tslco the 
world by storm to-morrow morning. 
He left me for a while and ivent up 
stairs. Presently he eamo down 
again. 
" Your bed is ready, John, 
"Why," sold I, "you hare not 

" Lucy is on a .visit," said he ; then 
hepauaed. "Siopa bit; I'll warm 
'your bed." 

Ho Ixiok n 



lin V 






frienil. Bo Saw bow badly off I was, 
and hod a, great desire to sei've me. 
Now it so happened that Mr. Yates, 
the manner, was going to give an 
entertainment he called his "At 
Horaea," and this took but o small 
orchestra, of which Mr. Chaplin was 
to be the leader ; so he was allowed 
to engage the other instruments, and 
he actuatly prop<»eiI to mo to he a 
second Tiolin. 

T stared at him. " How can I do 
that 1 " 

" Why, I often hoar you try a vio- 
lin." 






ip stairs to my 
a the bed. I,lil 
thoughtless young fool, rolled info it 
half gone with sleep, and never woke 
till ten nest morning. 

I don't know what the reader will 
think of me when I tell him that tJie 
old man had turned Lucy ont of her 
room into Ms own, and sat all night 
by the fire that I might lie soti i&r 
my troubloB. Ahl he was a bit of 
steel. And have yon left me, and can 
I share no more sorrow or joy with 
yon in this world 1 Eh I dear,' it 
makes mo misty to tliink of the old 
man, — after all these years. 



CHAPTER V. 

I USED often to rep^i- and doctor i 
violin for a gent whom I shall call 
Chaplin. He played in the orchestra 
of tfie Adclphi Theatre. Mr. Chap- 



" I notice it is always a slow move- 
ment — eh ? Nevei' mind, this is the 
only tiling I can think of to seivo 
yon ; yon must strum ont something ; 
it will bo a good thing for you, yon 

" WoU," said I, "if Mr. Tates will 
promise to aing nothing faster than 
' Je-rn-sD;-lem, my hap-py home,' I 'II 
accompany him.  

No, he would not be laughed out 
of it ; he was determined to put 
money in my pocket, and would take 
no denial. "Next Monday yon will 
hare the goodness to meet me at the 
theatre at six o'clock ivilftjonr fiddle. 
Play how you like, play inaudible for 
what I care ; but play and draw your 
weekly salmy you must and shall." 

"Play inandiblo," — those woi-ds 
sunk to iho very botlam of me, — 
"play inaudible. 

1 iell into a brown study : it lasted 
three days and three nights; finally, 
to my good patron's groat content, I 
consented to come up to the scratch, 
and Monday night I had the hardi- 
hood to present mj^lf in the music- 
room of the Adetplii, My violin was 
a ringing one. I tuned up the loud- 
est of tliem all, and Mr. Chaplin's 
eye rested on me with an approving 
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s nnd songs, and pcr- 
lormea pieces and airs between the 
acta, etc. The leader's eye often feU 
on me, and when it did, he saw the 
most (»useientious woclimitn of the 
crew plonghing erery note with eingu- 
lai' ca.i'e and dQigcnce. 

In this same little orchestra was 
.Tames Bates, another favorile of Mr. 
Cliaplin, anil an experienced fiddler. 

This young man was a great chum 
of mine. He was a fine honest young 
follow, but of rather a satanine t«ra- 
pev. He was not movable to mirth 
at any price. He would play without 
a smile to a new pantomime, — stuck 
ihexe all night, like Solomon cut in 
black marble with a white choker, as 
Koloutn aa a tomb, with hundreds 
laughing all around. 

Once or twice while we were at 
work I saw Mr. Chaplin look at Bates, 
knowing we two were chums, and 
whenever he did it seems the young 
one bit his lipa and turned as red 
as a beet-root. After the lights were 
out Mr. Chaplin congratulated me 
before Bates. " There, you see, it 
is not so very hard ; why, hang me 
if you did not saw away as w5l aa 
the best III" At these words Bates 

S.ve a sort of yell and ran homo, 
r. Chaplin looked after 1dm with 
surprise. " There's some devil's 
delight up between yon two," said 
he. "J shall find it out." 

Next night in the tnning-room my 
fiddle was so resonant it attracted at- 
tention, and one or two asked leave 
to (jyit. "Why not?" said L 

During work Mr. Chaplin had one 
eye on me and one on Bates, and 
caught the perspiration running down 
ray face, and him simpering for the 
first time in the history of uie Adel- 
phi. 

" What has come over Jem Bates?" 
said Mr. Chaplin to me ; " the lad is 
nil changed. Tou have put some of 
your late gunpowder into him ; there 
is something np between you two." 
After the pfiiy ho got us together, 
and he looked Bates ni the face, and 
just said to him, " Eh f " 



At this wholesale interrogatory 
Bates laid hold of himself tight. 
"No, Mr. Cha,p[in, sir, I can't; it 
will kill me when it does come out of 

" When what comes out t Tou 
young rascals, if you don't both of 
you tell me, I 11 break my fiddle over 
Bates, and Jack shall mend it free of 
expense gratis for nothing, that is how 
I'D serve mutineers; come, out with 

" Tell him, John," said Bates, de- 

"No,"snidI, " tell him yourself, if 
yon Hiink it will gratify him." I had 
my donbts. 

" Well," said Bates, " it is nngrale- 
ful to keep you out of it, sii', so — he! 
he ! — I 'R lell you, sir — Hiis second 
violin has two bows in his violin- 



" Well, stupid, what is c 
than that for a fiddler 1 " 

"Butlhisisnotaflddlcr,". __ 
Bates ; " he 'e only a bower. Oh ! 

" Only a bower? " 

"No! Oh! Oh! Ishalldie; it 
will bill me." I gave a sort of ghasfc. 
ly giin myself. 

" You unconscionable scoundrels I" 
shouted Mr. Chaplin ; " there, look 
at this Bates ; ho is at it again ; a fel- 
low that the very clown could never 
raise a laugh out of, and now I see 
Mm idl night smirking, and grinning, 
and looking down like a jackdaw that 
has got his claw on a thimble. If 
you don't speak out, I 'U knock yonr 
two tormenting skulls together ^1 
they roll off down the gutter side 
by Bide, chnckling and giggling all 
day and all night." At this direful 
mysterious threat Bates comrKsed 
himself. " The power is all out 
of my body, sir, so now I can tell 

He then in faint tones gave this ex- 
planation, which my guilty looks con- 
firmeil. " One of his bows is resined, 
sir, — fliat one is the tuner. I don't 
know whether you have observed, 
but be tunes rather louder than any 
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"Don't be a fool, now. Yes, I 
have noticeti that." 

" Tlia otliec bow, Mr. Chaplin, sir, 
the other boiv is soaped — well Eoaped, 
sir, for orchestral use. Ugh I ngh I " 

" 0, the Tacmint 1 " 

Bates eontiiiued. " You take a 
look at him, — you see him fingering 
and bowing like mad, — but ns for 
sound, you know what a greasy bow 

"Of course I do. Idou't wonder 
ftt your laughing — hal hal hal 0, 
the thief, — when I thiuk of his dili- 
gent Gice, and him shaking his right 
wrist like Tiotti." 

" Mind your pockets, though ; he 
knows too much." 

It was now my turn to speak. " I 
am dad you like the idea, sir," said 
I, "Tor it comes from you." 

" How can yon say that t " 

" What did you loll mo to do ^ " 

"I didn't tsll yoa to do that. I 
dou't remember what I l«ld him. 
Bates, — not to the letter." 

" Told me to play inaudible 11!" 

" Well, I nover,''^ said Mr. Chaplin. 

" Those were youv words, sir ; they 
did not fall to the ground, you see." 

M; position in this orchestra, and 
the sitnations that arose out of it, 
were meat and drink to my two 
friends. With the gentry, whose lives 
are a succession of amusements, a joke 
soon wears out, no doobt ; bat wo 

Bior fellows can't let one go cheap, 
ow do we know liow long it may 
be before Heaven sends us another ? 
A joke foiling among us is Uke a rat 
in a kennel of terriers. 

At intiicale passages the first violin 
nsed to look at the b^nor, aud then at 
me, Mid wink, and they both 
with innocent eiijbyment, till at last 
unknown Towers of gayety budded '" 
Bates. With quizzing his fiiend 
learned to talw a jest, so much so that 
night, Mr, Yates being ft ' 



n a moment after his trigger being 
pulled so many years to no purpose. 
Mr. Yates looked down with gi'atiUcd 
surprise, 

" Halloo ! Brains got in the or- 
chestm ; after that, anything 1 " 

But do you thinic it was tun to me 
all this "S I declare I suffered the tor- 
ture of the — you kuow what. I never 
felt safe a moment: I had placed 
myself next lo an old fiddlei' who was 
deaf, but he somehow smelt at times 
that I was shirking, and then he used 
to cry, "Pull out, pull out; youdou't 

" Mow can you say so ? " I used to 
reply, and then saw away lite mad ; 
wlien, so connected are the senses of 
sight and hearing apparently, the old 

T used to smile and be at peace. 

jw mapuU, and so he heard me 
pull out. Then sometimes friends of 
the other performers would be in the 
orchestra, and peep over me, and say 
civil things, and I wish them farthei-, 
civilities and ail. But it is a fact that 

vo months I gesriculatud in that 
orchestra without a soul finding out 
that I was not sniting the note to the 

At last we broke up, to my great 
relief, but I did not leave the thesfre. 
Mr. Widger, Mr, Yates's dresser, got 
me a place behind the aoenes at nine 
shillings per week. 

I used to dress Mr. Keeve, and run 
for his brandies and waters, which 
kept me on the trot, and do odd job^. 

But I was now to make the ac- 
quaintance that colored all my life, or 
the cream of it. My time was come 
to move in a wider circle of men and 
things, and really to do what so many 
fancy they have done, — to see Iho 

In the month of April, 1828, Mr. 
Yates, theatrical manager, found his 
nighlJy receipts fall below Ms nightly 
expenses. In this situadou, a mana- 
ger foils upon one of two things, — a 
spectacle or a star. Mr. Yates pre- 
ferred the latter, and went over to 
Paris and engaged Mademoiselle 
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Mademoiselle Djek was an ciepliant 
of gi'eat size and nnparalleleu sa- 
gacity. She had Leen foi' some time 
performing iu a play at Fraiiooai's, 
aud created a great sensatiou in 
Paris. 

Of her prerioas hisJory little is 
known. But she was ilrst landed 
from the East in England, and was 
shown about merely as an elephant 
by her proprietor, an Italian called 
Polito. The Prenchoien first found 
out her talent. Her present owner 
was a, M. Hnguet, and with him Mr. 
Yates treated. She joined the Adol- 
phi company at a Ealary of ;£ 40 a 
week and her grab. 

Thei'B was great expectation in the 
theatre for some days. The play in 
which she was. to perform, " The Ele- 
phant of the King of Siam," ivaa cast 
and rehearsed several times ; a wooden 
house was bnilt for her at the back of 
llie stage, and one tine afternoon, 
sura enoi^h, she arrived with all her 
train, one or two of each iia^on, viz., 
her owner, M. Hnanet (French) ; her 
prinwpal keeper, Tom Elliot (Eng- 
lish) ; her subordinates, — Bernora, 
i French), and an Italian nicknamed 
'ippin. She arrived at the stage 
door in Maiden Lane, and soon af&r 
the messenger was sent to Mr. Yates's 
house. 

" Elephant '3 come, sir." 

" Well, let them put her in the 
place built for her, and I '11 come and 

" They can't do that, sir." 

" Why not f " 

" hs, 1 bless you, sir, she might 
get her foot into tlie theatre, bnt how 
is her body to come through the stage 
door ? Why, she is almost as big as 
the house." 

Down comes Mr. Tates, and there 
was the elephant standing all across 
Mddon Lane, — all traffic interrupted 
except what conld pass under her 
belly, — and such a crowd, — my 



Mr.  






" You must make a hole in the 
wall," siud he. 

Pickaxes went to ivorfc, and made 
B hole, or rather a frightful chasm, in 
the theatre, and when it looked about 
two thirds her size, Elliot said, 
" Stop I " Ho then gave her a shajp 
order, and the first specimen we saw 
of her cleverness was her doubling 
herself together and creeping in 
through tlwt hole, bending her fore 
Icnees, and afterward nsiug and 
dragging her hind legs horisontally, 
and she disappeared like an enor- 
mous mole burrowing into the Ihea- 

Mademoiselle Dj^'s bills were 
posted all over the town, and every- 
liiing donij to make her take, and on, 
the following Tuesday the tlieatre was 
pretty well filled by the public ; the 
manager also took care to have a 
strong party in the pit. In short, 
she was nursed as other stars are 
upon their deb&t, 

Hight came ; all was anxiety be- 
hind the lights and expectation iu 

Tlie green cnrtain drew np, and 
Mr. Yates walked on in black dress- 
coat and white kid gloves, like a pri- 
vate gentleman just landed out of a 
bandbox at the Queen's ball. He 
was the boy to talk to the public; 
soft sawder, — dignMed reproach, — 
Mendljf intsreonrse, — he had them 
all at his fingers' ends. This tinJe it 
was the easy tone of refined conver- 
sation upon the intdligent creature 
he was jrivilegod to mtiiMlnce I0 
them. I remember his discourse as 
well as if it was yesterday. 

" The elephant," said Mr. Yates, 
" is a marve! of Nature. We are 
now to have the pleasure of showing 
her to you as taking her place in art. 
Then he pnused the wisdom and 
beneficence of creation. " Among 
the Small animals, such as cats and 
men, tiiere is to be found such a thing 
as spite ; treachery ditto, and love of 
mischief, and even cruelty at ocid 
times ; but hers is a creature with- the 
power to pull down our housi;3 about 
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our cars like Samson, but a heart 
that will not let her hnrt a fly. Prop- 
erly Co appreciate hec moral charac- 
ter, consider what a tiling power is 
see how it tries us, — how often ii 
history it haa tnmed men l« demons. 
The elephant," added he, "ia the 
friend of man by choice, not hy neces- 
sity or instinct ; it is bom as wild as 
a lion or buffalo, but, the moment an 
opportunity airives, its kindred intel- 
ligence alhes it to man, its only supe- 
rior or equal in reasoning power. 
We are about," said Mr. Yates, " to 
|>resent a play in which an elephant 
will act 3 part, and yet act but her- 
self for ttie intelligence and afiec- 
tionale disposition she will display 
on these boards ^ an actress are 
merely her own private and domestic 
qualities. Not every one of us actors, 
genUemen, can say as much." 

Then there was a laugh, in which 
Mr. Yates joined. In short, Mr, 
Yates, who could play upon the pub- 
lic ear better' tlian some fiddles (I 
name no names), made Ms d^biaants 
papular before ever she stepped upon 
the scene. He then bowed with in- 
tense gratitnde to tlic andionce for 
the attention they had honored him 
with, retired to the prompter's side, 
and, as he reached it, the act drop 
flew up and the play began. It com- 
menced on two legs ; . the elephant 
did not come on until the second 

The drama whs a good Bpeeimen 
of its kind. It was a story of some 
interest, and length, and vnriety, and 
the writer had Dean sharp enough 
not to make l^e elephant too common 
in it. She came on only three or 
four limes, and always at a nick of 
time, and to do good business, — as 
theatricals say, 1. e. fi)r some impor- 
tant purpose in the stnry. 

A king of Siara had lately died, 
and the elephant was seen taking her 
part in the funeral obsequies. She 
deposited his sceptre, etc., in the 
tomb of his fitthers, and was seen no 
more in that act. The rightful heir 
to this throne was a young prince, to 



wiiom the elephant belonged. A 
usnrper opposed him, imd a battle 
took place; the righlful heir was 
woretei and taken prisoner; the 
usurper condemned him to be thrown 
into the sea. In the next act, this 
sentfflice was bdng executed : four 
men were discorered passing through 
a wood carrying no end of a box. 
Suddenly a terrific roar was heard ; 
the men put down the bos rather 
more caremlly lian they would in 
real life, and fled, and the elephant 
walked on to the scene alone like any 
other actress. She smelt about the 
box, and presently tore it open with 
her probosiia, and there was her mas- 
ter, the rightinl heir, but in a sad ex- 
hausted state. When the good soul 
sees this, what does she do bnt walk 
to the other side, and tear down the 
bough of a &uit-trec and hand it to 
the sofierer? He sucked it, and It 
hail the eiiect of stout on him ; it 
made a man of him, and they marched 
away together, the elephant trumpet- 
ing to show her satisfaction. 

In the next act the rightfid heir's 
ftiends were discovered behind the 
hais of a prison at a height from the 
ground. The order for their execu- 
tion arrived, and they were down up- 
on their luck terribly. In marched 
the elephant, tore out the iron bars, 
and squeezed herself i^inst the wall, 
half squatting in the shape of a Cri- 
angie; so then the prisoners glided 
down her to the ground slantendiou- 
lai' one after another. 

hen the civil war had lasted long 
enough to sicken both sides, and 
enotigh widows and orphans had 
been made, the Siamese be^an to ask 
themselves, But what 
The next thing wj 
"What ass 



is it all about? 
IS, -they said, 
e been 1 Was 



men but bleeding the ^ 

trihe?" Then thc-y reflected and 

:hnt is clear; but 

we bear there is one animal in the 

"jn that is not an ass; why, of 

Be, then she is the one to decide 

dispute. Accordingly, a grand 
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was helil, tliD rival olaim- 
e compelled to attend, nnd 
the elephant was led in. Then Uio 
high-pnost, or. 6omo Buch artiola, hav- 
ing first implored Heaven to speak 
through the quadrnped, bade her de- 






No b( 



8 mouth 

llian the elephant stretched ont her 
proboscis, seiitod a Httle crown that 
glittered on the uaarper'a head, and, 
wivvlna: it gracefully in the sir, de- 
posited it gently and carefully on the 
brows of the rightful heir. So then 
thero was a ruah made on the wrong- 
ful heir. He was taken out guiu'd^, 
iind warned off the premises ; the 
rightful heir mounted ttie throne, and 
grinned and boived all round, — the 
elop hant trnmpeted, — Siam hnrrahed, 
— Djek'a party in the honseechoed 
Uie sound, and down came the cuP' 
tain in thunders of applause. Thougb 
the curtain was down, tlie applause 
continued, most vehemently, and after 
a while a cry arose at the hack of the 
pit, "Elephant I Ehaphantl" That 
part of the audience that had paid at 
the door laugbed at this, but their 
laughMr turned to curiosity when, in 
nnsiver to the cry, the curtain was 
raised, and the stage discovered empty. 
CurioHity iif turn gave way to sur- 
prise, ftir die elephant walked on from 
the third grooves alone, and came 
slap down to the float. At tliis, the 
astonished public literally roared at 
her. But liow can I describe the ef- 
fect, the amaaeinent, when, in return 
for the compliment, th? d^mtaate 
slowly bent her knees and courtesied 
twice to the Britisli public, and then 
retired backwards as the cnrtain once 
more fell 1 People looked at one 
another, and seemed to need to read 
in their neighbors' eyes whether sneh 
a tiling was rea! ; and then followed 
that buzs wMeh tells the kuowiug 
ones behind the curtain that the nail 
has gone home ; that the theatre will 
be crammed to the ceiling lo-morrow 
night, and perhaps for eighty nights 
after. 
Mr. Yates fed Mademoiselle Djek 



ivith his own h:nid that niglit, crying, 
" O you duck I " 

The fortunes of the Adelphi rose 
from that hour, — full houses without 



Mr. Yates shortened his introduc- 
tory address, and used to make it a 
brief, neat, and, I think, elegant eu- 
logy of her gentleness and affietion- 
ate disposition ; her talent " tie pub- 
lic are here to judge for themselves," 
said Mr. Yates, and exit P. S. 

A theatre is a little ivorld, and 
Djek soou became the hero of ours. 
Everybody most have a passing peep 
at the star that was keeping the the- 
open all summer, and providing 
bread fbr a score or two ot families 
connected with it. Of course, ft' mind 
like mine was not among the least 
inijuisiKve. But her head-keeper, 
Tom Elliot, a surly fellow, repulsed 
our attempts to scrape acquaintance. 
" Mind yonr business, andT I 'il mind 
mine," was his chant. He seemed 
to be wonderfully jealous of her. He 
could not forbid Mr. Yates W visit 
13 he did us, but he always in- 
i on being one of the party even 
He pu^ed us ; but the strong- 
est impression he gave ns was that 
""" was jealous of her, — afraid Ihat 

e wonld get as fond of some others 

of him, and so another man might 
able lo work her, aai his own 



>IO" 



9 the s 



™«" 



Later on we learned t( , 
interpretation on his conduct. Pip- 
pin the Italian, aud Bernard the 
Frenchman, used \o serve her with 
straw and water, etc., but it was quite 
different thing from Elliot. They 
ere like a fine lady's grooms and 
running footmen, but Elliot was her 
body-servfuit, groom of the bedeliam- 
' r, or what not. He used always 
sleep in the straw close to her. 
metimes, when he was drank, he 
would roll in between her legs ; and 
if she had not been more caJeful of 
him than any other animal ever was 
(especially himself), she must have 
crushed him to death three nights in 
the week. Kost W Elliot, but a long 
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way below him, M. Huguet seemed 
her favorite. He nsed to come into 
her box; and cnress ha; and feed her, 
and maie mneh of her ; but she nev- 
er went on the atBge without Elliot 
in sight; and, in point of face, all bIib 
did upon out stage was done at a 
word of command given then and 
there at the side by t 
otiier, — going dowi 
coortesying, and all. 
Being m^htily ci 
bow he had gained such influence 
with her, I made Eeveral attempts to 
sound him, but, drunk or sober, he 
was equally unfathomable on this 

I then endeavored to slake my cu- 
riosity at No. 2. I made bold to aslc 
M. Hnguet how he had won her af- 
fections. The Frenchman was bb 






_ .. , that the 

sbongeat feeling of an elephant was 
^ntitude, and that he had worked on 
this for years ; was alwl^ kind to 
her, and seldom approached her with- 
out giving her lumps of sugar, — ear. 
ried a pocketfiil on purpose. This 
tallied with what I had heard and 
read of an dephant ; still the pi'oblem 
remained. Why is she fimdei; still of 
this Tom Elliot, whose manner is not 
ingraliatiiig, and who never speaks 
to her but in a harsh, severe voice 1 

She stood my friend; any way. A 
good many new supers were engaged 
to play with her, and I was set over 
these, looked out their dresses, and 
went on with them and her as a slave : 
nine shillings a, week for this was 
added to my othei' nine which I drew 
for dressing an actor or two of the 
higher class. 

The more I was about her, the 
more I felt that we were not at the 
bottom of this qaadruped, nor even 
of her bipeds. There were gesturea 
and glances and shrugs always pass- 
ing to and fro among them. 

One day at the rehearsal of a farce 
there was no Mr. Yatea. Somebody 
inquired loudly for him. 



It SI 



IS hew 



done before, 

e laid hold of 

and gave him a 

bed six weeks 

IS nobody ft 



he had ol 
whan all in a momen 
him with her trunk ai 
squeese. He lay i. 
with it, and there «... . . .. 

Jivet her eulogy at night. Elliot w 
at the other end of the stage when 
the accident happened. He heard 
Mr. Yat«8 cry out, and ran in, and 
the elephant let Mr. Tates go the mo- 

We questioned Elliot. We might 
as well have croasesaminedflieMun- 
ument. Then I inquired of W. 
Hnguet what this meant. That gen- 
tleman explained to me thatDjekniic! 
miscalculated her strength ; that slie 
wanted to car^s so Mud a manager, 
who was always feeding and courlr 
ing her, and had embrfli3ed him too 
warmly. 

The play went on, and the elo- 

thant's reputation ina'cased. But 
er pojmlarily was destjned to receive 
a shocK as far as we little ones behind 
liie cortain were concerned. 

One day while Kppin was spread- 
ing ber straw, she knocked him down 
with her trunk, and, pressing Lcr 
toothagainst Mm, bored two ftightful 
holes in Ms skull belbre Elliot could 
interfere. Pippin was carried to St. 
George's Hospital and we began to 
look in one another's faces. 

Pippin's situafon was in the mai- 
ket 

One or two declined it. It camo 
down to me. I refleeled, and accopt- 
another. nine shillings; total, 
twenty-seven shillings. 

That night two supers turned, tail. 
An actress also, whose name I hn\o 
foigotten, refused to go on with her. 
"I was not engaged to play with a 
brute," Eivld thialady,"andl v/on't," 
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1 as usual, but wet 
15 before. Tlierightful 
hoir lost all ralisU for liia port, and, 
abore all, when bia torn camo to be 
preserved from hnmi by her, I used 
to hear him crying out of the box 
to Elliot, " Are joa tJiere ^ are ^ 
sHre you are tliece? " anii, when she 
tore open his box, Garriet neTei 
ed better than this one used to 
for you see his cue was to exhibit fear 
and exhaustion, and he did both b 
the life, because for the last five min 
□foa he had been thinking, " O dear 
dear! suppose she should do the 
foot business on my box instead of the 
proboscis business." 

These, however, were Tain 1 
She made no mistake before tite public. 

Nothing lasts forever in this world, 
and the tjme came tliat she ceased to 
fill the house. Tlien Mr. Yates re- 
engaged her for the provinces, and, 
having agreed with the country man- 
agers, sent her down io Bath and 
lidstol first. He had a good opinion 
of me, and asked me to go with her and 
watch his inlorests. I should not cor- 
tninly have applied for the place, but 
it was not easy to say no to Mr. Yntfls, 
and I felt I owed him some reparation 
for the wrong I had done that gi-eat 



St in accompanying his vi 






In short, we started, Djek, Elliot, 
Bcmai'd, I, and Pippin, .on foot (he 
waajustoutof St. Geoi^e's). Messrs. 
Huguet and Yates rolled in thar car- 
riage to meet us at the prindpal 
towns where we plaj ed 

As we coald not ofibrd to make 
licr common our walkmg was all 
night-work and introluted. mi, to a 
rough Ife 

The average of night weather is 
wetter and windier Ihan day and 
many avile n ght we tramped thron|,h 
when wise men were abed , and we 
never Imew tor certain where we 
ahonld pass the night, ibr it depended 
on Djek. She was so enormous that 
half the inns conld not find us a, 
place big enough for her, Ottr first 
evening sli'Oll was to Bath and Bris- 



S23 

tol ; thenca wa ci'ossed to Dublin, 
thence we returned to Plymouth, 
We walked from Plymouth to Liver- 
pool, playing with good success at all 
these places. At Liverpool she laid 
hold of Bernard and would have sel> 
tied his hash, but Elliot came between 

That saine afternoon in walks a 

Jonng gentleman dressed in the 
eight of Parisian fashion, — glossy 
hat, satin tie, trousers puckered at the 
haunches, — spmcer tian any poor 
Englishman will be while the world 
lasts, and who was it but Mons. Ber- 
nard come to take leave 1 We endeav- 
ored to dissuade him. He smiled and 
shook his head, treated us, flattered ua, 
and showed us bis preparations for 
France. 

An that day and the next he saun- 
tered about us dressed like a gentle- 
man, with his hands in his pockets, 
and an ostentationsneglectof nis lata 
afl^tionate charge. Before he left he 
invited me to drink something at his 
expense, and was good enough to sayl 
was what he most regretted leaving. 

" Then why go ? " said I. 

"I will tell yon, mon pauvre gar- 
gon," said Mons. Bernard. " We old 
hands have all got our orders to say 
she is a ducL Ah I you have found 
that out of yourself. Well, now, as I 
have done with  her, I will tell yon a 
part of her character, for I know her 
well. Once she injures yon she can 
never forgive you. So long as she has 
never hurt yon there "a a fiur chance 
^he never will. I have been about her 
for years, and she never molested mo 
till yesterday. Bui, if sheonceattacks 
a man, that man's death-warrant is 
signed. I can't altogether account for 
it, but trust my experience, it is so. 
I would have stayed with you all my 
life if she had not shown me ray fate, 
but not now. Merci ! I have a wife 
and two children in France. I have 
saved some money out of her. I re- 
bosom of mj (hmily ; and 
if Kppin stays with her after fliehint 
she gave him in London, why, yon 
will sea the death of Pippin, my lad. 



Hostec by Google 



S24 



JACK OP ALL TRADES. 



Toil^ tout, that is if yon don'tgo first, 
(ju'util, qua fa te fiiit h la fin.' tu 
gareoii toi — buvoiis I " 

The nest day he left us, and left 
ead fbr one. The quiet determinntion 
\rith which he acted upon positive es 
perienee of her v/as enough to make 
man Uioughtful; and then Bevnar 
was the flower of us : he was the diop 
of mirth and. gayety in our iron cup. 
He WHS a pare, imadulterateKl Frendi- 
ma,n ; and, to he just, where can jou 
find anything eo delightful as a 
Frenchman — of the right sort? 

Ho fluttered home singing. 



and left ns all in hlack. 

God hlees you, my merry fellow. 
I hope you found your children 
healthy, and your brunette true, and 
your friends ^ve, and that the world 
is just to you, and smiles on you, as 
yon do on it, and did on us. 

PromliveiTKiol wewalked to Glas- 
eow, from GlMgow to Edinbnrgh, and 
from Edinbargh on a cold stany mid- 
nteht we started for Newcastle. 

In this interval of business let me 
™int you my companions Pippin and 
EUiot. The reader ia entitled to this, 
for there must have been something 
out of the common in thar looks, 
since I was within an ace of being 
killed along of the Italian's face, and 
was imprisoned fonr days through the 
Eiiglishmau'a mug. 

The Italian whom we know by the 
nickname of Kppiu was a man of im- 
mense stature and athletic mould. 
His fece, once seen, would never ha 
ftii^tten. His skin, almost aa swar- 
thy as Othello's, was sot off hj daa- 
zhng ivoiy teeth, and lighted by two 
glorious large eyes, bladi as jet, bril- 
Sitnt as diamonds ; the orbs of black 
lightning gleamed from beneath eye- 
brows that many a dandy would have 
bought for mustaches at a high valu- 
ation. A nose like a reaping-hook 
completed him. Perch him on a tol- 
erable-sized rock, and thei'e you had 
a black eagle. 



As if this was not enough. Pippin 
would always wear a conical bat ; 
and, had he but stepped upon tlie 
stage in " MasanieUo or the like, all 
the otlier brigands would have sunk 
down to a rural police by the side of 
our man. Bat now comes the ab- 
surdity. His inside was not different 
from his out ; it was the exact oppo- 
sile. You might turn over twenty 
thousand bullet heads and bolna eyes 
before yon could find , one man so 
thoroughly harmless as this thnndcr- 
ing brigand. He was just a pet, a 
universal pet of all the men and wo- 
men that came near him. He bad the 
disposition of a dove and the heart of 
a hare. He was a lamb in wolfs 
clothing. 

My next portrait is not so pleasing. 

Some ten years before tliis, a flno 
stout yonng English rnstic entered 
the service of Mademoiselle Djek. 
He was a model for bone and muscle, 
and bad two cheeks like rosea. When 
he first went to Paris he was looked 
on as a curiosity there. People used 
to come to Djek'a stable to see her, 
and Elliot, the young English Samson, 
Just ten yeara after this young Elliot 
had got to be called " old ElUot," 
His ftce was not only pale, it was col- 
orlosa ; it was the fece of a walking 
corpse. This came of ten years' bran- 
dy and brute. I have often astod 
people to guess the man's a^, and 
they always guessed sixty, sixty-five, 
inty, — oftonest the lattei-. 



Ho V 



hirty. 



Ave, - 






This man's mind had come down 
along with his body. He understood 
nothing but elephant; he seldom 
talked, and then nothing but ele- 
phant He was an elephant-man. 
I will ^ve you an instance which I 
always thought Curious. 

An elephant, yon may have ob- 
served, cannot stand quite still. The 
great weight of its head causes a 
nodding movement, which is perpet- 
ual when the crenture stands ert^ct. 
Well, this Tom Elliot when he stood 
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up, used always to lisiTC one foot sul- 
yaiieed, and Lia eyes lialf dosed, nnd 
hia head niddle-nodding like on elo- 
plinne all the time; and, with it ^1, 
sneh a presence of brute nnd abaenec 
of soul in his mug, enough to gire 
a thonghtful man some very queer 
ideas ^bont maa Sriid. beast. 



CHAPTER TT. 



;{ for the elapl 
the various places ; bat I was getting 
older and shrewder, and moi'e design- 
ing than I used to be, and I was 
quite keen enough to see in this ele- 
pliant the moans of bettei-ing my for- 
tunes, if I eould bat make fiends ivith 
her. But how to do this ? She was 
like a coquette : stranji;e admirers 
welcome ; but when yon had courted 
iier awhile she got tired of you, and 
then nothing short of your demise aat- 
isfied her caprice. Her heart seemed 
inaccessible except U> this brute El- 
liot, and h^ drunk or sober, gimrded 
it of his fascination by 



lot, for r{ 



biped, and I found out the iact, but 
the reason beat me. I saw that she 
was more tenderly careful of him than 
a moth^ of hei chUd. I saw him 
roll down Etupid drunk under her 
belly, and I saw her lift first one foot 
and then the other, and draw them 
slowly and careiiiilT back, tcemhling 
with fear lest she might make a mis- 
take and hurt him. 

But why she was a mother to him 
and a step-mother to the rest of us, 
that .1 could not learn. 

One day, between Plyinouth and 
Liverpool, having left Elliot and her 
togeflier, I liappened to retnrn, and I 
found the el^hant alone and in a 
state of excitement, and looking in I 
observed some blood uj 



His ti 






firatnotion; but,Iookingrouiid, there 
was Elliot hohind me. 

"I was afraid she bad tried it on 
with yon," I aaid. 

"WhoV 

" The elephant." 

Elliot's face was m 



ErcsBivB, but the 
3 gave me at tl 
attacking him was worth seeing. 
The bnite knew something: I did not 
know, and cguld not find out; and 
from this one piece of knowledge ho 
looked, down upon mo with a sort of 
contempt that set all the Seven Dials' 
blood on fire. 

" I will bottom this," said I, " if I 
die for it." 

My plan now was to feed Dick 
every day with my own hand, Wt 
never to go near her without Elliot 
at my very side and in ftont of the 
elephimt. 

This was my first step. 

Wo were now drawing toward 
Newcastle, and bad to Uc at Morpeth, 
where we arrived late, anil found Mr. 
Tates and M. Huguet, who had come 
out from NeweosUo to meet us ; and 
at this place I delotmined on a new 
move which I had long meditated. 

Elliot, 1 reflected, always slept 
with the elephant. Hone of the 
other men had ever done this. Now 
might tlicre not be some mngic in 
this unbroken familiarity between the 
two animals t 

Accordingly, at Morpeth, I pre- 
tended there was no bed vacant in 
the inn, and asked Elliot to lot me he 
beside him: hegmntedanungracious 

Not to overdo it at first, I got 
Elliot between me and Djek, so tfiat 
if she was ofiended at my intrusion 
she must pass over her darling to re- 
sent it. We had tramped a good 
many miles, and were soon fast 
asleep. 

About two in tiie morning I was 
awoke by a shout and a cmnching, 
and tat myself dropping into the 
straw out of the elephant's moulli. 
She had stietcbed her proboscis over 
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■lilni, — hail taken me up so delii^tely 
l^t I fi^lt nolliing, and when Elliot 
sbouted I was in her mouth. At hts 
voice, tliat rung in taj ears like the 
last trumpet, she dropped me like - 
hot potato. I rolled out of the strai 
■giving tongue a good one, and rs 
ont of the ahed. I had no sooner gi 
to the inn than I felt ft sickening pain 
in my shoulder and feinted away. 

Her huge tooth had gone int» : 
flhouldar like a wedge. It was n 
self I had heard heii^ crunched. 

They did what they could for r 
and I soon C!une to. When I 
covered my senses I was seized with 
vomiting ; but at last all violent 

symptoms Abated, and I I '" 

GufTer greatpain in the in,fni 
and did sntler for six weeks. 

And ao I scraped clear. 
or other, Elliot was not drunk, or 
nothing could have saved me. I'ov a 
second wonder, he, who was a heavy 
sleeper, woke at the very slight noise 
she made eating mn ; a moment later, 
and nothing could have saved me. I 
use too many words, — suppose she 
had eaten me, — what then? 

They told Mr. Yatea at breakfast, 
and iie sent for me, and advised me 
to lie quiet at Morpeth till the fever 
of the wound shonld be oif me ; but I 
refused. She was to start at ten, and 
I told him I should start with her. 

Bunning fh>m grim death like that, 
I had left my shoes behind in the 
shed, and M. Hnguet sent his servant 
Bimtiste, an Italian, for them. 

Mr. Yates then asked me for all the 

EartJcHlara, and, while I was telling 
im and M. Hngnet, we heard a com- 
motion in the street, and saw people 
rnnning, and presently one of Ihe 
waiters ran in and cried : — 
" The elephant has killed a man. 



" No, no," cried the wjuter, " it is 
not htm ; it is one of the foreigners." 

Mr. Yatea started up all trembling. 
He ran to tlio stable. I followed him 



as I was, and there we saw a sight to 
make our blood run cold. On the 
corn-bin lay poor Baptists crushed 
into a mummy. How it happened 
there wag no means of knowing ; but, 
no doubt, while he was groping in 
the straw for my wretched shoes, she 
struck him with her trunk, perhaps 
more than once; hia breast-bones 
wei'e broken to chips, and every time 
he breathed, which by God's mercy 
was not many minutes, the man's 
whole chest-frame pulftd out like a 
bladdei' with the action of his lungs : 
it was too horrible to look at. 

Elliot had rnn at Baptiste's cry, 
but too late to save his lire this time. 
He had drawn the roan out of the 
straw as she was abont to pound him 
to a jelly, and there the poor soul lay 
on the corn-bin, and by his side lay 
the things he had died for, — two old 
shoes. Elliot had found them In the 
straw, and put them there of all places 
in the world. 

By this time all Morpeth was out. 
They besieged the doors and vow«d 
death to the elephant M. Huguet 
became greatly alarmed. He could 
swire Baptiste, but he could not spare 
Jjek. He got Mr. Yates to padfy 



thepeople. 
" What o 



'TeUU 



n something," 



I's bleeding bi 

" Curse her ! would ti 



I say for her 

._.... jbody?"s;"" 

Mr. Yates, 
God I had n< 

Tell them he used her crnel," 
sjud M. Huguet " I have broi^ht 
her oft' with that before now." 

Well, my sickness came on again, 
partly, no doubt, by the sight and the 
remorse, and I was got to bed, and 
lay there some days ; so I did not see 
all that passed, but I heai'd some, and 
I know the rest by instinct now. 

Half an hour after breakfiist-timo 
BaplJste died. On this the elephant 
was detained by the authorities, and a 



:he shaml 






the 



with the but«heresa looki 
proceedings. 
Pippin told me she took off a jurj- 
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man's hat daring the investigation, 
waved it triumpbantly in tlie aiv, and 

E laced it cleverlj on her favorite's 
end, old Tom. 

At this inquest two or three persons 
deposed on oath that the deceased hsd 
ill used her more than onea . in 
France ; in pnrticnlar, that he had 
run a pitchfork into her two jeors 
Bgo; that he had been remonstrated 
with, bat in vain ; unftirtnnately, she 
had recognized him at once, and 
killed him out of revenge for past 
cruel^, or to save herself from fresh 
outrages. 

This cooled the ardor against her. 
Some even took part with her against 
Uiemjui. 

" Run a pitchfork into an elephant ! 
O, lor shaine ! no wonder she tilled 
him at last. How good of her not 
to kill him then and there, — what for- 
bearance, — forgave it for two years, 

There is a fixed opinion among men 
that an elephant is a good kind crca- 
laire. The opinion is ftd bj the pro- 
prietoft of elephants, who must narse 
the notion or lose their customers, nnd 
so a set tale is always ready to clear 
the goilty and criminate the sufierer; 
and this tale is greedily swallowed by 
the public. Ton will hear and I'ead 
many such tales in the papers before 
you die. Every such tale is a lie. 

How curionsly things happen! 
Last year, ' ~" — ' 









little 



It fbrnpOandofbntt»rtoN( 
Street. She brought it wrapped up 
in a scrap of a very old newspaper ; 
in unrolling it, my eye, by mere acci- 
. dont, fell npon these words : "An in- 
quest." I had no sooner read the 
paragi'apb than I put the scrap of pa- 
per away in my desk : it lies before 
me now, and I am cojmng it. 

" An inquest was hdd at the Phce- 
nix Inn, Morpeth, on the 2Tth ultimo, 
on view of the body of an Italian 
named Baptists Bernard, who was one 
of the attendants On the female ele- 
phant which lately performed at the 
Adelphi. It appcaitd from llic evi- 



dence that the man had Etnbbcd tho 
elephant in the trunk with apitchfork 
about two years a^ while in a stata 
of intoxication, and that on the Tues- 
day previous to the inquest the animal 
caught hold of him with her trunk 



dand, 6s." 

WeE, this has gone all abroad, for 
print travels like wind ; and it is not 
fitir to the friends and the memory 
of this Baptiste Bernard ta print that 
ho died by hia own cruelty, or 5iult, 
or folly, so take my deposition, and 
carry it to Milan, bis native city. 

I declare upon oath that the above 
is a lie ; that the man was never an 
attendant tipon the female elephant; 
he was an attendant on Che female 
Hugnec; for he was that lad/a 
footman. His first inti'odncdon to 
Mademoiselle Bjck was her killing 
him, and he died, not by any fault 
of Jiis own, hot by the will of God 
and through ignomnce of ^o real 
nature of me fall-ip'ojmi dephmxl, the 
cunningest, moat treacherous and 
bloodthirsty beast that ever played 
the bntcher among mankind. 

What men speak dissolves in the 
air, what they print stands fast and 
will loolt them m the fitce to all eter- 
nity. I print the tiiiCh about this 
man's death ; so help me God. 

Business is business. As soon as 
we had cot the inqnest over and 
stamped £e lie current, hid the truth 
and tinried the man, we marched 
south and played our little play at 
Newcastle. 

Deodand for a human sonl sent by 
mtirder to its account, Ave bob. 

After Newcastle we walked W York, 
and thence to Manchester. I crept 
along- thoroughly creatfellen. Months 
and months I had watched, and spied, 
and tried l* pluck out the heart of 
this Tom Elliot's mystery; I had 
fiuled. Months and months I had 
tried to gain some infloence over 
Djek; I hsid faikd. But for Elliot, 
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it was clesir I sliould not live a i 
day within i-each of her trunlt 
brulo was my superior. I was 

iielled to look np to liiia, aud I did 
aiAupta him. 

As I traniped sulkily along, my 
smarting shoulder reminded a - " " 
in elephant, na in everything 
had tried, I was Jack, not mat 

The proprietorH had thoir .. 
of discontent too. Wo had silenced 
the law, but we could not silence 
opinion. SomehoH' snspicion hang 
about her in the very nir wherever 
she went. She never throve in the 
English provinces after the Morpeth 
job, and, finding this, Mr. Yates 
said : " 0, hang her, she has lost her 
chavttctcr here; send her to Amer- 
ica." 80 he and M. Hugnet joined 
partnership and took this new spec- 
ulaljon on thair shoulders. America 
was even in that day a great card 
if yon went with an English or 
French reputation. 

I had been thinking; of leari 
her and hei' old Tom in despa 
bnt, now that other dangers and 
conveniences were to be endured be- 
sides her and her Cninb, by some 
strange freak of human nature, Or 
by fate, I began to cling to her like 
a limpet to a rock the more yoa pull 

Mr, Tales dissuaded me. "Have 
nothing to do with her, Jack; she 
will serve you Uke all the rest 
Stay at home, and I 'II find something 
foi-yon in the theatre." 

I thought a great deal of Mr. 
Tatee lov this, for he was speaking 
ag^nst his own interest I was a 
fiuthful servant to him, and he need- 
ed one abont her. Many a iive- 
pouod note I had saved him al- 
ready, and well he deserved it at my 
hands. 

"Ko, sir," I snid, "I shall be of 
use, and 1 can't boar to be nonplushed 
by two brutes like ElUot and her. I 
have begun to study her, and I must 
go on to the word ' finis ' ! " 

Messrs. Yates and Huguet insured 
the elephant for £ 20,000, and sent us 



all to sea togetliev in tbc micldlr, of 
November,a pretty month lo cross 
the Atlantic in. 

This was what batters call a hedge, 
aud not a bad one. 

Our pm^y was Queen Djek ; Mr. 
Stevenson, her financier ; Mr. Gallott, 
her stage-manager and wrongful boiv ; 
Elliot, her keeper, her lord, her king ; 
Pippin, her slave, always ii-embhng 
for his head; myself, her commis- 
sariat ; and one George Hinde, from 
Womhwell's, her man-of-oll-work. 

She had a stout cabin built upon 
deck for her. It cost £ 40 to malic ; 
what she paid for the accommodation 
Heaven knows, hut 1 should think a 
good ixiund sum, for it was the curse 
of tiie SMiors aud passengers, aud 
udded fresh terrors to navigation. 
The Eteeraman could not see the 
ship's head until the sea took tlie 
mariners' part and knocked it into 
toothpicks. 

- Captain Sebor had such a passage 
with us as he had never encountered 
bofbre. He told as so, — andno. won- 
der ; . he never had such a wholesale 
murderess on board before, — contrary 
winds fojever, and" stiff gales too. 
At last it blew great guns ; and one 
night, as the snn ivcnt down crimson 
in the Gulf of Florida, tlie sea run. 
ning mountains high, I saw Captain 
Sebor himself was fidgety. . He had 
cause. That niglit a tempos! cams 
on ; the " Ontario " rolled ffcarfully 
and groaned like a. dying man ; about 
two in the morning a sea sh'uck her, 
smashed Djek's cabin to atoms, and 
left her exposed aud reeling; another 
such would now have swept hecover- 
board, but her wits never left her foe 
a moment. She threw herself down 
fiatler than rnij man conid have con- 
ceived possible; out wont all her four 
legs, and she glued her belly to the 
deck; the sailors passed a chain from 
the weather to the lee bulwarks, and 
she seized it with her proboscis, and 
held on like grim death. Poor Ibing, 



was Uke a great 
of the voyage. 



itJl the' re 
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The passage was twelve weeks of 
foul weather. The elephant t 
to bo saspccted of being tlie en^ . . . _ 
this, and the siulors oft«n looked 
uskant Bt her, and said we should 
never sea port till she walked ihe 
plank into the Atlantic. If her un- 
lienvriterB saved their twenty thon- 
sanl pounds, it was touch and go 
more than once or twice. Moreover, 
she ate so little all the voyage that 
it was a wonder to Elliot and. me how 
she came not 1« die of sickness and 
hunger. I suppofle she sarvived 
ail because she had more miscliief I 
do. 

As the pretty little witches Bin 
in Mr. Locke's opera of "Macbeth; 



CHAPTER Vn. 

Opk preposterous long voyage 
ranged all the calculations that ! 
been matte for ua in England, 
wc reached New York just at 
wrong time. We fonndMasterBnrke 
playing at the Park Theatre, and 
wera forced to treat with an inferior 
iionse, the Bowery Theatre, 
played there with but small 
compared with what we ha 
used to in Europe. Master Burke 
filled the house, — wc did not fill ours, 
— so that at last she was actnally 
eclipsed by a human actor  to be sur 
it wRs a boy, not a ma nl child 
play is sometimes preferred Ijy th 
theati'e-going wo Id e en tJD horse 






play. 



The statesmen i 



siaht oi 



a cold t 






bnng them an overpowermg liuro- 
pean verdi:^ to which tiiey had noth- 
ini; to do bnt sign their names. 
There was no groove cnt for the 
mind to run in, and while they hes- 
ifatod the speculation halted. I 
think she would succeed there now ; 












We left Sew York, and away to 
Philadelphia on foot and steamboat. 

There is a place on the Delaware 
where the boat draws up to a small 
pier. Down this we marched, ami 
about ten yards from the end the 
floor gave way ander her weight, and 
Djek and her train fell into the sea. 
I was awoke from a revery, and foond 
mjfself sitting right at' top of her, 
with my koeos in Chesapeake Bay. 
Elliot had a raugh Benjamin on, and 
as he was coming thundering down 
wilh the rest of thembUsh, alive and 
dead, it caught in a nail, nnd he hung 
over the bay by the shoulder like ou 
Indian liikir, cursing and swearing 
for all the world like a dog barking, 
I never saw sndi a posture, — and O, 
the language I 

I swam ont, bnt Djek was caught 
in a trap between the two sets of piles. 
The water was about two feet over 
her head, so that every now and then 
she disappeared, and then striking the 
boClom she came up again, plunging, 
and rolling, and mating ivaves Kfce a 
steamboat. Her trunk she kept ver- 
tical, like the hose of a diving-bell, 
and 0, the noises that came up from 
the bottom of the sea through that 
fieah-pipe ! For about four hours she 
went up and down the gamut of " O 
Lord, what siiall I do 7 more than a 
thousand rimes, I think. We bi'oughc 
ropes to her aid, and boats and men, 
and tried all we knew to move her, 
but in viun ; and when vre had ex- 
hausted our sagacity she drew npon 
a better bank, — her own. Talk of 
brutes not being able to reason, — 
gammon. Djek could reason like 
Solomon ; for each fi'esh difficulty- 
she found a fresh resource. On this 
occasion she did what I never saw her 
do before or since ' she took her enor- 
iskull andused It osabattering- 
agamst the piles two of them 
ed — no wonder — they were 
about eight inches in diameter; the 
third snajp d lie jjliss antf she 
plunged th-o „h nd widdled on 
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shore. I met her nilh a bucket of 
brandy and hot water — stiff. 

Ladies, who are said to sip this 
compound in your hondoirs while 
yOQr husbands are smoking at, the 
clubs, but I don't believe it of you, 
learn how tliis lady disposed of her 
wooden tumbler fuil. She thrust her 
probosdsinloit. Whis— a— s— b— p ! 
now it is all in her trnnfe. Whis — s 
— s — sh 1 now it is all in her abdo- 
men : one breadi drawn and exhaled 
Bent it fl'om the bucket home. This 
done, her eye twinkled, and she trum- 
petad to the tune of " Ail ia well that 
ends well." 

I should weary the reader were I 
to relate at length all the small inci- 
dents that be^U us in the United 
States. 

The general result was fiulnFe, loss 
of money, our salaries not paid up, 
and fearful embarrassments staring 
lis in [he face. We scraped tlirongh 
without pawning the elephnof, but 
we were often on the verge of it. All 
this did not choke my ambition- 
Warned by the paa^ I never ventured 
near her (unless Elliot was there) for 
twelve months after our landing ; but 
I was always watching Elliot and her 
to find the secret of his influence. 

A fearful annoyance to tlio leaders 
of the speculadon was the drunken- 
ness of Old Tom and George Hinde : 
these two encour^ed one another and 
defied ns, and of course thoy were 

liot could move the eiephant from 
place to place, or work her on the 

One night Elliot was so dnink that 
he fell down senseless at the door of 
her shed on Ms way to I'cpose. I 
not near, bat Mr Gallott it a 
was, and he told us she put oul 
pioboscis, drew him tenderly in, laid 
him on the straw, and flung some 
straw over him or portlj over him. 
Mr Gallott is alive, and a public 
character , you can ask hun whether 
this IS trne I tell this one thing 
heiisay 

Not long after this, in one of the 



American towns, I forget wbioli, 
passing by Djok's shed, 1 heard a 
tuemendous row. I was about to cjil! 
Elliot, thinking it was the old story, 
somebody getting bntchered ; but, I 
don't know how it was, something 
 ipped me, and I looked cautionaly 
instead, and saw Tom Elliot wtJk- 
S into her with a pitchfork, she 
trembling lite a schootboy with her 
head m a lorner, and the blood 
mng from her sides. As soon 
: langht sight of me he left uff 
and muttered unintelligibly. I said 
nothing I thought the more. 



CHAPTER Vin. 

We had to go by water to a plaoo 
lied CityPoint,and thence to Pitts- 
lie. I made a mistake as to the 
hour the boat started, and Djek and 
~ }. went on board without me. 

Well, you wiU say I could fbllow 
Ito the next boat. But how about 
the tin to pay Hie j 
pocket was dry, and 
gone on. But I had a good set 
blacking-brushes ; so sold them, i 
followed on with the proceeds — 
to City Point Elephant gone 



My 



Pittsville ; that I expected Twenty 
miles of so I had to tramp on an 
emp^ Stomach. And now doesn't 
the Devil send me a fellow who shows 
me a short cat through a wood to 
Pittsville ; into the wood I go. I 
thonghtitwBstobe like au English 
wood, — out of the sun into ft pleasant 
shade, and, by then yon are cool, 
into the world agMn. Instead of that, 
" the deeper, the deeper you aro in 
it," as the song of the bottle says, the 
farthcryon were from getting out of it. 
Presently two roads instead of one, and 
then I knew I was done. I took one 
road : it twisted like a serpent. I 
had not been half an honr on it be- 
fore I lost all ^epoints of the compass. 
Says 1, 1 don't know whether I ever 
shall see daylight again ; but if 1 do, 
City Point will bo tlie first thing I 
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ehall see. You mark my words, 
said I. 

So here waa I lost in what they 
call a wood out thei'e, but we should 
call a forest at homo. And now, 
heing in the heart of it, I got among 
the ^vilishest noises, and nothing to 
be seen lo acconnt far thom ; little 
fcet suddenly pattering and acunjing 
along the ground, wings flapping out 
of trees ; but what struct most awe 
into a, chap From the Seven Dials 
was the rattle, — ihe evei'lasling rat- 
tlo, and nothii^ to show. Ollen I 
have puzzled myself what this rattle 
eould be. It was like a thousand 
rattlesnakes, and did n't I wish I was 
in the Seven Dials, though some get 
lost in them fijr that matter. After 
all, I think it was only insects, but 
insects by billions; you never heard 
anything like it in an English wood. 

Just as I was losing heart in this 
enchanted wood, I heard an earthly 
sound, the tramp of a horse's fcwt. It 

But the leaves were so thick I 
could not see where tlie horse was ; 
he seemed lo get farther off, and then 
neai'er. At fast the sound came so 
close I made a ran, burst through a 
lot of green leaves, and came out 
plump on a man riding a graj- cob. 
He up with the hutend of his whip 
Id fell mo. but seeing I was respecta- 
lile, " Halloo 1 stranger," says he, 
' Btarth 



i you 



3 I,  



have lost my way. 
a sti-anger,' said he. 

So then he asked me where I was 
bound for, and I told him PittsviUe. 

I won't insult the reader by telling 
him wlmt he said about the course I 
had been taking through the wood. I 
might as well toll him his A B C, or 
which side his bread and butter fells 
in the dost ou. Then he asked me 
who I was. So I-told him I was one 
of the elephant's domestics, least- 
ways I did not word it so candid : 
" I was in charge of the elephant, 
and had taken a short cnt." 

Now he had hcai'd of Djck, and 



her bills up, so he knew it was 
all right. " How am I to find my 
way ont, sir ? " said L Frad }our 
way out 3 " said he. You will never 
find yonr way out Gioud news, 

He thought a bit then he said 
"The best thing jou can do is to 
come home with me ind to-mor 
row I will send you on 

I conld have hogged him 

" You had better walk behind me," 
says he ; " my pony bites." So I 
trumped astern ; and on we went, 
patter, patter, patter ihrongh the 
wood. At first I felt as jolly as a 
sandboy marching behind Ihe pony ; 
but when we had pattered best part 
of an hour, I began to have my mis- 
pvings. In all the enchanted woods 
ever I had read of, there was a small 
trifle of a wizard or ogre that took 
yon home and settled your hash. ITee 
few film, I smell the blood of an Eng- 
lishmnn, etc. 

And still on we pattered, and the son 
began to decline, and the wood lo 
darken, and still we patteied on. I 
was just thinking of turning tail and 
slipping back among the panthers, and 
mosqnitoes, and ratflesnakes, when, O 
be joyful, we burst on a clearing, and 
thei'c was a nice bouse in the middle 
of it, and out came the dogs jumping 
to ■welcome us, and niters no end 
wdth white eyeballs and grinders like 

They pulled him off his horse, and 
in we went. There was his good 
lady, and his daughter, — a beautiful 
girl, and snch a dinner. We sat 
down, and I maintained a modest 
taciturnity for some minutes : " The 
silent hog eats the most acorns." 
After dinner he shows me all manner 
of ways of mixing the grog, and I 
show nim one way of drinking it, — 
when you can get it. Then he must 
hear abont the elephant. So I tell 
him the jade's history, but bind him 
to secrecy. 

Then the young lady puts in. 
" So you are really an EnglishmiUi ! " 
and she looks me all over. 
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" That you may talto your oatli of, 
miss," sura 1 

" Oh I " Bays she, irnd emiles. I 
did not tako it np at first, but I see 
what it was now. Me standing five 
foot four, I did not comG op to her no- 
tion of iho Father of alt Americans. 
" Does tliis great people spring from 
sneh a little etock as we have here ? " 
thinks my jonng lady. I sliould 
have Tip and told her the pluck maltss 
the man, and not the inches; but I 
lost Oiat chance. Then, being pressed 
TvilJi questions, I told tfjom all my 
ndvcntui'es, and tbey hnng on my 
words. It was a new leaf to them, 1 
could see that 

The young Incly's eyes glittered 
like two purple stars at a stranger 
wifli the gift of the gab that had seen 
so mucli \ilo as I had, and midnight 
came in on time. Then I was ushered 
to bed. . Now np ta that time I had 
always gone lo roost witliout pomp 
or ceremony ; sometimea with a mould 
candle, but oftener a farthing dip, 
which liajM seen it dart its beams 
out of a bottle instead of a flat candle- 

This lame a whole cavalcade of ua 
went np the stairs : one blackie 
marched in my van ivith two lighis, 
two blackies brought np my rear. 
They showed me into a beantifVil 
room, and st«od in the half-light with 
eyes and iceth like red-hot silver, 
glittering and diabolical I tlionght, 
of course,, they would go away now. 
Not they. Presently one imp of dark- 
ness bcwgs me a chair. 

I sit down, and wonder. Other 
two lay hold of my hoots and whip 
them off. This done, thfiy buzz about 
me like black and white fiends, fidget-, 
ing, till I longed to punch their heads. 
They pull my coat off and my trou- 
sers ; then thej' hoist me into bed : 
this done, first one m:ikes a run and 
tucks me in, and grins over ma dia- 
bolical ; then anomer conies like a 
battering-ram, and tucks me in tight- 
er. Fiend 3 looks at the work, and 
puts the artful tnuchas at tlie comevE, 
and behold me wedged, and then the 



beneficent fiends mizzled with a 
heai'ty grin that seemeil to turn them, 
all ivory. I could not believe my 
senses : X had never been tucked in 
since my .mother's time. 

In the morning, stinggled ont, and 
came down to breakfast. Took leave 
of the good Samaritan, who appoint- 
ed two of my ni^ieiis t* see me out 
of the wood ; mode my how to the 
ladies, and away with a grateW heart. 
The niggers conducted me clear of the 
wood and set me on the broad road. 
Then came one of the pills a poor 
fellow has to stomacli. I had maile 
friends with the poor darkies, and 



vl h 









„. . them, and snih a little would 
have gono so for with them ! I have 
often feit the bitterness of povei'ty, 
bat never I do think as when I parted 
with my poor niters at the edge of 
the wood, and was (breed to see them 
go shDwly home without a farthing. 

I wish these lew words could travel 
across the water, and my good host 
might read them, and see I have not 
forgotten him all these years. But, 
dear heart! yon may be sure he is 
not upon the earth now. It is years 
ago, and a man tliat had the heart io 
harhor a stranger and a wanderer, 
why, he would ha one of the first to 
go. 

We steamed and tramped up and 
down the United States of America. 
On onr return to Norfolk she broka 
loose at midnight, slipped into tha 
town, took np the trees on the Bou- 
levard and strewed them flat, went 
into the market, broke into a vegeta- 
ble shop, munched the entire stock, 
next to a coachmaker's, lw)k otf a 
carriage - wheel, opened the door, 
stripped the cushions, and we found 
her eating the stnfBng. 

One day at noon we fbnnd our- 
selves fourteen miles from the town, 
I tbrgct its name, we had to play in 
that very night. Mr. Gallott had 
gone on to rehearse, etc., and it be- 
hooved ns to be marching after him. 
At this juuetiire, old Tom, being 
rather drnnk, ftels a strong desire to 
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ho, quite tliTinlt, and refuses 
trum Ms brandy and watev, ( 
chequer was in no condition to 
fled with thus : if Elliot & Co. bc- 
tame helpless for an honr or two, we 
slionld arrive too late for the night's 

Jerfonnance, and Djek eaang her 
ead off all the while. X coaxed Sind 
threatened our two brandy sponges, 
but in vain ; tbej stuck and sucked. 
1 was in despair, and, being in de 
spair, came to a desperate resolution 
1 delennioed to try and master bei 
myself then a,nd were, and 
these drunkards. 

I told Pippin my projec 
started hack aghast. He vie 
in the light of a madman. " Are 
jou tired of your life ? " said he. 
liaC I was inflexible. Seven Dials 
pUick was np. I was enraged with 
my drunkards, and I was tired of 
waiting so many years the slave of a 
q;is,draned whose master was a brute. 
Elephants are driven with a rod of 
steel sharpened at the end; abont 
foot from the end of this weapon is 
large hook ; by sticking this hook 
into an elephant's ear, and pBlling '' 
you make her sensible which wi 
yon want her to go, and persuade h 
to comply. 
Armed with this tool, I walked up 

to Djck's shed, and, in the ' 

harsh and brutal voice I could 
mand, bade her come out. 

" 1 the shed, bnt hesitated. I 



lama toward i 
mc very slowly. 

WitJi beasts such as lions, tigers, 
and elephants, great prompdtu& is 
the thing. Think for them! don't 
give them time to think, or thoir 
thoughts may he evil. I had learned 
this miich, so I introduced myself by 
driving the steel into Djek'a ribs, and 
then hooking her ear, while Pippin 
looked down from a first-story win- 
dow. If Djck had known how my 
heaft was beating she would have 
killed me then and there; but, ob- 
serving no hesitation on my part, she 
tuok it oil as a matter of co "~ "" 



walked with me like a lamb. I 
found myaelf alone ivith her on the 
road, and fourteen miles of it before 
us. It was a serious situation, but I 
was ripe for it now. All the old wo- 
men's stories and traditions about an 
elephant's character had been driven 
out of me by experience and washed 
otit with blood. I had fathomed El- 
liot's art. I had got what the Fi-ench 
call the riddle-key of Mademoiselle 
Djek, and that key was " steel " ! 

On we marched, the best of triends, 
Tha« were a number of little hills 
on the road, and as we mounted one, 
a tiguro nsed to appear behind us on 
the crest of the lost between ns and 
the sky : this was the gallant Pippin, 
solicitous for his ftienif s fate, bnt de- 
sirous of not partaking it if adverse. 
And still the worthy Djek and I 
marched on the best of friends. 
About a mile out of the town, she 
put out her trunk and tried to carl it 
round me in a caressing way. I met 
this overture by driving the steel into 
her till the blood squirted out of her. 
If I hiid not, the siren wonid have 
killed me in the course of the next 
five minutes. Whenever she relaxed 
her speed I drove the steel into her. 
When the afternoon sun smiled glo- 
riously on OB, and the poor thing felt 
nature stir in her heart, and b^an to 
frisk in her awful clumsy way, 
pounding the great globe, I drove 
the steel into her ; if I had not, I 
should not be here to relate tiiis 



prig:htJy_ 



ager and financier w 



— , her stage-man- 



presently, to tl 

and delight, T^ek strode up with her 
ew generaJ. Their ecstasy was great 
> think that the whole business was 
longer at a drunkard's mercy. 
But how did you manage 1 How 
/er did ye win her heart ? '' " With 

this," said I, and showed them the 

bloody steel. 
Wo had not been in the town half 
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an hour before Tom antl George 
came in. They wei-e not so drunk 
bnt wimt they ti^mbled for their siCn- 
ations after my exploit, and rolled 
mid zigza^ed alter us as fast as they 

By these 



CHAPTER IS. 

This feat kept my two drunbards 
in better order, and revived my own 
dormant ambition. I used now Ki 
visit her by myself, steel in hand, to 
teed her, etc., and scrape acqu^nt- 
ance with her by every means, — steel, 
in hand. One day I was feeding her, 
when suddenly I Uioughc a house had 



^ . ^ JO with all the 

breath driven clean out of my body. 
Pippin came and lifted me np and 
earned me into the air. I thonght I 
should have died before breath conld 

Jet into my lungs again. 8he had 
one this with a push fi^>m the thick 
end of her probosds. Afier a while I 



t hadni 






ray breath than I ran into the stable, 
fliid came back with a pitehibrk. Pip- 

Ein saw my intention and implored me, 
ir Heaven's sake, not to. I would 
not listen to him : ho flung his arms 
round me. I threatened to turn 
tlie fork on him if he did not let me 
go. 

"Haikl" said he; and snre enough, 
there she was snorting and getting up 
her rage. " I know all about that, 
said I ; " my death-warrant is drawn 
np, and if 1 don't Ettike it will be 
signed. This is how she has felt her 
way witli all of them before she has 
kilted them. I haTC bnt one clianee 
of life," said I, " and I won't throw it 
away without a stro^le." I opened 
the door, and, with a mind full of mis- 

rVings, I walked qnickly up to her. 
did not hesitate to raise the question 
which of us two was to suffer, I knew 



that would not do. I sprang upon 
her like a tiger, and di'ove the piteh- 
fork into her trunk. She gave a yell 
of display and turned a iittle from me ; 
I drove the (brb into her ear. 

Then came out her real character. 

She wheeled ronnd, ran her head 
into a corner, stuck out her great but- 
tocks, and trembled all over like a 
leaf. I stabbed her with all my Jbrco 
for h^f an hour till l^e blood poured 
out of every flqnare foot of her hngo 
body, and, dunng the operation, she 
wovud hare crept into a nutshell if she 
could. I Sim her as full of holes as 
a cloved orange. 

The blood fliat trickled out of hei- 
sayed mine ; and, for the first time, I 
walked ont of " 



One year and siz months after wc 
had landed at New York to conquer 
another hemisphere, we tnmeil tail 
and sailed for England again. We 
had a prosperous voyage, with the 
exception . of one accident. George 
Hinde, from incessant brandy, had 
delirium tremens, and one night, in a 
fit of it, ho had jnst sense enough to 
see that he was hardly to be trusted 
with the care of himself. "John," 
said he to me, " tie me to tliis mast 
hand and foot." IdemHiTed; blithe 
b^ged me for Heaven's sake, so I 
bound him hand and foot as per order. 
This done, some one called me doivn 
below, and while I was there it seems 
George got very uncouifortahle, nnd 
began to halloo and complain. Up 
comes the capt^n, — sees a man 
lashed to the mast. "What game is 
tliis?" says he. "It is that httio 
blackguard John," says Hinde; "he 
caught me sleeping agiunst the mast, 
and took a mean advantage ; do loose 
me, captain ! " The captain made 
sure it was a sea-jest, and loosed him 
with his own hands. " Thank you, 
captain," says George, " you arc a 
good fellow. God bless you alJ!" 
and with these words he ran aft and 
jumped inti the sea. A Yankee 
sailor made a grab at him and just 
Itinelied his coat, but it W!^ too laiu 
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to save him, and wa wcro going befo 
the wind ten luiots aii honr. Thus 
George Hinde full hy brandy ; his 
kindred Kpirit, old Tom, eeemed 
ready to follow, without the help of 
WHiler, salt or &esh. Tliia man's Dice 
was now a uniform color, white, with 
n scarce perceptible bluish-yellowieh 
tinge. He was a moving corjse. 

Drink forever ! it makes ineii 
tliieves, mnrderers, asses, and pau- 
pers ; but what aboot that ? so long ea 
it sends them to an early grave with 
" iieaat " for their iriBnds to write 
over their tombstones, unless they 
Imve a mind to tell lies in a chni ' 
y ard, and tiiat is a .common trick. 

We arrived at tbe month of 
Thames. 

Some boats boarded us with fresh 
provisions and delicacies ; among tl 
rest, one I had not tasted for many 
diiy ; it is called, soft-tommy at se , 
and on land bread. The merchant 
stood on tiptoe and handed a loaf to- 
wardme, and I leaned over, the bnl- 
waika and streldiod down to him 
with a shilling in my hand. But, as 
ill luck would have it, the Ehillmg 
slipped fi'om my lingers and feU. It 
it had been some men's it would have 
fallen into the boat, others' into the 
sea, slap ; but it was mine, and so it 
toll on the boat's very rim, and then 
danced lo its own music into the wa- 
ter. I looked nfter it in silence ; a 
young lady with whom I had made 
some little aequaintance durini- the 
voyage happened to be at my elbow, 
and she laughed most merrily as the 
shilling went down. I remember be- 
iTig astonished tliat she laughed. 
The man still held out the brea<l, but 
I sliook my head. " I must go with- 
out now,' said I ; the young lady 
was qnite surprised. " Why, it is 
worth a guinea," cried she. "Yes, 
miss,'' said I, sheepishly, "but we 
can't always have what we like, you 
see ; I ought to have held my shilling 
tighter." 

" Tour shilling," cries she. " Oh ! " 
and she dashed her hand into her 
pocliet and Uxik oat her puree, and I 



eoidd see her beauljfnl white finf^s 
tremble witli eagerness as they dived 
among the coin. She soon bought 
the loaf, and, as she handed it to me, 
I happened to look in her face, and 
her cheek was red and her eyes quite 
brimming. Her quick woman's 
heart had told her tlio trath, tliat it 
was a well-dressed and tolerably well- 
behaved man's last shilling, and he 
returning after years of travel to his 

I am sure, until the young lady felt 
for me, I thought nothing of it; I 
Iwd been at my last shiUing more 
than once- But when 1 saw she 
thought it hard, I began to think it 
was hard, and I remember the wat«r 






I eyes. 



her, and may she n 
shilling in her pocket, nor a kind 
heart near her to show her the world 
is not all made of stone. 

We had no money to pi^ onr 
passage, and we found Mr. Yales 
somewhat embarrassed. We had cost 
him a IhouEand or two, and no re- 
turn; so, while he wrote to Mens, 
Hugnet, that came to pass in England 
which we had always just contrived 
'- stave off abroad. 

The elephant was pawned. 

And now I became of use to the 
proprietors, I arranged with the 
mortgagees, and tliey made the spout 
a show-place. I used to exhibit her 

id her tricks, and with the pi'oeeeds 

*ed her and Elliot and mys^f. 

We had been three weeks in pledge, 
when, one fine morning, as I was 
showing off seated on the elephant's 
back, I heard a French exclamation 



runken Elliot, gave a loose to his 
ielings, and embraced me d la Fran- 
faise, " which made the common peo- 
ple very much to admii-e," as tlie 
' las it ; also a polite howl of de- 
greeted our ContJnental affec- 
M. Huguet put his hand into 
his pocket, and we got out of limLio, 
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e let loosB upon suffering l\u- 



They talk as if Englisli gold did 
ererytbing ; bat it viaa Fi'etidi gold 
bonght Bs off, I Inow that, fbr I saw 
it come out of his pocket. 

As soon as we were redeemed, we 
took an engagement at Astley'e, and, 
during this engagement, cadaveraua 
Tom, finding we could master her, 
used U> attend less and less to her 
and more and more ta brandy. 

A certain baker, who brought her 
loares every morning for breakfast, 
Qsed to ask rae Wi let him feed her 
himseir. He admired Iter, and took 
this way of making her fbnd of him. 
One day I hod left these two friends 
and their loaves together for a min- 
ute, when I he^d a, ftearful cry. I 
knew the sound too well by this time, 
and, as X raji back, I had the sense 
to halloo at her : this saved the 
man's lifb. At the sonnd . of m; 
voice she dropped him from a hdglit 
of i^ont twelve feet, and he rolled 
away like a ball of worsted. I dashed 
in, up witli the pitchfork, and inl« 
Iier like lightning, and, while the 
blood was squirting out of her from a 
hundred little prong-holes, the poor 
baker limped away. 

Any gentleman or lady who wialL- 
es to know how a man feels when 
seized by an elephant, preparatory to 
being squelched, can consult this per- 
son; he is ar«!pectable tradesman; 
his name is Johns ; he lives near Ast- 
ley's Theatre, or used to, and for ob- 
vions reasons can tali i^oa this one 
anecdote out of many sach better 
than I can ; that is if he has not for- 
gotten it, and Z dare say he has n't — 
aak him I 

After Astley's, Dmry Lane en^iged 
ns to play second to the Lions <rf My- 
sore ; rather a down-come ; bnt we 
went. In this theatre we behaved 
wonderftilly. Notwithstanding the 
nnmber ot^ people continually bnsa- 
ing about us, we kept our temper, 
and did not smash a single one of 
these human gnats, so trying to our 
liifle female irritability and feeble 



nerves. Tho only thing we did 
wrong was, we broke tlirongli a gran- 
ite mountain and fell doivii on to tlie 
plains, and hurt our knee, and broke 
one saper, — only one. 

The Lions of Mysore went a star- 
ring to Liverpool, and we accompa- 
nied Ibem. While we were there tho 
cholera broke out in England, and M. 
Hngaet summoned us hastily to 
Trance. We broehed onr hats, put 



There we embarked for Boidognc : 
Djek, cadnverons Tom, wolf-skin- 
lamb Pippin, and myself. I was 
now in Huguet's service at fifty 
Irancs a week as coa^utor and suc- 
cessor of cadaverons Tom, whose de- 
mise was honrly expected, even by ue 
who were hardened by use K> his ap- 
pearance, wh h was that of he h 
of delirium tremens Wo amvec tf 
Boulogne F e bnt the e ue w 
boardfl by men n nmfi) ma a 
mnstaches, and questions p abo 
the cholera, which disease the 
antliorities of Boulo< ne were det 
mined ta keep on the o her a de of the 
Channei. The c^ oin s an n 
provii^ satisfactory, we were allowed 
to run mto tho port. 

In landinganyivhere Djek and her 
attendants had always to wait till 
the other passengers had got clear, 
and we did so on this occasion. At 
length our tnm ciune; bnt we had no 
sooner crossed the gangway and 
t«nched French ground than. a move- 
ment took place on the quay, and a 
lot of bayonets bristled in our faces, 
and " Halte Ei I " was the word. We 
begged an explanation ; in answer, 
an officer glared with eyes like sau- 
cers, and pointed with his finger at 
Elliot. The truth flashed on us. 
The Frenchmen were afiaid of 
cholera coming over fium England, 
and here was a man who looked 
plagne, cholera, or death himself in 
person. We remonstrated through 
an interpreter, bnt Tom's face was 
not to be refuted by words. Some 
were for sending us back homo to so 
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diseased a country as this article 
wuai hare come out of; hut nUldBi 
measures prevailed. They set apart 
for onr use a little comer of tie quay, 
and there they roped as in and ser "' 
Belled us. And so for four days, 
tlie poliBhed kingdom of Fi'aacc, 
dwelt in. a hut ruder tar than any 
tiie banks of the Ohio. Drink f 
cvcj- 1 At last, as Tom Coffin got 
neither a worse nor a better color, 
tliey listened to reason, and let us 
loose upon the nation at lni:ge, and 
aivay we tramped for Paris. 

Times weiu changed with ns in one 
i*cBpect ; we no longer marched to 
curtain y'KKin ; our long jll-succeBs 
in America had lessened our ari'o- 

fance, and we crept along Wward 
'avis. But, luckily for us, we had 
now apresiding head, and a good 
one. The soul of buaness is puffing, 
and no man puffed better than our 
cliiuf, M. Huguet. Half-way between 
ISoidogne ami Paris wo were met by 
a cavalier carryings our instructions 
how we vrere to enter Paris ; and, 
arrived at St. Denis, instead of going 
straight on, we skirted tJie town, and 
made our foiTnal entry by the Boia 
du Boalogue and the Arch of Tri- 
umph. Huguet had come lo terms 
witli Franconi, ajid, lo give Diet's 
engagement more importance, Prnn- 
coui's whole troop were ordered ont to 
meet ua and escort us in. They 
paraded up SiUd down the Champa 
Elysfes first, to exdle attention and 
inquiry, and when the public were 
fairly agog our cavalcade formed 
outside the bajiier, am! came glitter- 
ing and prandng through the arch. 
An elephant has uer ups and downs 
like the rest. Djek, the despised of 
Kentucky and Vii^inia, burst on 
Paris the centre of a shining throng. 
Franconi's bright amazons and ex- 
quisite cavaliers rode to and fro our 
lino, carrying sham messages with 
earnest faces ; Djeit was bedecked with 
ribbons, and seemed to tread more 
majestjeally, and our own hearts beat 
highei-, as amid grace, aud beauty, 
and pomp, sun shining — lists waving 



— feathers bending — mob chi 
— trumpels crowing — and flints 
ing fire, we strode proudly int 
great city, the capital of pieasnri 



CHAPTER X. 

These "were bright days to me. I 
was set over old Tom, — fancy that ; 
and my sulacy doubled his. I had 
filly francs a week, mid cleared ns 
much more by showing her privately 
in her stable. 

Money molts in London, — it evap. 
orates in Paris. Pippin was a great 
favorite hoth with men and women 
behind the scenes at Pranconi's. He 
introdneed me to charming compan- 
ions of both seses ; gajety reigned, 
and dn and morals " made 3iem- 
eelves air, into which -they vanished." 
Shakespeare. 

Toward the close of her eng^e- 
ment Djek made one of hev mistakes ; 
she up with her rightftil heir and 
broke his ribs against the side scenes. 

We nearly had to stop her per- 
formances ; we could not mend our 
rightiid heir by next night, and sub- 
stitutes did not pour in. " I won't 
go on with hej'," " I won't play with 
her," was aery that even the humblest 
and neediest began to raise. I am hap- 
py to say that she was not nnder my 
superintendence when this rightfifl 
heu" came to grief. 

And now the cholera cnme to Paris, 
and theatricals of all sorts declined, 
for there was a real tragedy playing 
in every street. The deaths were 
veiy numerous, and awfully sudden ; 
people were struck down in the streets 
as if by lightning ; gloom and terror 
hung over all. 

When this terrible disease is better 
known it vrill be found to be of the na- 
of strong poison, and its cure, if 
any, will be strychnine, belladonna, 
or, likelier still, some quick and deadly 
mineral poison that kills the healthy 
with cramps and discolor.nion. 

' its rapid form cholem U not to 
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be told from quick poison, and hence 
Bprnng up among the lower ovdur in 
Paris a notion tliat wholesale 
iagwos on foot. 

Pippin and I were standing at the 
door of a wine-sliop, waiting for 
cbange. Hia wild appearance attt 
ed firat one and then anotlier. Little 
inota of people collected and eyed 
then Ihey Ixigaa to talk and laurni . 
and cast suspicioua glaneos. " Come 
awaj," said Pippin, rather hasliij. 
We walked off; they walked after as, 
increasing like a snowhaU, and they 
nrarmur^ louder and louder. lacked 
Pippin what tlie fools were gabbling 
about. He told me they suapeoted us 
of being the poisoners. At this I 
turned round, and, being live feet 
four, and Englisb, was for punching 
some of their beads ; but the athledc, 
paciRe Italian would not bear of i^ 
iDueh less co-operate ; and now tbey 
surrounded ns just at the comer of 
one of the bridges, lashing thernselves 
into a fury, and looking first at ns, 
and then at the river below. Pip- 
pin was as white as death, and I 
thought it was ftll np myself, when by 
good tnck a troop of monnted qea- 
aarmea issued from the palace. Pip- 
pin hailed them ; they came up, and, 
after hearing both Bides, look us under 
their protection, and off we marched 
between two files of cavalry, followed 
bjthe curses ofasnperiiciaipopalace. 
Extremes don't do. Pippin was the 
color of ink, Slliot of paper ; both 
their mugs fell under suspicion, and 
nearly brought us to grief. 

Franconi closed, andDjek, Huguet, 
and Co. started on a provincial tour. 

They associated themselves on this 
occaaion with Miohelet, who had soma 
sn^l wild animals, such as lions, ti- 
gers, and leopards. 

Our first move was to Tersailles. 
Here we built a ahow-place and exhib- 
ited DJek, not aa an actreas, but as a 
private elephant, in which capacity 
she did the tisual elephant buatneas, 



Michelet was the predecessor of 
Tan Amburgh and Carter, and did 
everything they do a dozen years bii- 
I'ore they were ever heard of ; used to 
go into the lions' den, pnll them about, 
and put his head down their throats, 
and th^i paws round his neck, etc., 

I observed this mao, and learned 
something from Um. Besides that 
general quickness and decision which 
is necessary with wild animals, I no- 
ticed tJiat he was always on the look- 
out for mischief, and always punished 
it before it came. Another pomt, he al- 
ways attacked the o^nding part, and 
BO met the evil in front ; for instance, 
if one of his darlings curled a Up and 
showed a tooth, he hit him over the 
mouth that moment and nowhere else ; 
if ono elongated a ciaw, he hit hiui 
over the foot lite lightning. He read 
^e whole crew as I had learned to 
roadDjek, and conquered their malice 
by moans of that marvellous cowardice 
which they all show if they can see 
no signs of it in you. 

There are no two ways with wild 
beasts. If tliereis a single while spot 
in your heart, leave them, for your 
life will be in danger every mo- 
ment. If you can despise them, and 
keep the rod always in sight, they are 
your hiunble servants ; nobody more 

Our exhibition, successfiil at first, 
leganto Bag; so that the fertile brain 
■f M. Huguet had to ivork. He pro- 
posed to his partner to stand a ligei', 
nd he would stand a bull, and " we 
rill have a joint-stock fight like the 
King of Oude." Michelet had his 
misgivings, bnt Huguet overruled 
him. That ingcniotis gentleman then 

Srinted bills Mveitising Ibr a certain 
ay a fight between a real Bengal ti- 
ger and a ferocious bull that had just 
gored a man to death. This done, ho 
" It me round the villages to find and 
e a bull. " Mind yon get a mild 
i, or I shall have to pay for a hole 
the tiger's leather." I found one 
ich the owner consented to risk for 
mucli money down, and the dani- 



Hostec by Google 



JACK OF ALL TEADES. 



S30 



ego he sboulij sustain from liger lo be 
valued independently by two larmers 
after the battle. 

The morning of the figkt Pippin 
and I irent for oar bull, and took 
him out of the yard towards VoreailleB ; 
but when we had gone about two 
hundred yarda, he became uneasy, 
looked round, sniHed about, and final- 
ly turned round spite of all our efforts, 
and paced home again. We 
stvated with the proprietor, 
suid he, "I forgot; he won't start 
without the wench." So the wench 
in question was sent for (his ca 
panion upon amatory excursion 
Slie went with ns, and launched 
toward Versailles. This done, she 
returned home, and we marched on ; 
but before we had gone a furlong 
Taurus showed symptoms of uneasi- 
ness ; tbese increased, and at last he 
turned round and walked tranquilly 
home. We hung upon him, tlirasheil 
him, and bullied liim, all to no pur- 
pose. His countenance was placid, 
l)ut his soul resolved, and — he walked 
home, slowly, bnt inevitably ; so then, 
there was ninhing for it bnt to let him 
liavo the wench all the way to the 
tiger, and she wonld not go to Vet- 
sdlles till she had put on some new 
finery, — short waist, coal-scuttle lx>n- 
nct, etc. Move time lost with that; 
and, when wB did arrive in the arena, 
the spectators were tired of ivaiting. 
The bnll stood in the middle, oon- 
fiiaed and stupid. The tiger was in 
his cage in a comer ; we gave him 
time to observe his prey, and then we 
opened the door of his cage. 

A shiver ran throneh Uie audience 
(they were all seated m boxes looking 
down on the area). 

ire, and the fnriOBS 



its neck, etc, etc. Vide books 
of travels. 

One moment succeeded to another, 
and nothing- occurred. The ferocious 
animal lay quiet in his cage, and 
showed no sign ; so then ws poked 



the f 



nimal. He s 



jvled. 



bat would not venture out. When 
this had lasted a long ^me, the spec- 
tators began to doubt his ferocity, and 
to goose the ferocious animaL So I 
eat a red-hot iron and nagged hioi 
ihind. He gave a yell of dismay. 



the a 



e a shot 
e of tlio bull. All 



ng 



V od 



H d 



h d 



d g es mbe d to 
When he got in, the young and act- 
ive were gone home, and he ran down 
the stmrs among the old people that 
could not get clear EO quick as the 
rest. He was so frightenedat the peo- 
ple that he skulked and hid himself 
in a cornfiehj, and the people were so 
frightened at him that they ran home 
and locked their street doors. So one 
coward made many. 
They thought the 
attacked them, and tl 






oor wretch had 
3 jonmal next 
jwof the trans- 
10 tliis day be- 
ur slriped cow- 
's, and lucked 



ard with fonr 
him into his cn£ 

The bull went home with " the 
wench," and to this day his thick 
skull has never comprehended what 
the deuce he went to Versaillos for. 

This was how we competed with 
Oriental monarchs. 

We marched southward, through 

Orleans, Tours, etc., to Bordeaux, and 

were pretty well received in all these 

places except at one small place whose 

16 1 foi^t. Here they hissed her 

of the (own at sight. It turned 

. she had been there beJbre and 

pulverized a brushmaker, a popular 

an among them. 

Soon after Bordeaux she had words 
with the lions. They, in their infer- 
' conceit, thoiight themselves more 
active than Djek. It ia vice ver- 
and by a long chalk, said Djek 
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Fiom BonJeatix we returned by 
another route to Paris ; for we were 
only starring it in the interval of oui* 
engagement as an actress witli Fran- 
coni. We started, one morning from 

with light lioarta,onr feces turned 

toward the gay city, Elliot, Pippin, 
and I. Elliot and I walked by the side 
of the elepljant, Pippin waiting some 
Ibrty yards in the rear. He never tniBt- 
ed himself nearer to her on a march. 

We were plodding along in this 
order, wlian, all in a moment, without 
reason or warning of any sort, she 
spun round between ns on one heel 
like a thing taming on a pivot, and 
strode back like lightning at Ptppiii. 
He screamed and ran ; bnt, before he 
could take a dozen steps, she was 
upon him, and struck him down with 
her Irnnk and trampled upon him ; 
she then wheeled round ana trudged 
back as if she had merely stopped to 
brush off a fly or pick up a stone. 
Arter the first moment of atupeiacl^an, 
boih Elliot and I'had run after her 
with all the speed we had; bnt so 
rapid was her movement, and so in- 
stantaneons the work of death, that 
we only met her on her return fi'Om 
her victim. J will not shock tlta read- 
er by describing the state In which we 
foond onr poor comrade; but he was 
crnshad to death. He never spoke, 
and I believe and ti'ust he nevar felt 
anything for the few minutes that 
breath lingered in his body. Wo 
kneeled down aud raised him, and 
spoke to him, but he could not hear 
us. When Djek got her will of one 
of us, all our hope used to be to see the 
mandie; andso it.was withpaordeai' 
Pippin; mangled, and life impoBsible, 
we kneeled down and prayed to God 
for his death ; and, by Heaven's mer- 
cy, I think in about four minutes fi^om 
the time he got his death-blow his 
spirit passed away, and onr well-he- 
loved comrade and friend wa 
ing now bat a lump of clay 



We were some miles from any 
town or village, and did not know 
what to do, and how to lake him to a 
resling-iilace. Atlastwe wereobligcd 
to tie the body across ^e proboscis, 
and cover it as well as we could, and 
so we made his murderess carry him 
to the little town of La Palice, — yes, 
La Pnlice. Here we stopped, and a 
sort of inquest was held, and M. Hu- 
guet attended and told the old story : 
s^d the man bad been cruel to hur, 
and she had put op with it as long as 
she could. Verdict, " Served him 
right " ; and so we lied over onr poor 
friend's ronrdorod body, and buried 
liim witli many sighs in the little 
churchyard of La Palice, and then 
trudged on, sad and downcast, toward 
the gay capital. 



CHAPTER XI. 

I THINE a lesson is to be learned 
from tliis sad story. Too much feai- 
is not prudence. Had poor Pippin 
walked with Elliot and mo alongside 
the elephant, she dared not have at- 
tacked him. But through fbar he 
kept forty yards in the rear, and she 
saw a chance to get him by himself; 
and, from my knowledge of hoc, I 
have little doubt she had meditated 
this attempt for months before she 
carried it out. Poor Pippin I 

Wo arrived in Paris to play with 
Franooni. Now it happened to be 
inconvenient to Frtmconi to fulfil his 
engagement. Heaecordinglydeclined 
us. M. HuguBt was angry, — threat- 
ened legal proceedings. Pranconi an- 
swered, "Where is Pippin ?" Hngnet 
shut up. Then Pranconi followed 
suit ; if hard pressed, be threatened 
to declare in open court that it was 
out of humanity alone ha declined to 
fulfil his engagement. This stopped 
M. Hugaet's mouth altogether. He 
took a place on' the Boidevanl, and 
we showed her and her tricks at three 

E-ices, and did a rattling business, 
eforo wo had been a forniight iu 
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Pm'is, old Tom Elliot 

Hospital Dubois, nnd I 

viaier at a Balarj of one hundred francs 

per week. 

Having now the sole 
I watchi^ her as yoo wouli apowde'r- 
raagaiino liglited by gas. Ilet n 
body but M. Hugiiet go near her 
my absence. TJiia gentleman conti 
ued to keep lier sweet on him wi 
lumps of sugar, end to act as h 
showman when she c: 

ly- 

One day wB had a message flMm 
ihe Tuileries, and wo got the place 
extra clean; and the Iting's children 
paid her a visit, — a lotof litUechaps. 
I did not know their names, but I 
suppose it was Prince Joinvillo, All- 
mule, and cetera. All I know is that 
while these UttJe Louis Philippes were 
coaxing her, and feeding hei', and cut- 
ting about her, and slidmg down hor, 
and I was telling them sbe was a duck, 
the perspiration was running down 
my hack one niomeut and cold shir- 
crs the next, and I thanked Heaven 
devontJy when the joang gents went 
hack to their papa and mamma, and no 
bones broken. The young gentlemen 
reported hot- alfability and my lies t- 
the king, and he engaged her to pe; 
form gratis in the Champs Elys^ 
durii^ the three days' fEle. Fifteen 
hundred trancs fbr this. 

But Htyjuet was penny- 
pouud-foolish to agree, for it took her 
gloss off. Showed her gratis 

Among Djek's visitors oau 
day a pretty young lady, ft nnrsHry 
f^ovemees to some nobleman's cliil- 
dren, whose name I forget, but he 
wns English. The children were 
highly amused with Djek, and quite 
loath to go. The young lady, who had 
a SQiattering of English as I had of 
French, put several questions to me, 
I answered them more polite than 
usual on account of her being pretty, 
and I used a privilege I had aiid gave 
her an order for free admission some 
other day. She came, with only one 
child, which lutliiiy was one of those 



deeply mcdilativo ones that occur bat 
rajely, and only bring out a word 
every half-hour ; so mademoiselle and 
I had a chat, which I found so agree- 
able that I rather neglected the gen- 
eral public for her. I made it my 
business to learn where she aired the 
children, and, one vacant m ming 
dressed in the top of the n^h n I 
stood before her in the gard f 
Tuileries. She gave a half a ad 
a blusli, and seemed vety mn h tru k 
with astonishment at this ren unte 
She was a little less astonished ne 
week when the same thing h pp n d 
but stiU she thought tliese n n 
ces remarkable, and stud 80. In h % 
I p^d my addresses to Mad m sells 

. She was a chatraing brun tte 

from Geneva, greatly my sa )e a 
ednealion and station. Iwaspe fectly 
conseions of this, and instantly made 
this calculation : " All the better for 
me if I can win her." But the reader 
knows my character by this time, and 
mo^t have observed how large a por- 
tion of it effrontery forms. I wrote 
to her every day, somedmes in the 
French language — no, not in the 
French language, in Fi'ench words. 
She sometimes answered in English 
words. She was very pretty and very 
interestine, and I ftncied her. When 
a man is in love he can hai'dly see dif- 
ficulties. I pressed her to marry me, 
and I believed she would consent. 
When I came to this point the young 
lady's gayety declined, and when I 
was painting her pictures of our con- 
jugal happiness, she used to sigh in- 
stead of brightening at the picture. 
At last I prised her so hard uiat she 
consented to write to GScneva and ask 
parents' consent to our union. 
When the letter went I was in tower- 
ing spirits. I was now in the aenith 
of my prosperity. The risks I had 
iTin with Djek were rewarded by a 
heavy salary and the post of honor 
near her, and, now that I was a little 
weary of I'oaming the world alone 
with an elephant, fate had thrown in 
my way a charming companion who 
would cheer the weary road. 



Hostec by Google 



843 



JACK OF AIL TEADES. 



Dreams. 

Tlie old people at GSeneva saw mj 
posirion wild aiiocher eye, " He is a 
eervant liable (a lose bis place n.t an; 
moment by any one of a hundred ac- 
cidents, and Ilia profbasioo is a discred- 
itable one : why, he is a showman." 

Thev- told hoc all this in language 
Eo plain tbiit she woald never show 
me the letter. I was for ilefjing their 
advice and anthority, bnt she would 
Bot bear of it, I was forced to lera- 
poriae. "In a month's time," said I 
1o myself, " bev scmplea will melt 
away," But in less than a fortnigiit 
the order came far as to mareh into 
Flanders. I coinmantcated this cruel 
order ta my sweetheart. She turned 
pale, and made no seeret of hec at- 
tachment to me, and of the paiu she 
ftlt at pai-ting. Every evening before 
we left Paris I saw her, and implored 
her to trust herself to me and leave 
Paris as mj wife. She used to smile 
at my pictures of wedded happiness, 
and cry the next minnte becanse she 
dared not g^ve herself and me 'that 
hsppiness ; out, with ull this, she was 
firm, and would not fly in her parents' 

At last came a sad and bitter hour :. 
hat in hand, as the saying is, I mode 
a last desperate endeavor to persuade 
her to be mine, and not to let this 
parting lake place at all. She was 
much agitated, but firm ; and, the 
more I said, the firmer she became. 
So at last I grew frantic and reproached 
her. I called her a cold-hearted co- 
quette, and we parted la anger and da- 

Away into the wide world ^ain, 
not as I used to start on these pil- 
grima^s, with a stout heart and iron 
nerves, but cold, and weary, and worn 
ont belbre the journey had begun,. As 
we left Puis beliind us I had bnt one 
feeling, that the best of liffe was at aa 
end for me. My limbs look mo along 
like machinery, bnt my heart was a 
lump of ice inside me, and I would 
have thanked any man for knocking 
mo on the head and ending the mo- 



gcntlefolks, even a poor mechanic caa 
ftel like tills when the desire of his 
heart is baliied forever. 
Trudge 1 trudge I tmdge ! for ovei" 

Tramp I tramp I tramp 1 for ever 

A man gets faint and weary of it at 
last, and there comes a time when lie 
pines for a bearth-atone, and a voice 
lie can believe, a part, at least, of 
what it says, aod a Sunday of some 
sort now and then ; and my time was 
come to long for these things, and for 
a pretty and honest face about me to 
stand for the one bit of peace and tho 
one bit of trntb in my vagabond char- 
latan life. 

I lost my appetite and sleep, and 
was very nearly losing heart alK^elb- 
er. My clothes litine about me like 
bags, I got so thin. It was my iufer> 
au occupation that cored me after 
all Djek gave me no time even for 
despair. The moment I became her 
sole guardian I had sworn on my 
knees she should never kill another 
man ; judge whether 1 had to look 
sbayp after her lo keep the biped tmm 
pBijury and the quadraped fti>m mur- 
der. I slept with Jier — rose early — 
fed her — walked ^^enty miles with 
her, or exhibited her all day, some- 
times did both, and at night rolled 
beside her, too deadly 
my unhappiness; and 
, lime and toil blunted 
of disappointment, and I 
trndeed, and tramped, and praised 
Djok^s moral qoalitiea in the old rait- 
line. Only now and then, when I 
saw the country lads in France and 
Belgium going to church dressed in 
their best viith their sweethearts, and 
I in prison in the stable with my fonr- 
Isgffed huHsy, waiting perhaps till 
dadc to steal out and march to some 
fresh town, I used to ffcel as heavy as 
lead and as bitter as wormwood, and 
wish we were all dead together by way 
of a change. 

A man needs a stont heart to go 
through the world at all, but most of 
all he needs it for a roving life; don't 
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yovi helievo any other, no mattsr who 
tellayou. 

■With this brief notice of my feel- 
ings I pass over two months' ttaveL 
All throngh I spare the reader much, 
thongh 1 dare say he does n't see it. 

Sir, the very names of the pinees I 
have visited wonld lill an old-&sh- 
ioned map of Europe. 

Talk of Ulysses and his travels 1 
he noTSi' saw Che tenth part of what 
I have gone ihroagh. 

I have walked with Djek farther 
than rannd the world during the 
eleven years I have trudged hesiile 
her ; it is only S4,000 miles round the 
world. 

After a year's pilgrimage we found 
ourselves at Doncheray, near Sedan 

Here we had an incident. Mono 
Huguet was showing her to the pub- 
lic with the air of a prince and in Ins 
Mai^ohiil of France costume, glitler 
ing with his theatrical cross of the 
Legion of Honor. Ho was not pai 
ticniar what he put on, so that it 
shone and looked well. He sent me 
icted with the 
..,_._[, I think. ^ I 
3ps to go, hut during the 
time.1 was out of her sight I heard a 
man cry out and the elephant snort. 
I ran hack huUooing as I came, As 
I ran in I (bund tlie elephant feeling 
for something in the straw with her 
foot, and tiie people rushing out of 
the doors in ■>■ "''■- -'■' 



hnrdly l< 









but trDmbled from head to foot. I 
di'ew out from the straw a thing you 
would have taken for a. scarecrow or 
a handle of ri^s It was my master, 
M. Hngnet, his glosav hat battered, 
his glossy coat stained and torn, and 
his arm broken in two places ; a mo- 
ment more and her foot would have 
heen on him, and his soul crushed 
out of hia body. 

The people were snrpriaed when 
they saw the furious snorting monster 
creep into a corner to escape a little 
fellow five feet four, who got to the 
old weapon, pitchfork, and drove it 
into every part of her but her head. 



She hid that in the corner the mo- 
ment she saw blood in my eye. 

We got poor M. Huguet to bed, 
and a doctor from the hospital to 
him, and a sorrowful time he had of 
it; and so, after standing Rood for 
twelve years, lump sugar fell lo the 
ground. Pitclifork held good. 

At night more than a hundred peo- 
ple came to see whether I tims really 
so hardy as to sleep with this fero- 
cioQS animal. To show them my 
sense of her, I lay down betiveen her 
legs On this she lifted her foie fi*t 
singly and with the utmost care and 
delicacy drew them bai,k o*er my 

As BOon as M Hugucts arm wis 
set and doing well nc followed us 
(we had got inl) France bj this 
time] and came in along with the 

Enbhc to admire ue and to leain 
on the elephant stood affectel to 
waj^ him now he cned out, in his 
most mgratiatmg waj — in sugared 
tones — Djek my hov 1 Djek ' ' 
At this soand Djek raised a roia of 
the most infem^ rage, and Hugnet, 
who knew her real character well 
enough, tliougli ho pretended not lo, 
eompreliended thnt her heart was now 
set npon his eictinction, malgri twelve 
years of lump sugar. 

Ho sent lor me, and with many 
espressions of friendship oftered me 
the invaluable animal for thirty thou- 
sand franca. I declined her without 
thanks. " Then I shall have (ie pfais- 
vre of tilling her to-monwv," said 
tlie Frenchman, " and what will be- 
come of your salary, mon pauvre 
garpon f " 

In short, he had me in a lix, and 
used his power, I bought her of him 
for 20,000 francs, to be paid by in- 
stalments. I gave him the first 
instalment, a nve-frane piece, and 
walked out of the wine-shop her sole 
proprietor. 

The sense of property is pleasant, 
even when we have not paid Jbr the 



Hostec by Google 



Ui 



JACK OF ALL TRADES. 



liad only a thousand francs in t 
woiid, aad she ata a thousand frai 
a week, or nearly. I determined 
try Germany, — a, poor country, but 
one which, being quite inland, could 
not have become callous to an ' 

5l«nt, perhaps had never seen 
shall never forget the fine, clear 
morning I started on my own ac- 
count. The sun was just rising, the 
birds were tuning, and all maimer of 
sweet smells came from the fields and 
the hedges. Djek seemed to step out 
more miyeaticaliy than when she was 
another man's ; my heart beat high. 
Eleven years ago I had started the 
meanest of ber daves. I had worked 
slowly, pninfiilly, bnt steadily up, and 
now I was actually her lord and mas- 
ter, and half the world before mo with 
the ann shining on it. 

The first town I showed' her at as 
mine was Verdun, and the nest day I 

wrote to Mademoiselle aC Paris 

to tell her of the change in my for- 
tunes. This was the only letter I 
had sent, for we parted bad friends. 
I reeeived a Mnder answer than the 
abrupt tone of my letter doserred. 
She congratulated me, and thanked 
me for remembering that whatever 
good fortune befell mo must give her 
pariicular pleasure, and in the post- 
script she lold me she .was just alraut 
to leave Paris and return to her par- 
ents in Switzerland. 

Djek crossed into Prussia, tramped 
diat country, and penetrated into the 
heart of Germany. As I had hoped, 
she descended on this nation with all 
the chann. of novelty, and nsed to 
clear the copper* out of a whole vil- 
lage. I remember early in this trip 
being at a country inn. I saw rus- 
tics, male and female, dressed in rtieir 
Sunday clothes, coming over the hills 
from every side lo one point. I 
thonght there must be a fair or some- 
thing. I asked the landlord what 
t hey were all coming for. He said, 
"Why, you, to be sure." Thoy never 



heir lives, and 



never will again. 

In fact, at one or two small places 
we were stopped by the authorities, 
who had heard that we carried more 
specie oat of little towns than the 
circulating mediam would bear- 
In short, my first coup was success- 
ful. After six months' Giermauy, 
Bavaria, Fmssia, etc., I retoraed to 
the Rhine at Strasbourg with eight 
thoosand francs. During all this time 
she never hurt a soul, I watched her 
so fearfnllv close. So, being debaiTcd 
from murder, she tried ai'son. 

At a place in Bavaria her shed waa 
suddenly observed to be in flames, 
and wo saved her with difficulty. 

The cause never transpired nntil 
now, but I saw directly how it had 
been done. I had unwarily left my 
coat in her way. The pockets were 
found emptied of all their contents, 
among which was a Ineifer-box, frag- 
ments of which I found among the 
straw. She had played witli this in 
her trunk, hammering it backward 
and forward against her knee, drop- 
ping the lighted mal<:hss into the 
straw, when they stung her, and very 
nearly roasted her own beef, the mis- 
chievous, uneasy devil. 

My readers will not travel with an 
elephant, but business of some sort 
will fall to the lot of some of them 
or late, and, as charlatamy is the 
sonl of modem business, it may 
a amiss to show how the humble 
artisan worked bis elephant. 

B never allowed ourselves to drop 
dly upon any place, like nshower 
of rain. 

man in brigJit livery, green and 
gold, moanted on a showy horse, 
used to ride into the town or village, 
and go round to all the inns, making 
loud inquiries abont their means of 
accommodation for the elephant and 
her train. Four hours after hun, the 
people being now a little agog, anoth- 
er green and gold man came in on a 
trained horse, and inquired for Ho. 1. 
As soon as ho iiad found him, the two 
rode together round the town, — No. 
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'2 tlowing a h'umpet and procluiniiDg 
the elephant; the nations sIjq had ia- 
etnioted in the wonders of natnre ; 
tho kings she had amused ; her gran- 
deur, lier intelligence, and, above all, 
hci' dovelike dispositioii. 

This ves allowed to ferment fbr 



s h h 



pe t 
f th 



tat 






gmmm 






Dioie money. 

0.1rTmu.t"V 
nij French nliei' 
cetity it embod 
coulisses, and cabarets of French 
towns, so that I can patter French 
fast as ypn like; bnl, of conrse, 
know no more about it than a, pig, 
not to really know it. 

ID <lo M. le Miure, 
Le grand 
ELEPHANT 
du lioi de SiSim, 
^mpiqtic " 
3. Djek, 

El^piiant colossal, de onze pieds de 
hauteur et du poids de nenf "" 

I'on 

M. H. B. Lott, natntaliate, ponr- 
vojcar des menageries des divcrses 
conrs d'Burope, actionnaire du Cirqae 
Olyinpiqne ct propritftaire do ca mag- 
uiAqne eli^phant, qu'il a drcss^ au 
point de lo presenter an puhlic dans 
une pi6ce theatrale qui fut ereee pour 
Modlle. DJek il j a trois ans et detni, 



Ini indiquo de faire. 

Mile. Djek, qui eat dans li 
force de sa tiiillc, a maiuKna 



3 les vingt- 



Sa 
qnatre henfes excede deux 
— quaranio livres de pain poor son 
d^jellnet; 3i midi, du son et de I'a- 
Toine; le soir, des pomnies de lerre 
ou du rizeuit : et la nuit du foin et de 
la p(uUe, 

C'est le mSme Elephant qui a com- 
baCtu la lionne de M. Martin. CetM 
lionue en furie, qu'uue imprudence fit 
sortir de sa cage, s'clance snr M. H. B. 
I/>lt qui se tronvait anpres de son il&- 
phant; rojant le danmr il se r^fugia 
derrffire one dea jambes de ce bon 
animal, qui relfeve sa trompe pour le 
prol^r.* La lionno ollait saisir 
M. H. B. Lott ; I'e'ldphant la volt, ra- 
bat sa Irompe, Tenraoppe, I'^touffe, 
la iette au Join, et I'anrait (Jcras^e, si 



Elle a ensuile allong€ sa trompe, 
frappd dn pied, criant et ti!moi- 
gnant la satisfaction, qu'alle ^pronvait 



n fe'vr 



Dans lea c< 



des stances, on Ini 
_ .. a grauds exercices 

qni sont dignes d'admiration, dont le 
grand n ombre ne permet pas d'en 
donner I'analjEe dans cetteafficliG, et 
qu'il faut voir pour Ten faire nue 

Pnxd'entreo: Premiferes 
Secondes Lea militairea et lea 

eufants, moitJ^. 

I don't think but what my country- 
men will noderstand every woi'd of 
the above ; but, as there are a great 
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nunibtr of rrenchmen in London 
who will read this, I think it would 
look unkind not to tranalute it into 
English for their benefit. 



n of the Worshipful the 

Mayor, 

the great 

ELEPHANT 

of the King of Siam, 

from Fi'anconi'a Olympic Circus. 

Mademoiaelle Djek, 

Colossal Elephant, eleven feet high 

and weighs nine thousand pounds. 

The largest elephant ever seen in 

Europe. 

Mr, H. B. Lott, naluraliat, who 
Eupplios the menngeries of the various 
courts of Europe, shareholder in the 
Olympic Cii-ciis, and proprietor of 
ilus mi^ilicent elephant, which he 
has trained to Huch a height that he 
will present her to the public in a, dra- 
matic piece which was ivritten for her 
three years and a half ago, and had 
a great success under the title of the 
Elephant of the King of Siam.* 

The proprietor, in his voyage round 
the globe, was forCnnate enongh to 
purchase this enormous quaiJraped, 
which became attached to hint, and 
has been elerou years in his posses- 
sion, during which time she has nevw 
once forgotten herself, and e:cecutes 
with obedient zeal whatever he bids 

Mile. Djek has now arrived at her 
faU growth, being one hundred and 
twenty-five years of age ; she is eleven 
feet high, and weighs nine thousand 
pounds. Her daily consumption ex- 
ceeds two hundred pounds. She takes 
forty pounds of bread foe her brealt- 
fost, at noon barley and oats, in the 
evening potaKios or rice cooked, and 
at night naj and straw, 
* iSy 1Ll*raiy gent and me nearly had 



This is the same elephant that fought 
with Mr. Martin's lioness. The lion- 
ess, whom [ho carelessness of the at- 
tendants allowed to escape from her 
cage, dashed furiously at Mr. H. B. 
Lott ; fortunately he was near his clo- 
phant, and, seeing the danger, look 
refuge behind one of the le^ of that 
valuable auinial. She r^sed her 
trnnfc in her master's defence. The 
lioness made to seize him ; but the 
elephant lowered her trunk, seized 
the lioness, clicked her, fluns her a 
distance, and would have cru^ied her 
to death if Mr. Lott had not conn- 
manded her to desist. After that she 
extended her trunk, stamped with her 
foot, trumpeting and showing her sat- 
isfaction at having; saved her friend 
from certain death, full accounts of 
which are to be seen in the journals 
of February, 1832. 

In tiie conrsG of the exhibition she 
will go through all her e 
which are wonderfiJ, and s<~ 
oils that it is impossible t 
them in this bill ; thej must be seen 
l« form a jost idea of them. 

Fric^ : first placea Second 
Soldiers and cliildren half price. 

Djek and I used K> make our bow 
Ui our audiences in the foliowing C&eh- 
iott. I came on with her, and said, 
"Otez mon chapeau pour saluer"; 
then she used to take off my hat, vravc 
it gracefully, and replace it on my 
head. She then proceeded to pick up 
Iwenly five-franc pieces, one after an- 
other, and keep them piled in the ex- 
tremity of her trunk. She also fired 
pistols, and swept her den with a 
broom, in a most painstaking and lu- 
dicrous way. 

But perhaps hev best business in a 
real juflge's eye was drinking a bottle 
of wine. The reader will bettor esti- 
mate this feM if he will fancy himself 
an elephant, and tar down the book 
now, and ask hhnselt how he would do 
it, and read the following afterward. 

Tlie botrte (cork drawn) stood be- 
fore her. She placed the finger and 
thumb of her proboscis on the moutii, 
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cuived the conteuta in her trunk. Tlie 
difficulty now was 60 hold the botila, 
which she would not hare hroken for 
a thousand potinds (my lady thought 
less of killing ten men ^au breaking 
a saucer), and yet not let the liquor 
run from her flesh-pipe. She rapidly 
shifted hev hold to the centi-e of liio 
hottle, and wotkeU it by means of the 
wriuklea in her prolxiscia to the bend 
of it. Then she griped it, and at the 
same time curled round her trunk to 
a sloping position, and let (ho wine 
ruQ djjwn her tliroat. This done, she 
lesumed the first position of hei' trunk 
Hiid worked the bottle back toward 
her Hngor, Eoddenly snapped hold of 
it by the neck, ana handed it grace- 
fully to me. 

With this exception, it was not her 

?nblio tricks that astonished me most, 
'iie principle of all these tricks is one. 
An animal is taught to lay hold of 
things at command, and to shift them 
from one place to another. Yon vary 
the thing to be laid hold of, but the 
act is the same. In her drama, which 
was so eiibctive on the Etago, Bjek did 
nothing out of the way. She merely 
went through certain mechanical acts 
at a word of command from her keep- 
er, who was nnseen or annoticed ; i. e. 
he was either at the wing in his fustian 
jacket, or on the stage with her in gim- 
crackandgold, as oneof a lot of slaves 
or conrtiers, or what not. Bei^ween 
ourselves, a single trick I have several 
times caught her doing on her own ac- 
count proved more for her intelligence 
than all these. She used to put her 
eye to a keyhole. Ay, that she would, 
and so watch for hours ta see what 
devil's trick she conid do with impu- 
niiy, — she would sea me out of the 
way, and then go to work. Where 
there was no kejholo I have seen her 
pick the knot out of a deal board, and 
squint through the little hole she had 
thus made. 

A dog cornea next to an elephant, 
but ho is not up to looliing through a 
keyhole or a crack. He tan think of 



317 
nothing better than snuffing under the 

At one place, being under a grana- . 
I'y, she worked a hole in the ceUing no 
bigger than a thimble, and sucked 
down saokflils of grain before she was 
found out. Talk of Ihe lialf-reasoniiig 
elephant ; she seldom met a man tliat 
coilld match her in reasoning, — to a 
bad end. Her weak points were her 
cruelly and cowardice, and by this lat- 
ter Tom Elliot and I goveined her 
with a rod of icon, vulgarly called a 
pitchfork. If a monse pattered about 
the Door in her stable, Djek used to 
tremble ail over, and whine with ter- 
ror till the little monster was gone. 
A ton shaken by an ounce. 

I have seen her start back in dismay 
from a small feather floating in the 
If her heart had been as stout as 



her will t 



do n 



(Chief w 



mankind must have risen to put her 

Almost alt you have ever heard 
about the full-grown elephant's char- 
acter is a pack of falsities. They are 
yonr servants by fear.orthejare your 
masters. Two years ago an elephant 
killed his keeper at Livei-pool or Man- 
chester, I forget which. Out cama 
the "Times " : he had pronged him 
six weeks before. How well I knew 
the old lie ; it seldom varies a sy liable. 
That man died, not bocauae he lintl 
pronged the animal, but because ho 
had n't, or not enough. 

Spare the pitchfork, spoil the ele- 
phant. 

There is another animal people mis- 
construe just as bad, — the hyena. 

Terribfe fierce animal, the hyena, 
says Buffon and Co., and the world 
echoes the cbant. 

Korce, are they ? Tou get a score 
of them Wgethei' in a yard, and you 
shall see me walk into the lot with 
nothing but a switch, and them try to 
get between tlie brick and the mortar 
with the funk, — that is how fierce they 
are ; and they are not only cowardly, 
but innocent, and affectionato into the 
bargain, is the fierce hyena of Buffon 
and Co. ; but, indeed, wild iinimals 
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are saSly misunderstooil ; it !s pitia- 
ble ; and those time tiave the beet 
character deseiTe it less tlian those 
that hure Ihe woieE 
Itt one Gerroau 
something I should like to tell the 
Bpoi-^ag gents, for I don't think ttiere 
ia many Ihst ever fell in with snch a 
ihing. Balit is an old Buying that 
what does happen has happened before 
and may again, so I tell this to pnt 
them on their guard, especially in 
Germany. Well, it waa a good town 
for business, and we stayed several 
days ; but before wo had been there 
many boars my horses turned queer. 
Bestless tbej were, and uneasy. 
Sweated of their own accord. St^nped 
eternally. One, in particulai*, began 
to lose flesh. We eiiamined ^o hay- 
It seemed particularly good, and the 
oats not amiss. Called the landlord in, 
and asked him if he could account for 
it. He stands looking at them ; this 
one, called Dick, was all in a lather. 
" Well, I think I know now," said he ; 
" they are bewitched. Ton see there 



a, ItJiink. In this 



n old n 



\ the n 



the old 



IJiat bewitches cattle, and she rides 
your horses' backs all night, yoa may 
take your oath." Then he Mils us a 
lot of stories, whose cow died after 
giving this old wench a rough word, 
and how she had been often seen to go 
across the meadows in the shape of a 
" She has a spite against me, 

' iss," says he. " She 

nas oeen at uieni ; yon had hotter send 
for the pastor." " Go for the farrier, 
Jem," says I. So \ve had in the far- 
ner. He sat on the bin and smoked 
his pipe ia dead silence, looking at 
them. " They seem a little fidgety," 
says he, aflei; about half an hour. So 
I tumedAinioutof thestable. Andl 
was in two minds about punching his 
head, I Waa, "Send for the — - -- 



They have gi 



He came, 
some disorder," says 
I ; nostiils are clear, 
too. Let me ses them eat." They 
took their food pretty well. Then he 
asked where we came from last, I 
uild him. " Weil," said he, cheerful- 1 c 



says another, " Dick will die if we stiiy 
here." So then they both pressed me 
lo leave tlie town. " Tou know, gov- 
ernor, we can't aflbrd lo lose the 
horses." Now I was clearing ton 
pounds a day in the place, and Si ex- 
penses paid : SO I looked blank. So 
did the veterinary. " I woaM n't go," 
says he ; " wait a day or two ; then 
the disease will declare itself, . and 
we shall know what we are doing." 
You see, gents, be did not relish my 
tailing a murr^n out of his town ; ho 
was a veterinary. " Whatever it is," 
sa^ he, " you brought it with you." 
" Well, now," said X " my opinion is 
I found it here. Did you notice any- 
thii^ at the last place, NickV" 
" Ho " : the grooma both bore me out, 
'■ Oh ! " says the vet., " 3mu can't pp 
by that : it had not dedared itself," 
Well, if yon will believe me (I often 
laugh when I tlunk of it), it was not 
two minutes aller he said that that it 
did declare itself. It was Sunday morn- 
and Hick had got a clean shirt on. 



sleeve of his white shirt looked dirty. 
What now!" cries he, and comes 
1 the light. "I do believe it is ver- 
lin," says he, " and if it is they are 
iten np with it," " Vermin' What 
Jcmincantbatbe!" stud I; "have we 
invented a new vermin, too t " They 
no hi^cr than pitis' points, — 
looked like dnat on his shirt. "What 
do yon say, sir, — is it vermin '! " 
"''■''- 1 a doubt of it," says the vet. 
eso are ponltry-Uee, unless I am 
mistaken. Have you any hens any- 
where near?" Both the grooms 
hurst out, " Hens 1 why, there are full 
hundred up in the hay-loft." So 
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; and the vei'min iveve 
eating the horees. We stopped that 
supply of liay ; aiid what with cairy- 
iiig, and wBsliing witb a soiul. Ihe vet. 
gave nfl, we cured that mnrcain, — 
chicien-pox, if any. We had a little 
scene at goiiic away from this place. 
I^andlovil liad agreed to charge noth- 
ing for the use of stablmg, we spent so 
much in other ways with him. In 
spite of that, ha put it down at tlie 
foot of the list. I would not pay. 
" You most." " I won't," " Then 
you sha' n't go till jou do " ; and with 
that he and his servants closed the 

treat gales. The yard was entered 
y two great double doors like barn 
doors, secured outGide by a £lout beam. 
So there he had us fast. It got wind, 
and there was the whole population 
hooting ouiside, three thousand strong. 



Then it was, " Come, don't 1: 



flfooV 



" wc will alter our usual line of mai'Ch 
this lime; 111 lake Djek from the 
roar to Ihe front." So (iey all formed 
behind me and Djek. two carriages, 
and six liorses, all in order. "Now," 
said I, "landlord, you have had jour 
joke, open tlie door, and let us part 
friends ; we have been witli you a 
week, you know, and you hare had 
one profit out of us, and another out 
of the townsfolk we brought to your 
bar. Open the door." 

"Pay me my hill, and I'll open," 
says he. " If 1 turned away one trav- 
eller from my stable for you I 'vo 
turned away twenty." 

" A bargain is a bargain. "Will 
you open betbro she knocfo your door 
into toothpicks f " 

" Oh 1 I '11 risk my door if you 'II 
risk your beast. No, I won't open 
till I am paid." 

" Once, will you open ? " 

"No." 

"Twice, will you open! Thrice!" 

" No." 

"Djek — Go 1" 

She walked liizilj at the door, as if 
she did not sec it. The moment she 
t^Juclicd it bo til doors were in ihe 



road ; the heam viss in half in the 
road. Most times one thing stands, 
another goes; hero it all went hodily 
oa all sides like paper on a windy- 
day, and the people went fastest of all. 
There was the yell of a mnllitude un- 
der our noses, Ihen an empty street 
nnder our eyes. We marched on calm, 
majestical, and unrufHed, beneatli tlie 
silent night. 

Doors and bolts, indeed, to a lady 
that had stepped throngh a brick wall 
before that day, — an English brick 



CHAPTER Xn. 

Fbom Strasbourg I determined to 
BO into Switzerland ; above nil, to 
Geneve. I could not help It. In 
due coarse of time and tmvel I ar- 
rived near Geneva, and sent forward 
my green and gold avanl-eouriers ; 
but, alas ! they retnmed with the 
doleful news that elephants were not 
admitted into that ancient city. The. 
last elephant that had been there had 



- , >P"ei . 

£oung lady whose c 
er, for she had another elejihant that 
killed one or two people in Venice, 
was publicly executed in the fortress.* 
Fortunately (as 1 then thought), I 
had provided myself with testimonials 
Irom the mayor and govern" ' 



»aBh 



hich 



we had passed. I produced ihese, and 
made fnenda in the t«wn, particularly 
with a Br. Mayo. At last we were 
admitted. Djek was proved a dove 
by such overpowering testimony. I 
had now paid M. Hnguet six thousand 
francs and foutid myself possessed of 
five thousand more. Business was 
very good in Geneva. Djek was very 
popular. Her intelligence and amia- 
biiity became a by-word. I had bat 
one bitter disappointment, though. 
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Madllo. never came to sesna, and 

I iva.s too sul^y and too busy to hunt 
for her. Besules, I said to myself, 
" All the worM can find me, and if 
she cared a btttton for me she would 
come to Hght." I tried lo tura it off 
ivith the old song. 



"Nowge 






lethesa 



Behold iDe now at the climax of 

Si'osperity, dreseed like a, gentleman, 
riving a pair of horses, proprietor of 
a whole cavalcade and of an elepliant, 
and, after clearing all expenses, mak- 
ing at the rate of tall£ 600 per annum. 
There was a CK'lain clergyman of the 
place used to visit as abont every day, 
and bring her cakes and things to eat, 
till be got quite fond of her, and be- 
lieved that she i:ecumed his alfectioii. 
I used to beg him not to go so close 
to her. On this, his answer was, 
" Why, yoH say she is harmlesa aa a 
chicken " ; so then I had no more to 
say. Well, one anlacky day I turned 
my back for a moment ; before I 
could get back tliere were the old 
sounds, a snort of rage, and a cry of 
terror, and there was the poor minis- 
ter in her trunk. At sight of me she 
dropped him, hut two of liis ribs wore 
broken, and he was quite insensible, 
and the people rushed out in terror. 
We raised the, clergyman and carried 
him home, and in half an hoar a mob 
was before the door, and stones as big 
as jonr fists iJirown in at the win- 
dows : this, however, was slopped by 
the autlioritiea. But the next day my 
lady was arrested and walked off to 
t^e fortress, and there confined. I 
remonstrated, expostulated, in vidn. 
I had now I0 feed her and no return 
from her : ruin stared me in the face. 
So I went to law with the authorities. 
Law is alow, and Djek was eating all 
the time. Bnin looked nearer still. 
The iaw ate my green and gold ser- 
vants, and liorses, and still Djek re- 
mained m qaod. Then I refused to 
feed her any longer, and her expenses 
fell upon tlie town. Ilerapiielilc and 



their poverty soon broughf matters i< 
a climax. They held a sort of mu 
uicipat tribunal, and tried her ibr ai 
attempt at iwmidde. I got counsel tc 
defend her, foe 1 distrusted my owi 
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He 
tie animal, I believe, is un- 
of her great Bfrengtb, and 
has committed a fatal error rathci: 
than a crime ; still, if you think she is 
liable to make such errors, let her die 
rather than kill men. But Iiow iJo 
you'reconcile to your consciences lo 

Eunish her proprietor, to rob him of 
is subsistence? He has committed 
no crime, ke has been guilty of no 
want of caution. If, therefore, you 
take upon yourselves to punish the 
brute, be honest ! bay her of the man 
first, and then assert yonr sublime 
office, — destroy an animal that has 
offended morality. But a city should 
be above wronging or robbing an in- 
dividual." When he sat down I 
thought my homicide was safi, for I 
knew Geneva couid not afford to buy 
an elephant without it was out of a 
Noah's ark. 

But up gets an orator on the other 
Eide and attacked me ; accused me of 
Eilse representations, of calling a de- 
mon a duck. "We have certain in- 
fornMition from France that thia ele- 

Ehant has been always wonnding and 
illing men up and down Euiopo 
these twenty years. Mons. Lott 
knew (his by universal report, and 
by being an eye-witness of more than 
one man's destruc^n." Here there 
was a sensation, I can fell yon. "Ho 
has, therefore, forfeited ell claims to 
consideration." Then he thundered 
out : " Let no man daiva to be wiser 
than Holy Writ; there we are told 
that a lie is a crime of the vwy deep- 
est dye, and here we see how for years 
liilsehood has been murder." Then I 
mind he took jnst the opposite lino to 
my defender. Says he ; " If I hesitate 
for a moment, it la not for the man's 
sake, but for tlie brute's; but I do not 
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hesitaW. I could wish so majestic a 
creature miglit be spared for oar in- 
struction," says he, " that so wonder- 
ful a, spociroen of the Creator's skill 
might still walk the earth; hnt rea- 
sou, and justice, and humiinit}' say 
' No.' There is an animal &r Emall- 
er, yet ten times more important, for 
he ha^ a soul ; and this, the king of 
ail the animals, is not safe while she 
lives; therefore she ought to die. 
Weaker for than her ia his individ- 
ual strength, he is a thousand times 
stronger by combination and science, 
~- therefore she will die." 

Wben this infernal chatterbox shut 
up, my heart snnk into my shoes. He 
was a prig, but an eloijuent one, and 
he walked into Djek and me till we 
were not trorth hatf an hour's pur- 
chase. 

For all that, iJie council did not 
come to a decision on the spot, and I 
believe that if Djck had bus been con- 
lent to kill the laity as heretoibre, we 
should have scrajwd through with a 
line ; bub the fool must go and tear 
black cloth, and dig hor own grave. 

Two ilays after the trial, oat came 
the sentence, — Death I ^ 

With that modesty and 
ing which bolonga to mo 
governments, they directed : 

My answer came in English. " I '11 
see yon d — d, and double d — d first, 
and then I won't." 

Meantime Hngnet was persecuting 
poor heart^sick mo for the remamdei' 
of her purchase  money, and, what 
with the delay, the expenses, and the 
anxiety, I was so down and so at the 
end of my wits and my patience, that 
her sentence fyi on me like a blow on 
achapthatis benumbed, — produced 
less elifect upon me at the time tJian It 
docs when I think of it now. 

Well, — curse them 1^ one fine 
mortiing they ran a cannon up to the 
gate, loaded it and bade ms call the 
elephant, and bring her into a favora- 
ble position for being shot. I refused 
point-blank in English as beforo. 
They threatened i 
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cy. I answered thoy might shoot me 
if they liked, but I would not bo the 
one to destroy my own livelihood. 

So they had to watch theu; oppor- 
tunity, 

It was not long of coming. 

She began to walk about, and pres- 
ently the poor fool marched right up 
to the cannon's mouth, and squinted 
down it. Then she turned, and at 
last she crossed right before it. The 

Sunnerlfiok the opportunity, appUefl 
is linstock, and fired. Thew was a 
great tongue of flame, and a cloud of 
smoke, and throi^h the smoke some- 
tiling as big as a honse was seen to go 
down ; the very earth trembled at the 

The smoke cleared in a moment, 
andtherelayDJefc. She never moved. 
The round shot went clean thvough 
her body, and etmck tlie opposite wall 
with great foree. It was wonderful 
and sad to see so huge a creature 
robbed of her days in a moment by a 
spark. There she lay, — poor Djek. 

In one moment I foigot all her 
faults. She was an old companion of 
mine in many a wet day and dreary 
night. She was reputation to me, and 
a clear six hnndred a year; and then 
she was so clever I We shall never see 
her like again ; and there she lay. I 
mourned over her, right or wrong, and 
have never been the same man since 
that shotwas fired. 

The bntchOTy done, I was informed 
by the mtinicipal authorities that tlie 
carcass was considered, upon the 
whole, to be my property. The next 
moment I had two hundred applica- 
tions for elephant steaks from the 
pineh-gut natives, who, I believe, 
knew gravy by tradition and romances 
that had come all the way from Paris. 
Knives and scales went to work, and, 
with the tears running down my 
cheeks, I sold her beef at four sons 
per pound for abont £ 40 sterling. 

This done, all my occupation was 
gone. Geneva was no place for me, 
and as the worthy Hnguet, whose lifo 
I had saved, threatened to arrest me, 
I determined to go hack to Engbud 
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